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As we struggle with shopping lists and invitations, compounded by December's bad weather, it is good to be reminded that there
are people in our lives who are worth this aggravation, and people to whom we are worth the same. - Donald E. Westlake

CASA Corner

Greetings Advocates,

I can’t believe it is December already! | hope the
holiday season didn’t sneak up on each of you as much as it did
on me... Nevertheless, I am excited to welcome the holiday
season and all that it brings.

As stressful and as overly-scheduled as this time of year
can be, | hope we can all take the time to realize how incredibly
fortunate we all are and find small ways to pass that message on
to others. Especially with children, the holiday season often
inspires incredible excitement and high expectations.
Unfortunately, these expectations are not ones that cannot always
be met for ANY child, let alone a child in the dependency
system. Add in an understanding of today’s economy, and one
could envision a fairly bleak holiday season.

We sent a questionnaire out to some of the older youth
in the system this year to ask what holiday traditions they hold
dear and what gifts they would give to others if they had the
means to do so. We also asked, if given the opportunity to give
to a charity, to which they would wish to contribute. The answers
were truly touching. They were ALL thoughtful, emotional and
incredibly generous. | would argue that each child put more
thought into what they would give others than to what they would
want themselves.

My point in telling this story comes in that despite the
situations these children find themselves in, despite the
unfairness they experience, despite the hurt they endure and the
resilience they must develop, they still want to give. | see this as
a strong and meaningful connection for advocates and CASA
youth- wanting to give back and understanding the feelings you
get in return... | know that is why | am an advocate, and | think
many of you would agree. | welcome you to celebrate the season
with this in mind, and to honor the resilient, thoughtful and
generous kids that CASA serves.

Happy Holidays,
Michelle Arnold
Recruitment & Training Coordinator

The ILP Holiday Dinner will take place on Saturday, December
13" If your child is enrolled in the Independent Living Program,
please make sure that they plan to attend this incredibly special
event. Look forward to photos in January’s issue of Advocate
Alley!

Event Expressway
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The Gift of Giving!

Keep checking your email for updates about our Gift of Giving
event that will be going on this month.

We’ll be inviting you to bring your CASA children into the
office to select and wrap gifts for their foster parents, care
givers, or whoever is special in their lives.

If you’re interested in donating items, helping procure items or
participating in some other way, please let us know!

Advocate Avenue

We would like to wish the following
advocates a very happy birthday
during the month of December...

Miriam Gonzaléz 12/2
Becky Skrdla 12/2

Juliet Gonzalez 12/7
Mel Spehn 12/13
Kristin Snowden 12/27
Lloyd Schwimmer 12/28
Sandy Mraule 12/30

The CASA office will be closed
on Thursday, December 18" for
an all day CASA board/staff
retreat.

Please make a note of it, and we
will look forward to responding
to your calls and emails the next




Meet Theta Class, Sworn in on November 7t
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/ Top: Joe Pursel, Wendy Grim, Jeff Erickson, Jennifer Christian, Sarah Greiser, Mercy Galarza,
/ Adriana Garcia, Marje Perkins, Sharon Osgood, Art Kessler
% Bottom: Brianne Dani, Stacey Montoya, Michelle Arnold, Tine DeMaria, Siobhan Greene %

At the Annual Friends of CASA Luncheon, old Case
Supervisor , Kylie Kelly, graced us with her beautiful
family’s presence. o
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This stofy was originally published in the December 14, 1982 issue of Woman’s Day magazine. It was the first place winner out
of thousands of entries in the magazine’s “My Most Moving Holiday Tradition” contest in which readers were asked to share
their favorite holiday tradition and the story behind it. Woman’s Day continues to support this tradition and The White Envelope
Project today.

This story brings to mind the idea of creating your own traditions, as well as the gift of giving being as valuable as receiving (if
not more so). As our CASA children face the holiday season without being surrounded with their family, friends and traditions,
maybe take the opportunity to share this story with them. Happy holidays!

“For the Man Who Hated Christmas”
by Nancy W. Gavin

(courtesy of WhiteEnvelopProject.org)

It’s just a small, white envelope stuck among the branches of our Christmas tree. No name, no identification, no inscription. It
has peeked through the branches of our tree for the past ten years or so.

It all began because my husband Mike hated Christmas--oh, not the true meaning of Christmas, but the commercial aspects of it-
-overspending... the frantic running around at the last minute to get a tie for Uncle Harry and the dusting powder for Grandma---
the gifts given in desperation because you couldn’t think of anything else.

Knowing he felt this way, | decided one year to bypass the usual shirts, sweaters, ties and so forth. | reached for something
special just for Mike. The inspiration came in an unusual way.

Our son Kevin, who was 12 that year, was wrestling at the junior level at the school he attended; and shortly before Christmas,
there was a non-league match against a team sponsored by an inner-city church. These youngsters, dressed in sneakers so ragged
that shoestrings seemed to be the only thing holding them together, presented a sharp contrast to our boys in their spiffy blue and
gold uniforms and sparkling new wrestling shoes. As the match began, | was alarmed to see that the other team was wrestling
without headgear, a kind of light helmet designed to protect a wrestler’s ears.

It was a luxury the ragtag team obviously could not afford. Well, we ended up walloping them. We took every weight class. And
as each of their boys got up from the mat, he swaggered around in his tatters with false bravado, a kind of street pride that
couldn’t acknowledge defeat.

Mike, seated beside me, shook his head sadly, “I wish just one of them could have won,” he said. “They have a lot of potential,
but losing like this could take the heart right out of them.” Mike loved kids - all kids - and he knew them, having coached little
league football, baseball and lacrosse. That’s when the idea for his present came. That afternoon, | went to a local sporting
goods store and bought an assortment of wrestling headgear and shoes and sent them anonymously to the inner-city church. On
Christmas Eve, | placed the envelope on the tree, the note inside telling Mike what | had done and that this was his gift from me.
His smile was the brightest thing about Christmas that year and in succeeding years. For each Christmas, | followed the
tradition--one year sending a group of mentally handicapped youngsters to a hockey game, another year a check to a pair of
elderly brothers whose home had burned to the ground the week before Christmas, and on and on.

The envelope became the highlight of our Christmas. It was always the last thing opened on Christmas morning and our
children, ignoring their new toys, would stand with wide-eyed anticipation as their dad lifted the envelope from the tree to reveal
its contents.

As the children grew, the toys gave way to more practical presents, but the envelope never lost its allure. The story doesn’t end
there.

You see, we lost Mike last year due to dreaded cancer. When Christmas rolled around, I was still so wrapped in grief that |
barely got the tree up. But Christmas Eve found me placing an envelope on the tree, and in the morning, it was joined by three
more.

Each of our children, unbeknownst to the others, had placed an envelope on the tree for their dad. The tradition has grown and
someday will expand even further with our grandchildren standing to take down the envelope.

Mike’s spirit, like the Christmas spirit will always be with us.







