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Honestly, however, what I really miss is my kind of Christmas!  
 
I miss the holiday I have known in North America for almost 60 years.  

 
I miss the cold temperatures and, if we are lucky, snow. 
 
I miss a fire in the fireplace and the house heated by the woodstove. 

 
I miss the Christmas stockings hung on the mantle.  
 
I miss the music: Christmas hymns and even the traditional popular songs (but not all of them, for example, I don’t 

like “I Want a Hippopotamus for Christmas.”) 
 
I miss decorating the Christmas tree with the family and putting the star on top, while listening to Christmas music. 
 

I miss the chaos of Christmas morning when we open presents, one by one, so that everyone can enjoy one 
another’s gifts. 
 
I miss the annual Christmas party with my Christian friends and our funny gift exchange, when we take away one 

another’s gifts if we like theirs better. 
 
I miss the Christmas Eve night service at church.  
 

I miss singing Christmas carols with the church, going house to 
house in the neighborhood. 
 
I miss the churches decorated with red, white, and green poinsettia 

plants around the altar. 
 
I miss the Christmas decorations in public spaces. 
 

I miss the big Christmas morning brunch with all the family (eggs, 
bacon, sausage, French toast, and fruit salad).  
 
I miss Christmas dinner with turkey, ham or lamb. 

 
I miss the special holiday foods and drinks. 
 
There are some things I do not miss, though: the commercialization of North American Christmas, like how 

homeowners decorate their front yards with huge inflatable cartoon characters that have nothing to do with Christ. I 
also resent the sporting events that occur on Christmas day.  
 
But, there are still many Christian aspects, especially the music and activities centered in the church. I miss 
Christmas a lot. 

 
As a foreigner in Argentina, I struggle every year at this time. How can I celebrate Christmas in such hot weather and 
palm trees!  
 

Culturally speaking, Christmas here seems quite secular. To me the Christmas holidays appear to be just another 
opportunity for families and friends to gather for an asado, go to the dance club, drink Fernet, and offer a toast. In 
fact, Christmas feels like a smaller version of December 31, New Years Eve: drinking, eating, toasting, and fireworks, 
but not much Jesus. 

 
I miss Christmas, my Christmas, even though Christ is less and present in my nation as the years pass on.  
 
But, I sense even less of Jesus in Argentina.  

 
I suppose this feeling is simply due to my cultural bias, right? 


