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The Season of Family Holidays

Heads up... This is a long one, you may want to grab a cup of coffee and find a comfortable chair.

It’s the week of Thanksgiving (truth be known, it’s actually now the week of Christmas... I had to fact check 
my memory on some family history, that and the fact that time evaporates quickly these days cost me a few 
weeks, but anyway, here we go...) and “The Season of Family Holidays” is upon us in a year that has been hard 
to process, to say the least. Unfortunately, as we head into this special time of year, the pandemic is ramping 
up again and, for many, it will impact our ability to celebrate with family as we typically do during these hol-
idays. Sadly, for others it will be worse, but I won’t go there. On a positive note, I’m thrilled that vaccines are 
out there to help us beat this disease and get back to some of our social and business norms. 

While Cheryl and I will not be celebrating Thanksgiving with extended family due to COVID, we’re happy 
that Chelsea and Denny will be joining us, and our family in Colorado (Brit and Zach, Stef, Tom, Will and 
Jack) will be together. We look forward to “zooming” with them along with my brother and sister and their 
families. Our original plan was to be with them at my brother’s home at the shore. It won’t be the same this 
year, but it will be good because we’ll make it good, that’s up to us!

So that’s where we are in 2020, but we all have fond memories from years past during these wonderful fam-
ily-oriented holiday’s... Thanksgiving, Hanukkah and Christmas. In this Ramble, I’ll try and stir up some 
happy emotions and bring a smile to our face as we reflect on some memories from back in the day during 
this “most wonderful time of the year”! Here are a few from my story...

Thanksgiving was often spent with my mothers’ brother and his family at their summer home in Barnegat 
Light on Long Beach Island (NJ). This holiday gathering always included a visit to “Old Barney”, the brick red 
and white lighthouse, commissioned in 1859 and located on the south side of the Barnegat Inlet in Barnegat 
Lighthouse State Park, and it was followed by a brisk walk on the beach before the feast! Most of you know 
that I have an appreciation for lighthouses and Old Barney was the first one I ever saw. Back to the feast... my 
Aunt Maryellen was a great cook, and Uncle Harry took pride in carving the bird. In addition to the turkey, 
there were always great side dishes and desserts, and no one ever left the table hungry. Football was a staple 
for us on Thanksgiving as well, but our Thanksgiving’s with the Anderson’s in Barnegat Light wouldn’t be 
complete without Aunt Maryellen putting on a String Band “record” (remember records... thanks to my son, 
I still play them!) and we would all do the “Mummer’s Strut” (if you’re not familiar, Google it!) to Golden 
Slipper’s and other classics to, you know, work off those Thanksgiving calories before falling asleep on the 
couch! I got my smile going just thinking about that! Cheryl loves watching the Mummer’s Parade on New 
Year’s Day every year (we went to it in 1981... 40 years ago!), but unfortunately it will not be held on the first 
day of 2021 so we’ll YouTube it and keep that tradition alive virtually as well. “Virtually”... could be the word 
of the year!

When we were not at the shore, Thanksgiving was at our house in Florham Park (north Jersey). Grandma 
Anderson, my mother’s mom, the only grandparent that we had growing up, moved in with us in 1966. She 
passed at age 85 in 1986 (born in 1901... think about what the world was like when she was born and all that 
she experienced in her lifetime; I know for a fact that holding her great grandson, our son Tommy, was one 
of the highlights in her life... talk about a big smile!). Both of my parents worked so grandma was always there 
when we came home from school and more often than not, there was something yummy cooking or baking 
or both! The house always smelled good, especially around the holidays! Grandma came over “on the boat” 
from Sweden in her 20’s. She lost her husband at age 40 so she worked the Art Wire and Stamping Company 
in Newark NJ and raised my mother and my uncle (Harry) as a single parent. She was tough, a product of her 



upbringing and the steadfast values of that generation, but she was the best! I learned so much from her! I 
can still hear her Swedish accent as I reflect back on those times and, again, it makes me smile... I’m going to 
write about the power of a genuine Smile in a future Ramble! When the depression hit, my grandfather sent 
my grandmother back to Sweden by boat with my mom and uncle to live with family there. Based on her age 
at that time, my mom, born in 1930, learned how to speak Swedish before she learned English. When they 
returned to the U.S. two-plus years later, mom couldn’t start kindergarten until she could speak our language. 
Growing up, I remember how they would go back and forth in Swedish when they didn’t want us to know 
what they were talking about, and we eventually learned a few Swedish words along the way! As a kid, rather 
than jump on the computer or play with our phones or video games after school (pause for laughter), we 
were out riding our bikes and playing in the neighborhood, but our butts better be at the kitchen table at 5:30 
when dinner was served (or else!).  

On Christmas Eve, we always had family and friends at our house before going to the 11:00 Christmas Eve 
service at our church. Mom and grandma would put out a buffet of Scandinavian dishes referred to as a 
“julbord” which included Swedish meatballs, gherkins, Jell-O molds (made with stuff that should not be 
in Jell-O), herring, scalloped potatoes, some homemade breads including a festive fruitcake and lutefisk, a 
Swedish “delicacy” served around the holiday’s that never appealed to me as kid (or now for that matter!). 
Homemade danishes and cookies, tea and coffee were offered as well. Around the Holiday’s and through the 
winter months, we also served a hot wine and brandy drink mulled with fruits and spices called Gloog (also 
spelled Glogg with two dots over the “o” for Swedish effect). Gloog is the Swedish equivalent of “The Recipe” 
from The Walton’s (love The Walton’s!). It’ll warm your soul and cure what ails you! We still make it on occa-
sion (we will post the recipe for Gloog on our website under Good Stuff). Around the Holidays we also had a 
sprig of mistletoe hanging in the doorway from the living room into the kitchen and my high school buddy, 
Dicky, always got a picture taken giving my grandmother a kiss on the cheek on Christmas Eve which put a 
big smile on her face. These are special memories for me, I hope some are bubbling up at this point for you 
as well!

After eating, warming up with some Gloog and enjoying each other’s company in our cozy split level home 
that my Dad built in 1959, half of the group would head to our church, Trinity Covenant Church in Living-
ston, NJ where the younger kids (not to be confused with us grown up kids) would get a box of nonpareils 
(those chocolates drops with white sprinkles) and we would enjoy a candlelight service which always ended 
with Silent Night. Everyone was given a candle as they entered the sanctuary and at the end of the service, 
which included a reenactment of the Nativity, a meaningful sermon and the singing of classic Christmas 
Carols, the lights would go down and the ushers would work their way from the first pew to the last lighting 
the first candle and the flame would be passed down the pew until candlelight filled our church sanctuary. 
Then we would stand to sing Silent Night with our candles held high for the final verse. It was beautiful! Our 
church in Allentown does this as well.  There was always a full house at Trinity on Christmas Eve and the 
whole night is a fond memory... I’m smiling BIG again! 

Christmas in our house always included a tree with all blue “big bulb” lights and we had a blue spruce in the 
front yard on Riverside Drive that dad put blue lights on as well. Our neighbors, the Loves, always had red 
lights up and I met Kevin, the oldest Love kid, for breakfast a few years ago and he told me how he would take 
a blue bulb out of the strand on our blue spruce and replace it with one of their red bulbs and within a day, 
he said my Dad would have a blue bulb back in there. Made me laugh! That blue spruce wasn’t much taller 
than me when they planted it, but before it came down, years after my parents moved from Florham Park in 
1988, it was big enough and beautiful enough to be the Rockefeller Christmas Tree in NYC... at least that’s 
how I remember it! Christmas morning, Lynne and Kenny, my younger siblings, and I had to sit “patiently” 
at the top of the stairs while mom got her Argus 35mm camera (with film for slides) AND her Bell & Howell 
movie camera with a light thing that looked like antlers set up so she could capture the moment. On a side 
note, mom may have frustrated us on occasion with her relentless, yes relentless, picture taking over the 
decades, but she always kept up with her photo albums and we’re so thankful today to have those memories, 



our life, to reflect back on and share with our kids. Back to Christmas morning... my favorite gifts were bikes, 
imagine that! My first “two-wheeler” was red and white with a coaster brake. That was the bike you could clip 
those baseball cards (that ultimately would have been worth millions... HA!) in the spokes. My second bike, 
as a teenager, was a metallic brown Schwinn Varsity 10-speed... I loved that bike! For the record, we had to 
sit at the top of the stairs even after Cheryl and I were married and home visiting for Christmas in our 20’s! 
Keeping that tradition alive, our kids, now all grown and married, when they’re here with us on Christmas 
morning, sit at the top of the stairs for a pic (...from our phone) to this day! I’m smiling again! 

“God Jul”... that’s Merry Christmas in Swedish! 

Circling back to New Years and the Mummer’s, my cousin Meghan (Anderson), Harry and Maryellen’s 
youngest, married a mummer (her mom smiles down on her for that!)! Meghan’s husband, Jim, plays in the 
infamous South Philadelphia based Fralinger String Band (Google ‘em, they’re great!), a 106 year old string 
band that has been a consistent top prize winner in the annual New Year’s Day Mummers Parade compe-
tition which dates back to 1901 and, as I just learned, has some Swedish roots as well! Another side note... 
members from Fralinger made an appearance at their wedding and we all did the Mummer’s Strut! A shout 
out to Meghan, she is a great cook like her mom and our grandma, and she keeps the Swedish Holiday spirit 
alive in their home at Thanksgiving and Christmas as she cooks and bakes the tasty memories that we grew 
up with around the Holidays!  

As we close out 2020, I lamented, recently, over the fact that we will not be together with my brother and 
sister and their families as we always have been for Christmas or Thanksgiving this year, and my sister, and 
my sister-in-law, Julie, who I refer to as the spiritual leaders of our family, reminded me of the many blessings 
that we all experienced this year. I always appreciate good perspective and gratitude is a powerful mindset so 
on that note, I’ll say that I am very thankful for many things, particularly the love in my heart, experiences (vs 
things), and the meaningful relationships in my life and that includes you. So, as we close out 2020 and head 
into a welcomed new year, I want to wish you all a Very Happy and Healthy 2021!

My quote for this Ramble sticks with the theme of being thankful. It is from Cicero (born BC in Italy) which 
is to say that it has stood the test of time:

“A thankful heart is not only the greatest virtue, but the parent of all other virtues.”

Lastly, as we did earlier this year when the demand for their service was high during the thick of the pandem-
ic, Pinnacle Advisor Group will be making a $1,000 donation to the Allentown Area Ecumenical Food Bank 
for the Holidays on behalf of our clients. I spoke with the food bank this week to let them know that they will 
be our primary charity again in 2021 and they are incredibly grateful. They’re a giving organization and I’m 
truly inspired by the difference that they make in our community. 

I hope that this Ramble conjured up some fond memories from your Season of Family Holiday’s past... Thanks 
for your interest in my Rambles! Take good care, be thankful and share the love in your heart. God Bless.

You can find digital copies of the entire Roberts Ramble series at
www.pinnacleadvisorgrp.com/roberts-ramble


