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“Oh yeah, the same old excuse,” my daughter said with a hint of resignation in her voice. She didn’t say it harshly, but the comment stung. Truthful observations often do. This was Thanksgiving evening at the home of my daughter and son-in-law in a Pittsburgh suburb. We had been having a half-joking discussion about my two grandkids, aged nine and three, going home with me for a long weekend. My almost absent-minded response had been “I’d love to, but I have so much going on.” Which prompted my always-direct daughter’s observation.
One thing I manage to do rather well is to maintain a busy life. My Christian faith is most-important and carries significant time commitments. My professional work, which has always tended to be meaningful to me and usually doesn’t fit very neatly into eight-hour-days and 40-hour-weeks, has been mushrooming lately. Then there is the long list of things I do with what bits of my days remain.
But maintaining appropriate family time has been a struggle of mine for many years. My daughter’s comment brought that to mind, grabbed my attention and got me to thinking: “Why not take the grandkids for the weekend?” A quick call to my son verified that he could watch them on Friday, his day off and a day when I needed to be productive work-wise. The remainder of the weekend was relatively open or involved church and other activities in which the kids could be included.
Their excitement upon learning of my decision made it immediately gratifying. One would have thought they were heading to Disney World rather than Johnstown. Upon our arrival, the cat hid in the basement as my usually sedate home turned into that chaotic, noisy and urgent world of young children:
“Poppa! Come see this.”

“Can I have a juice box?”

“Make my spaghetti cold.”

“Can we rent a movie?”

“I want to see the kitty.”

But I also got to share my world of natural and cultural heritage with them. We walked trails in a local park where I usually mountain bike and had a contest to see who could spot trail blazes first. On Sunday we spent the afternoon at the Johnstown Heritage Discovery Center, mostly among the hands-on displays at the Children’s Museum but also exploring bits of the “America: Through Immigrant Eyes” exhibit. We spent time on Skype (a video-over-internet program) talking with my Japan-based son and his wife. And my granddaughter kept my parents thoroughly entertained during a half-hour phone conversation that was dominated by the topic of what to get people for Christmas:
“My dad wants guns,” my granddaughter informed her great-grandparents. “But if that doesn’t work for you, get him some really weird underwear!”
While returning home from meeting my daughter to transfer the kids that following Monday, my cell phone rang with a business call. My mind spun a bit as it sought professional traction after three days of simply being “Poppa.” After the call, I reflected that family time probably had cost me some work productivity – and that there once was a day when that thought might have bothered me. Now, smiling to myself, I wondered if my grandkids could visit again for a couple of days around Christmas.
If the busyness and demands of our holiday season tend to be a challenge, they also offer opportunities for special times with the important people in our lives. Not only am I guilty of losing that perspective from time to time, but I unintentionally may cause some readers to do so as well by constantly writing about everything there is to see and do here.
Heritage starts at home. And it is ever more joyful when shared with people you love.[image: image1.png]
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