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Author Kelly and her brother Rick Geraghty visiting with 
Santa at Jordan Marsh department store in 1966.
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A Christmas Wish
BY KELLY-ANN GERAGHTY BUSZEK

Thinking about my favorite Christmas memories, my mind travels back to 1966. I was five 

years old, and my family lived at 106 Magnolia Avenue. My number one wish was for a white 

Christmas.  

Even at that age, I knew there was something magical about 

freshly fallen snow, especially at Christmas. Deep snow 

inspires winter artistry of all kinds: snow angels, snowman 

building, and natural ice sculptures - a fantastical snow 

globe brought to life! It also inspires outdoor adventure 

and fun: snowball fights, sledding down hilly landscapes, 

or a sleigh ride to Grandmother’s house. Inside our homes, 

a roaring fire warmed everything, including our cold noses 

and wet mittens. If lucky, a mug of hot chocolate could be 

enjoyed by the fire. When we were little children, we could 

not help but get excited as we prepared to celebrate the 

birth of baby Jesus and awaited a visit from Santa Claus 

in dreamy anticipation.

As was our family tradition, my parents permitted my brother Rick and me to open one gift on 

Christmas Eve. We usually chose the gift our respective Godparents gave us that year. There 

was also a strict rule in our home: my parents had to be in our living room near our Christmas 

tree on Christmas morning before my brother and I descended the stairs. What we did not 

understand at the time is they wanted to see the looks of surprise, joy, and excitement on our 

faces when we saw the presents that Santa had brought. In our home, Santa’s gifts were always 

unwrapped.

That year, spurred by my holiday excitement, I could not wait ‘til Christmas to open my gifts. 

Early one morning, I was alone in the living room, and I decided to unwrap a few of my pres-

ents, then rewrap them before anyone could find out. Little did I know that at my age, I did not 

Me and my brother Rick Geraghty in 1964
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have the motor skills to rewrap the presents successfully. Unfortunately, in my fervor, I acciden-

tally unwrapped some other family members’ gifts (whoops). My mom came downstairs and 

caught me in the act. She gave me a knowing but gentle look and said, “Oh, well, now you 

know your Christmas gifts.” I just stared at her; I knew I was in big trouble. Then she said, “I am 

not going to rewrap your gifts. Now you will have less to unwrap under the tree on Christmas.” 

That was my punishment. Phew!

After we opened our gifts, we visited our family 

members’ homes. The snowy streets were not very 

manageable for walking or driving. Consequently, 

it was a good thing that our relatives lived pretty 

close to our home. Our Nana McTigue’s home was 

right down the street, so my Dad slowly drove us 

to see her so we could visit and wish her a Merry 

Christmas. I carefully got out of our car and walked 

behind my Dad as he carried my little brother to my 

Nana’s front door.

Visiting our Auntie and Uncle Heisey was a little more 

difficult; they lived on a large hill (it seemed larger 

back then since I was a little kid). Their hilly driveway 

provided a marvelous sledding run, but navigating 

a car up the steeply snow-packed road was not so 

great. Remember, these were the days you needed 

snow tires to maneuver on wintery roads.  

That Christmas, there was also another unexpected, 

extraordinary event. In Magnolia Square (to this 

day) sits the Union Congregational Church. The 

church’s minister had a Mama dog who gave birth 

to puppies on that snowy Christmas morning. Early 

in the new year, my parents let us bring home one of 

the puppies. My brother and I named him Snoopy 

At my Aunt and Uncle Heisey’s home in 1964.  
Left to right my brother Rick, me, my cousin,  

Bruce Heisey, the Heisey’s dog, and George 
McTigue (my uncle - 9 years older than me).

Snoopy, as an adult dog
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(since my Nana Geraghty said he was always snooping around). He was the best addition 

to our little family. Snoopy shared many a Christmas with us, providing loyal companionship, 

love, many funny encounters, and memorable neighborhood adventures (stories that our family 

still enjoys sharing).  

I will always lovingly recall that Christmas of 1966 as the year a five-year-old little stinker who 

couldn’t resist opening her presents was still granted a wish for a white Christmas and a puppy 

soon after! To this day, I still remember waking up that morning to find the aftermath of a bliz-

zard. I was elated and overwhelmed as I pressed my nose to my frosty bedroom window to 

gaze at Gloucester—the enchanted winter wonderland of my dreams.

AUTHOR’S AFTERWORD

I currently reside in Fairway, KS, where I’m a City Councilor for Ward 1. In 2018, my husband Keith and I 
purchased my family home (106 Magnolia Avenue) from my parents. It’s the home where so many of these 
Christmas and other memories were made, season after season, and year after year. My uncle Mike McTigue, 
a lifelong Gloucester resident and retired chef (The Surf, Dexter’s Hearthside, and the Windward Grille) is our 
caretaker. My brother Rick and my sister-in-law Martha live in Gloucester on Wheeler’s Point. 
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