
Smile,  
Lord!

ave you ever had one of those days when everything 
seems to go wrong?  ...I thought so. I’ve also had one of 
those days when you feel like there’s this huge, massive, 
giant, enormous, grey rain cloud following you all day!

It all started one Monday morning when my whole 
household was awakened by the                                                 of 
the alarm clock.

“Clare, wake up, it’s time for school.”
! e word                           at seven o’clock on a Monday morning 

was not exactly my favorite word...
“Come on, Clare, you’re going to be late!”  
Dragging myself out of bed I remembered that the " rst 

lesson that I had that morning was mathematics, one whole 
hour of mathematics!  “Why me?” I thought as I looked 
at the alarm clock, which now said ten past seven.

H
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“dit, dit, dit, dit, dit” 

“school”



As I was walking to school with my 
friend, I stopped to tie my shoelace.  As 
I was tying it a little robin 
redbreast came and sat 
upon my brand new 
school bag.  My friend, 
who loves animals, was 
saying the whole time, 

 “He’s so cute and 
small! Look how tiny 
he is. Awwww.”

My friend tried to stroke him but he # ew away.  I looked 
at him as he # ew to the branch of a tree that was nearby.  
Meanwhile my friend was dying of laughter. 

“What are you 
laughing at?” 

I asked her.
With one  

hand covering 
her mouth as 

she continued 
laughing, the other 

hand pointed towards 
my new school bag.  ! e 

“cute, tiny” robin redbreast 
had le$  a present that 

wasn’t so cute or so tiny 
on my new bag.  
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very funny! 

upon my brand new 
  My friend, 

who loves animals, was 
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School that day didn’t go too well 
either.  In art class I lost my favorite 
orange marker, and as I was coming 
out of science class I jammed my little 

! nger in the door - now I had a 
little " nger that looked like a 

giant watermelon.
To top it all o% , when I 

arrived home, the smell of 
the dinner that I least liked 

greeted me at the door.  
 I went to the kitchen and 

saw my mother in slow motion 
putting a mountain of carrots, 

onions, and potatoes on my plate.  At this moment I thought 
that I had every right to explode.  

Did I have every right to explode?  NO!
It’s true that everyone has their good days and their bad 

days, but these bad days can be turned into good days.  And 
how can we do that?  

! ese little things that happen to us during the day can be 
o% ered up to God.  Take for example that Monday morning 
when I wanted to stay in bed; instead of being lazy I could have 
said to the Lord, “Lord, because You are so good and so many 
people in the world o" end You, I’m going to jump out of bed 
(be careful if you are on the top bunk!), and I o" er this sacri! ce 
up for You.”

! is we can say with every little thing that challenges us.  
I’ve lost my orange marker - “Hey, it’s not the end of the 

world.” 

out of science class 
! nger in the door

little " nger that looked like a 

saw my mother in slow motion 
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Instead of blaming everyone around you and thinking about 
how well it colored, o" er this sacri! ce up to the Lord. He’s 
more important. Am I right?

And hey, when we make the sacri" ce of eating what we don’t 
like, I’m sure that our Lord who su% ers so much will have a 
smile from ear to ear as He looks at us from Heaven. 

So remember, the bad days that we have don’t 
have to be so bad.  When we o" er up the things that 
we don’t like or that annoy us, 

the sun  
takes 
  its place.

we’ll see how
 that  big 
grey cloud                 
   disappears and 
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Sister Clare wants to 
communicate with Sister Kelly

 to tell her that she has 
written her book with the 

stories of when she was little...

4
3

2
1

But there are 
interferences!

�(5�@6<��5+�
the correct 
telephone line for 
their phone call?
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A Special 
     Gift

remember sitting down on the sofa in the dining room 
with my two sisters.  I was about eight years old; my sister 
Shauna was six and my other sister Megan was three. 

! ere we were sitting down the three of us with a piece of 
paper with the heading: “Things We Want from Santa 
Claus.” It was September.  Each of us had a catalogue from which 
we chose at least three things on every page.  It had 500 pages.

My sister Megan didn’t yet know how to write, so she tried 
to draw what she wanted.  My sister Shauna looked like she 
was writing a novel, and I decided to cut out the pictures of the 
catalogue and stick them on my page, as if I were making my 
own catalogue. 

I

A Special 
     Gift

A Special 
     Gift

A Special 

Sr. Clare
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When we showed my mother one of our Christmas lists, 
we couldn’t understand why, but she turned pale.  She said 
something like, 

 
We thought he was.  So every day a$ er " nishing school and 

doing our homework, we would continue to add things to our 
list, and we would cross out the days with a red marker on the 
calendar as they went by, very happy because we knew that now 
we were one day closer to Christmas.

Christmas was our favorite time of the year because we 
could eat all the chocolate we wanted and wear our new 
clothes, and on top of that we got lots of presents.      
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”Don’t you know that Santa Claus 
isn’t a millionaire?!”  



My other favorite time of the year was my birthday, which 
was just before Christmas.  We would eat a big cake.  On that 
day all my friends would come to my house, and we would play 
together and have a great time.

But that year was different.  I was going to be nine 
years old, and my mother had planned a surprise party.  So 
when I got up in the morning, I didn’t " nd any birthday card or 
birthday presents. Nobody said “Happy birthday!” to me, and 
every time my sister Shauna looked at me she seemed to be 
laughing.  

Perhaps I had made a mistake, I thought, and my birthday 
is really tomorrow.

But no, the calendar said it was today.  My mother, seeing 
that I was sad and a little confused, said,

“Happy birthday!” but that was all.  
O%  I went to school.  My friends didn’t say anything to me 

either.

Boys and girls, you have no idea how sad I felt.  Everyone 
had forgotten my birthday.  When school was over, all my 
friends le$  quickly.  ! ey didn’t 
even say goodbye.  I started                   
to cry.  Nobody remembered my 
birthday.  

When I arrived home and 
opened the door, all my friends 
and family shouted: 

 “Happy birthday!”  
 ! ey had remembered all 

along!!!  
How happy I was!

WHEN I WAS LITTLE
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But why am I telling this, you may well be asking?
In September, my sisters and I started to prepare for 

Christmas, but for all the wrong reasons.  We wanted Christmas 
to arrive so that we could receive presents.  How silly we were!  

At Christmas we always receive the greatest, the best, the 
most beautiful of all presents, a present that we cannot wrap 
up in a box.

Christmas, the 25th of December, is the day that Jesus 
our Savior is born! And what do we do, boys and girls?  We 
forget that it is His birthday and we only think of ourselves.  
We forget about the Child Jesus!

Imagine how sad I felt that year when I thought that my 
family and friends had forgotten my birthday.  And every year, 
Our Lord Jesus has to feel like that because everyone forgets 
His birthday.

Instead of preparing 
our Christmas list this year, 
let’s prepare our hearts 
so that Our Lord may 

be born in them too.  

I am sure that 
this is the best 
present we can 
give Him for His 
birthday.
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This is the list of friends going to Sr. Clare’s 
birthday party. Can you complete 

the crossword puzzle?

SHANNON
PATRICK
AOIFE
RACHEL
ALAN
MARIA
RONAN
ALICE
ELAINE
PETER

THIS MIGHT GIVE YOU A 
CLUE:

= H

= A

= N





“It Was  Me!”

ne of the things I least liked when I was little was going 
shopping with my mother.  It wasn’t exactly the favorite 
activity of my sisters either.  When my mother used to 
say: 

“Girls, put on your coats,”  
we  put on a face of extreme su" ering.

We usually did the shopping on Saturdays.  I was convinced 
that there were more than 24 hours in that day.  I used to think 
there were at least 80 hours in it, because the day never seemed 
to end. 

# e ! rst shop we used to visit was the vegetable shop.  
My sisters and I would watch with horror as my mother put a 
cabbage  that  looked  bigger  than  my  little sister  into  the 

O

“It Was  
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trolley and a bag 
of onions that 
almost weighed 
more than three of 

us together.   

Another shop we 
almost always visited 

was the linen shop.  
! ere we would spend 

what seemed to us like 
" ve hours, looking 
at pieces of cloth 
of di% erent shades 
of blue.  It was in 
that little shop 

that ���(+�4@��� 9:;�
experience of falling asleep 

while standing up.

! ese were just some of the millions of shops that we would 
go to.  My sisters and I never understood why my mother would 
never go to the toy shop or the sweet shop.  

One day we were just about to go into a big toy shop, but our 
bubble suddenly burst when my mother said, 

”No, no, we’re going to the next one, the carpet 
shop.”  

My little sister started to cry.   
“Let us go in just for " ve minutes!” 
 But my mother knew that a$ er " ve minutes in the toy shop, 

almost weighed 

! ere we would spend 
what seemed to us like 

" ve hours, looking 
at pieces of cloth 
of di% erent shades 
of blue.  It was in 
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we would say, “35 minutes more”, and then there would be 
another story trying to get us out of there, so... she simply shook 
her head and we knew that  “no” meant “no.” 

! at day in the carpet shop my mother bought two big white 
rugs for the living room, which had been wallpapered recently.  

We " nally got back home.  She happily put one rug on the 
# oor of the living room and told us, 

“Don’t step on this rug with your shoes on, because it’s very 
hard to remove the stains.” 

A$ er these words of warning we went out to play with our 
friends.

We had a great time running up and down a muddy hill 
behind my house, until my mother called us, which meant it 
was time to go home.  

We went in the back door that opens into the living room, 
just where one of the new rugs was placed.   
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