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Once again, Gulf Islands
Secondary School art
students contributed
cover art for Page A1 of
this week’s paper, the
Driftwood’s Christmas
issue. The pieces on this’
page were among those
submitted.

Hista McHeackie
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She enduwieng Spicvct of Chicstmas
Christmas miracle
brings tree to life

By VALORIE LENNOX
Driftwood Staff

Christmas isn’t Christmas with-
out a tree — to paraphrase the
opening line from Louisa May
Alcott’s Little Women.

I read a lot of Louisa May
Alcott in those days. Dad thought
the classic nineteenth century
novels were good books for a
nine-year-old to read. So I became
acquainted with the March girls,
living in the shadow of wealthier
relatives and friends with their
father away fighting in the
American Civil War.

Like theirs, our family was
incomplete. They were missing a
father. We were missing a mother.
We were also relatively poor, liv-
ing in a basement suite in the rain-
drenched coastal town of Prince
Rupert.

But even at their poorest, the
March girls had a Christmas tree. So
my father’s decree that we didn’t
need a tree verged on sacrilege.

It was one of those sensible
adult decisions. After all, we
would be spending Christmas day
itself with grandma. Dad, a
teacher at the local high school,
had friends who were inviting
us to pre-Christmas gatherings.

But I wanted our own tree,
hung with ornaments and
twinkling with lights. How J
could it be almost
Christmas without a tree? §

So I found a tree. On
the last day of school /&
before the holidays, g
the teacher let me /&
take the small tree A
in the classroom home. With the
tree came several lengths of con-
struction paper chain, some of
which I had glued together.

Arriving home, I propped up the
tree. A few of the branches were
broken from being dragged the
three blocks from the school to my
home but that didn’t matter. It was
green and smelled of wet wood and
was undeniably a Christmas tree.

Draped with paper chains, it
added a festive air to our tiny liv-
ing room.

But, I had to admit, it still
wasn’t a full-fledged Christmas
tree. My image of a Christmas tree
was magical, glittering with light
and shimmering with tinfoil ici-
cles. My poor effort was green
branches dotted with red and blue
construction paper.

Still, it was the best I could do.

A day or two later, I was search-

Valorie Lennox

ing for something — I no longer
recall what — and decided to
check the cupboards above my
bed. Built up to the ceiling, they
were high enough that I had to
balance on a stool placed on the
bed to reach the doors.

I'd never looked in those cup-
boards before. They were dark
inside and empty, except for a
lumpy heap coiled in the back cor-
ner. I reached in, seized what felt
like a wire loop and pulled it
out of the cupboard.

«" | held a string of Christ-

- mas lights.

j Real, multi-coloured
Christmas tree lights.
Lights which glowed
when I plugged
them in. Lights
which transformed
my little tree into a

real Christmas

tree, worthy of
the holiday season and worthy of
the tiny Christmas miracle which
had put those lights in that other-
wise empty cupboard.

With age and experience, I now
know there was nothing truly
miraculous about it. The cup-
boards were difficult to reach —
the most likely place to store sea-
sonal items like Christmas decora-
tions. No doubt the lights had been
accidentally left behind by a previ-
ous tenant who hadn’t noticed the
wires and bulbs coiled in the cor-
ner of the dark cupboard.

That’s the logical explanation.
It’s probably the truth. But mira-
cles are so few that I'm reluctant
to extinguish the magic of that
moment with adult logic.

Everyone needs to experience at
least one little miracle. Especially
at Christmas.
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Hope your heliday is a real delight.
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Somethow, the spirt
of Chudstmas endeures.
Through poserty,
war and work, we
struggle lo caplire lhe
acles; olhers look for
colowr on the bleakest
of landscapes.
Snd somelimes, the
magic of lhe season
apprears in lthe mosl
The slories thal fol-
loce shoew how several
dslanders have sticved
wunder adverse corcen-
slances lo find speiril of
Chiestmas.

One young child
exfreriences a
Feople celebratle a 1eb-
man recalls Chiistmas
as a fuisoner of wan.

Please don’t
Forget...

to send a tax deductable
donation to the Hospital
Foundation Equipment Drive.
You can help ensure
that quality health care stays

“Close to Home”

Watch for the ‘94 Equipment Drive
brochure in your mail this week.
Lady Minto Gulf Islands
Hospital Foundation

135 Crofton Road

Salt Spring Island, BC V8K 1T1

Season spirit thrives

even amid shift

Shift work doesn’t dampen
Christmas spirit at the Steele
home.

Dovene Steele, who frequently
works Christmas day as a dietary
aide at Lady Minto Hospital, notes
her family has developed a sea-
sonal tradition for each December
25 that she works.

Steele usu-
ally works
no more than
four hours
Christmas
day, filling
the 7 a.m. to
11 a.m. shift

Efforts are also made to create
seasonal cheer at the hospital.
Staff start baking Christmas
treats early in December, so they
can be served to patients and
extended care residents during
the week from December 25 to
January 1.

Staff also decorate the room
doors for

extended

care resi-
dents and
often a
wreath is
hung on the

G
at the hospital.
Children Courtenay, 13, Casey,
11, and Jenny, 9, open their
Christmas stockings early in the
mormning.

As Steele returns home from
work, she is usually met by hus-
band John and the children, who
leave home shortly before 11 a.m.
and walk down the road to mect
her. Then the whole family returns
home to open Christmas gifts.

%x door leading

to the kitchen,
Steele said. A family dinner is
arranged a week or so before
Christmas for patients and their
families.

On Christmas day, patients are
served a special breakfast with
Danish pastries and eggnog. A
traditional Christmas turkey din-
ner is served at lunch. In the
afternoon, there is often caroling
in the hospital.

#11 - 9843 Second Street
Sidney, B.C. V8L 3C7

Telephone 656-0488
(or call 1-800-663-7867
and ask for 656-0488)

Fax: 655-4906

Saanich North & The Islands
Clive Tanner M.L.A.

(Marina Court, behind The Landmark)

Monday to Friday 9am - 4pm. Other times by appointment

L-R: Surgeons Dr. G. Scott and Dr. T. Sira
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Ye$, | believe quality health care should be
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HO HO HO, CHINESE STYLE: Islanders Gus
and Eileen thewaall were visited by Santa
Claus several times during their two-year stay

in China. The Chinese — Christians and non-
Christians alike — have taken to the western
wintry holiday customs with zeal.

Christmas celebrated in China
where religion was proscribed

By GRAEME THOMPSON
Driftwood Staff

The spirit of Christmas is to be
found alive and well in the most
unlikely places. That is what
islanders Gus and Eileen
Witewaall found during their two-
year stint teaching English at a
small college in central China.

Christmas cards, Santas and
even turkey are not unheard of in a
country which proscribed religion
not many years ago under Mao
Tse Tung’s rule.

The Wttewaalls are retired
school teachers. They are both
members of the local United
Church — Gus was a minister for
years — and both are used to a
snow-blanketed family Christmas.

For the last two years they were
teaching English at the Jiangsu
College of Finance in a village
north of Shanghai and 200 km up
the Yangtze River. Marco Polo
and Mrs. Billy Graham were both
been past residents of Jiangsu. The
Witewaalls taught aspects of west-
emn culture as well as language, to
give their students a better sense
of the western world.

The Chinese have read a lot of
western literature, Gus said, even if
they cannot speak English well. They
are excellent readers and writers and
they have seen western television.

Their students asked them how
they celebrated Christmas in
Canada. By gathering the family
together, eating special foods and
having a gift exchange, Eileen told
them. The gift exchange was
something to which the Chinese
could relate: they have gift
exchange during their New Year
celebrations in late January.

Partly because they are so gener-
ous by nature and partly because
the college wanted to make sure
the western teachers were happy in
Jiangsu, the students put on a big
Christmas party for the Witewaalls.

A six-foot high evergreen which
normally stood in its pot in the
hall, was decorated with lights and
ornaments. There was plenty of
food, including the ubiquitous

NKS SALT SPRING REALTY LTD.
149 Fultord Gan load,

PL.O. Box 69, Gae

Mandarin oranges. There were
party games, and dancing and
singing, Gus said. “It was a real
western celebration.”

The students also made little gifts
for each other, small gifts, like boxes
or small birds made out of paper.
One student gave Eileen a bright
necklace made out of bits of plastic.

This was not the only sign of
Christmas in China. All the big
hotels in the cities had Christmas
trees in lobbies. There were also
public light displays, such as a
massive candle and sleigh on one
building. Stores had Christmas
trees, too, in pots, with lights.

Some stores even had Santas
standing outside, Eileen said. They
were there to advertise something,
like a biscuit, which they handed out.
Whenever they saw the Witewaalls,
they wished them “Merry Christmas,
Merry Christmas.”

Western culture has
permeated the world,
though they haven't
got the background to
understand |1:

“Many of the students would
say ‘our grandmothers go to
church’ — meaning a Christian
church,” Gus said. “That is much
like our own children.

“Western culture has permeated
the world, even though they haven’t
got the background to understand it.
One thing about Chinese
Christmas, they are not bombarded
quite so heavily by advertising.”

“Here, there is advertising when
you turn on the television and when
you go into stores,” Eileen said.

In China, authorities figure about
one per cent of the population is
Christian, Gus said. In 1949 there
were fewer than one million Chinese
Christians. Today there are any-
where between nine and 30 million.

And, today, Christianity has
become a Chinese religion. It is no
longer a religion belonging to foreign

missionaries. It is no longer con-
trolled by outside forces. China has
its own Christian theological colleges
and its own Christian theologians.

But unlike the rest of the
Christian world, China allows only
two churches: Roman Catholic and
Post-denominational, a sort of
agglomeration of Protestants. In
Nanking, the nearest large city to
Jiangsu, there are some 3,000 peo-
ple in the Protestant congregation,
which requires several services per
day to accommodate them all. At
the Christmas and Easter baptismal
services, they baptize between 100
and 150 people.

It was to this church in Nanking
that the Wttewaalls went for
erners in the region gathered for
services and dinner, sponsored by
the electronics giant, Philips,
which has a factory in Nanking.

Gus said services could vary in
the church, according to different
congregations, though often
Christians of different churches
would attend services together.
The Christmas service was run by
an Anglican priest but was “very
similar to what we had at home.”

There were 100 people — virtu-
ally all the westerners in the region
— for the service. Afterwards there
was a potluck Christmas dinner.
Because the Witewaalls had come
from out of town, they did not have
to bring a cooked dish. Many of
those they met were teachers, some
were business people, and some
were doctors, learning different
aspects of Chinese medicine.

The dinner was held in what
was once an exclusive club but
was now open to all. The food was
fabulous, if varied, in the Salt
Spring potluck tradition. There
was everything from the tradition-
al Canadian Christmas dinner:
regular and sweet potatoes, plum
pudding, even turkey. That had to
come all the way from Hong
Kong, Gus said, because China
did not have turkeys as a rule.

Christmas, the Wttewaalls
found, is very well kept in China,

As the cheer of the holiday season embraces

us, we would like to take a moment to count

our blessings and thank our loyal customers.

May the new year bring you peace and love.

HOLIDAY HOURS

OPEN DEC. 24th & DEC. 31st
Closed Dec. 25-30th for staff holiday
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Linen & Dry Cleaners Ltd.

116 Hereford Ave., Ganges 537-2241
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Christmas endures in POW camp

By VALORIE LENNOX
Driftwood Staff

Outside it was cold, ringed by
barbed wire and watchtowers,

Inside, there was the warmth of
eight bodies, a lightly fed wood
stove and remembered Christmas
carols.

“I’ll be home for Christmas,
you can count on me,” the singers
chorused. “I'll be home for
Christmas ...”

“Like hell you will!” someone
would always yell in response —
and that would end the song.

In their dreams, the young men
enclosed by the barbed wire of
Stalag Luft 3 would be home.

“You always turn to thoughts of
home,” recalled Ivan Mouat, who
spent the Christmases of 1943 and
1944 in the prisoner of war camp.
He was 22 years old when he was
shot down over Belgium on July
11, 1943.

Parachuting from the plane, he
was captured almost immediately
and sent to Stalag Luft 3.

“The thing I remember most
about prison camp are the very dear
friends that you have,” he said.
Bunked eight to a room, they gener-
ally ranged in age from 18 to 22.

Their room contained a table, a
bench, a couple of chairs and four
double-decker bunks. Each bunk
was formed of boards covered with
a paillasse, a large burlap bag filled
with straw to make a mattress.

Cut off from family and friends,
they formed a pseudo-family. And
like all families, they celebrated
Christmas.

They could visit other prisoners,
sing carols together and maybe
attend a play presented by the in-
camp theatre group. There was no
religious service — Mouat notes
there was no padre in the camp.

Gifts from families were a pos-
sibility but unlikely. The prisoners
were able to send and receive mail
but messages and parcels were
often delayed. Mouat estimates a
gift would have to be sent from
Canada in July to reach the camp
in time for Christmas.

So the focus Christmas day was
the “big bash.” In the prison camp,
food was a luxury, so they decided
to celebrate with a huge meal —
more food than they could possi-
bly eat.

Planning began weeks ahead of
time. To set aside food for the
feast, they cut their own rations
for the weeks before Christmas.

Their German captors gave
them pearl barley, brown or black
bread similar to a poor quality rye

BUCKET BRIGADE: Prisoners of war heft a barrel through the
camp. The heavy coats hung on the barbed wire fence to air

Hope your
Christmas
runs
smoothly
in every
way.

We're
always
glad to
be of
service.

GANGES

290 Park Drive

AUTO-MARINE LTD.

537-9221

out were used during the night to supplement bedding.

Give the World.
for Christmas

bread and coffee or tea of dubious
authenticity. Sometimes, there was
kohlrabi, a type of cabbage with
an edible, turnip-shaped stem.

The real wealth in food came
from the Red Cross parcels, which
arrived twice a week.

The eight men sharing the room
received four parcels on Monday
and four on Thursday. There were
three different types of parcels —
one from the Canadian Red Cross,
one from the British and one from
the American Red Cross. Each
had different contents.

“We much preferred the
Canadian parcel,” Mouat recalled.
In a package measuring two feet
by 16 inches by six inches deep,
the Canadian Red Cross included a
can of powdered milk known as
klim, a can of comned beef, a can of
salmon, a can of sardines, a pound
of butter, pilot bread biscuits, real
tea or coffee, a small tin of mar-
malade or jam and a piece of dried
cheese. There was also a pound of
sugar, a package of prunes or
raisins and a slab of milk chocolate
equal to the large bars which sold
in Canada for 15 cents.

The U.S. parcel included D-
rations, cigarettes and chocolate
while the British Red Cross send
dried apples or apricots, condensed
milk, tinned meat and vegetables.

From this collection, the eight
men would devise a menu for

PRISONER B5
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PRISON RECORD:
This card from pris-

il ST RTS8

oner of war camp
Stalag Luft 3 includ-
ed a photograph of
Ivan Mouat, taken
shortly after he was
shot down over
Belgium on July 11,
1943. A notation on
the back of the card
records the 10 days
Mouat spent in the
“cooler” for partici-
pating in digging
an escape tunnel.
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PRISONER:

From Page B4

Christmas day. Outlandish ideas
would be tossed out, like trying to
create a plum pudding with the
prunes and raisins in the Canadian
package.

“We’d decide on some sort of
pie,” Mouat said. The dried apples
in the British Red Cross parcel
were used for the filling and the
pastry was made of ground up
pilot bread biscuits mixed with
klim and butter.

Turkey was out of the question
but the group could have a hearty
stew. Corned beef from the
Canadian packages, canned meat
and vegetables from the British
package and the pearl barley from
the Germans all went into the stew.

“We wanted lots to eat,” Mouat
remarked. Another limiting factor
were the cooking facilities. They
only had the top of a shared stove
and large pots. There was no
access to an oven.

To create their Christmas apple
pie, they warmed the filling in the
pot and cooked the crust on top of
the stove, pouring the filling into
the crust before serving. They also
devised a type of ice cream from
sugar, condensed milk and klim,
setting it outside to freeze.

One year they created a
Christmas cake which included
the raisins and prunes, icing made
from sugar and butter. Mouat still
recalls the top decorated with the
words “Merry Christmas.”

The resulting feast was the
highlight of Christmas Day. “We
were often short of food. But, by
golly, we were going to have lots
of food on Christmas day.”

Invariably, Mouat said, the
men’s shrunken stomachs couldn’t
handle the feast and they’d spend
the rest of the day recovering from
the shock of so much food. The
skimping on their normal rations
to save for the feast only intensi-
fied the problem.

“Your stomach does shrink,” he
reported. However, he pointed out,
the food could only be saved in the
few weeks leading to Christmas.
Before distributing the parcels, the
Germans punctured all the tins so
the food would spoil sooner.

Before distributing
the parcels, the
Germans punctured
the tins so the food
would spoil sooner.

Since a minimum of Grade 12
graduation was required for ser-
vice in the Air Force, many of the
captured air force prisoners were
highly educated and able to impro-
vise with almost nothing.

One of the favourite improvisa-
tions was a brewing tank. Brew
could be made from the raisins
and/or prunes, mixed with sugar and
a little scrounged yeast, and stored
in a sauerkraut barrel to ripen.

“You could smell it a mile
away,” Mouat recalled. Often
some of the brew was flowing
Christmas day, leading to a less-
than-joyous Boxing Day. “You
got terrible hangovers.”

Mouat’s group once tried brew-
ing its own batch. Unfortunately,

three days after the process start-
ed, the senior British officer in the
camp banned booze.

Those in the group conferred
among themselves and agreed that
their commanding officer would
understand that they had to com-
plete and consume their project.
Accordingly, they finished the
batch and held what they planned
as a quiet party — which quickly
turned into a rip-roaring drunk
enlivened by party crashers from
other rooms.

Early the next morning, hung-
over and unhappy, Mouat and
company were hauled before their
group captain. Reminding the
group that homemade hooch was
forbidden, he imposed the worst
possible punishment by breaking
up the group. il

Each was ordered to find a differ-
ent room. It took a move to a differ-
ent section of the camp and some
months of trading rooms before
most of the original group was able
to reassemble, Mouat recalled.

Many of them were still togeth-
er when they were finally released
by advancing Russian troops on
April 27, 1945.

By the next Christmas, Mouat
was back home on Salt Spring
Island.

Although life in Stalag Luft 3
was difficult, Mouat describes
himself as fortunate. He survived
the war and he survived the camp,
which was less onerous than the
imprisonment experienced by
some other troops.

It is unlikely Mouat will ever
forget those Christmases spent in
Stalig Luft 3.
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LOVE MY KITCHEN SHOP

FINE COOKWARE
& ACCESSORIES

537-5882 ?
R

in Ganges Village

Wishing you an
old-fashioned

Christmas filled with
simple pleasures

THEY SAY A PICTURE IS WORTH A THOUSAND WORDS BUT GIVEN THE COST OF THIS
SPACE AND THE FACT THAT MY CAMERA HAS BEEN AT UNIVERSITY THIS PAST YEAR
AND PROBABLY HAS MORE CREDITS THAN | HAVE WHICH IN THE WORLD OF FINANCE IS
NOT A GOOD THING BUT WE HAVE THOSE DEBIT CARDS WHICH MAKE US SMILE AND
REMEMBERING THE PICTURE THAT TONY TOOK OF ME LAST MONTH | DECIDED THAT |
WOULD USE THIS SPACE TO TELL ALL MY CUSTOMERS AND SOMETIMES GOOD FRIENDS
THAT | APPRECIATE THEIR PATRONAGE AND REGULAR VISITS EVEN THOSE PEOPLE
WHO CUT THROUGH ON THEIR WAY TO PLACES BEYOND SOME OF WHOM HAVE REAL-
IZED THAT IF THEY KINDLY LEAVE A CHOCOLATE COOKIE ON THE DESK WE'RE HAPPY
BECAUSE WE NEVER CLOSE FOR LUNCH OR COFFEEBREAKS AND IN FACT SERVE COF-
FEE IN THE STORE WITH A SMILE OR BELLYLAUGH DEPENDING ON WHETHER ITS PETER
OR SHARON WORKING THAT DAY AND NOT TO FORGET THE MANY LOYAL AND TALENT-
ED ARTISTS WHO ADD A CRAFTY DIMENSION WHILE | CALCULATE DIMENSIONS OF
DUVET COVERS AND WALLPAPER COVERAGE AND WE ALWAYS WANT TO REMEMBER
THE POST OFFICE STAFF WHO SMILE CHEERFULLY AS THEY CLOSE THE DOORS AND
THE GRACE POINT TENANTS WHO YET AGAIN DREAM OF A WHITE CHRISTMAS WITH ALL
THOSE BLUE LIGHT BULBS AND | MUSTN'T FORGET MY HUSBAND WHO HAS BEEN
KNOWN TO DRIVE ALL THE WAY HOME FORGETTING TO PICK ME UP AND LETS REMEM-
BER ALL THOSE HARDWORKING CHAMBER FRIENDS WHOM | ADMIRE AND SOME OF
WHOM ADMIRE ME YET WE STILL GET THE JOB DONE AND THOSE EARTHQUAKE PROOF
BUDDIES WHO ARE WAITING FOR JUST A LITTLE ONE SO WE CAN PRACTISE WHAT WE
PREACH BUT MOST OF ALL | WANT TO WISH MY CUSTOMERS AND THEIR FAMILIES A
BLESSED CHRISTMAS AND ALL THE BEST IN THE NEW YEAR!

Sharon Crouse

Grace Point
Square
537-4014
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Santa is Grandpa in Russia

By GRAEME THOMPSON
Driftwood Staff

Christmas comes but once a
year. But not always on the same
day. In Russia, for instance,
Christmas is celebrated January 7.

In Russia — where the October
Revolution has always been cele-
brated November 7 — the Julian
calendar is still being used. The fix-
ing of annual festivals was changed
in the west by Pope Gregory XIII
in 1582 to align major festivals
with the seasons again. The Julian
calendar is 13 days behind the
Gregorian, which puts Christmas in
Russia on January 7.

But until recently, Russians did
not celebrate Christmas at all.
Russia has been a secular state
since the 1917 revolution. It is an
atheist state, a state in which God
plays no part. So Russians turned
the Christmas tree into a New
Year’s tree; Santa Claus became
the New Year’s Grandpa.

“Instead of religious holidays
we have revolutionary holidays,”
Irina Drobysheva said. “The only
real holiday is New Year’s Eve,
when they forget about worries in
the hope that the next year will be
better than the one before.”

Drobysheva came to North
America some three years ago and
has been living with her eight-
year-old son Vassa on Salt Spring

. Island. A translator of German by

profession, she told the Driftwood
last week how Christmas was cel-
ebrated in Russia today.

Families gather together at their
parents homes. They exchange
presents. They eat special dishes.
In this respect, the Christmas cele-
brations are the same in Russia as
in the west.

Every Russian child writes to
New Year's Grandpa, who comes
the night of December 31. They
write nice letters and ask for toys.
New Year’s Grandpa wears a long
red robe and hat, has a long white
beard and carries a heavy sackful
of presents.

At home, people decorate apart-
ments and have their own New
Year’s trees. Children make deco-
rations in the schools and each
class has a New Year’s party and
is visited by New Year Grandpa,
who distributes presents. There is
even a phone-in Grandpa service,
for parents who want a special
visit January 1.

Streets and buildings are deco-
rated with lights. Stores have large
New Year’s trees lit up and are
visited by New Year’s Grandpas,
much like the west’s own depart-

ment store Santas. At theatres in
Moscow, New Year’s Grandpa
turns up to greet children and give
them presents.

Drobysheva remembered her
grandmother always served roast
duck on Christmas day with baked
apples and all sorts of tasty treats.
Turkey was common in Russia at
Christmas as were traditional pirogis
filled with meat, fish or cabbage.

“Cabbage pirogis are very pop-
ular,” she said.

Three years ago, Drobysheva
had a taste of what Christmases in
Russia were like before the revo-
lution. She visited her grand-aunt
in San Francisco, who had left
Russia as a young woman in 1919.

“I went to see people who were
children and grand-children of
people who left Russia then,”
Drobysheva said of the American
Russians she met. “All the tradi-
tions and customs and the ways of
living (in old Russia), they were
keeping there.

Russians turned the
Christmas tree into a
New Year's tree.

“All the houses I saw were real
Russian houses. They had icons in
them — long banished in the
home country.”

There were three or four
Orthodox church-fulls of Russians
in San Francisco, she said. They
all spoke Russian without an
accent, though most had not even
been born in Russia. And they
spoke about Americans as if they
were speaking about foreigners.

In America, Russians celebrate
Christmas like everyone else
under the Gregorian date of
December 25. Her grandmother,
like her grand-aunt, was brought
up with the old traditions. Her
cousins in the new world were too.
Her parents, in Russia, were not.

“My parents were not God-
believers,” Drobysheva said. “Most
children in Russia were not bap-
tized at all for a period of 70 years.”

At school children were taught
atheism. In the young communist
organizations, they were taught
atheism. Even at university, there
were compulsory courses in old
religion and atheism. Those years
of atheism are making it difficult
to switch suddenly to a belief in
Christ. But Russians are doing just
that. They are flocking back to the
Church, which is the renascent
Russian Orthodox Church.
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“Many people have gone back to
church,” Drobysheva said. “They
have hope. They pray for help.

“It happened naturally. People
who came back to the church, they
found they had missed a lot.
Children who were brought up with
the church were brought up with a
sense of justice. They are more sen-
sitive than children without that.”

And the churches are making a
special effort for children. Sunday
schools are open and filling up,
Drobysheva said. Almost every
church has a children’s choir.

There are still some aspects of
the new, old religion which seem
strange to Drobysheva. For one,
priests in the Orthodox Church
hold services in Church Slavonic,
which stopped being spoken some
time in the seventeenth century
and is more closely related to
Bulgarian than modern Russian.

Drobysheva said the Russian
church may be a home for every-
one when the priest speaks an
understandable language, but
“this is not yet the case.” Another
aspect of the old church revival
which is difficult is to understand
the physical aspect of the church:
the rich vestments; the icons; the
altarpieces. These are symbols of
the church which have to be
relearned after 70 years.

This Christmas, on Salt Spring,
Drobysheva and her son, Vassa,
have a Christmas tree. They have
decorated the house where they are
staying and bought presents for
those around them. Drobysheva is
preparing Russian treats.

And, for Drobysheva and her
son, Christmas will come twice
this year. They will celebrate like
everyone else on Salt Spring,
December 25. But Vassa, will be
waiting for New Year’s Grandpa
to visit January 31.

( SALT SPRING DAIRY SERVICEY
537-9623
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Good Wishes Through
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Happy Holidays!

5 Beth, Brian, Bill and Larry

To all we wish

a Christmas
- filled with laughter,
iends and loving family.
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The spirit of the season is
in the air
and the hearts of people
everywhere—

A small child’s eyes,
shining bright.
A Christmas tree,
colouring the night.

Friends and family come
together,
bringing a warmth to the
chilly weather.

May your holidays be
filled with love
and cheer—

Merry Christmas to all
and a Happy New Year!

From all of us at
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Ready for

Christmas

Salt Spring Islanders eight-
year-old Vassa Drobyshev,
left, and his mother, Irina
Drobysheva, are getting
ready for Christmas. In
Russia, where they lived
until three years ago,
Christmas was not a reli-
gious celebration and it
was celebrated two weeks
later, on January 7.

Photo by Graeme Thompson

May your heart be filled with love
during this holiday season.
Best wishes for a joyous new year!

from
Charlie & Joan Buckley

Christmas ban tried

By VALORIE LENNOX
Driftwood Staff

Even the government couldn’t
outlaw Christmas.

In 1644, the puritanical govern-
ment of Oliver Cromwell tried to
ban the celebration by an act of
Parliament — an act which proved
difficult to enforce.

Reminders were necessary. One
proclamation issued from
Westminster on December 24,
1652 — eight years after the initial
ban — tells Englishmen that mar-
kets are to be kept open and that no
one is to molest those shopkeepers
who opened for business.
Obviously, some who disagreed
with the ban took out their ire on
those who worked Christmas Day.

One surviving piece from the

is a 1652 book enti-
tled, Thesis: The Birthday of our
Saviour Jesus Christ, the 25th of
December, ought yearly to be kept
holy by all Christians.

Under the name of “Pastor Fido
(Faithful)” and from a location
which he described as “From the
Valley Exile, in the Land of Nod,
near the Cape of Good Hope,” the
author anonymously defended the
celebration of Christmas.

“My task must be to confute
them that do deny that the twenty-
fifth day of December, the day
whereon our Saviour Christ came
into the world, is to be kept holy,”
he wrote. “Peter, the apostle’s
chief and Christ’s companion, did
prophecy that in the later days
there should come false cheaters:
the word I confess in our transla-
tion is teachers, but we may read
either for they are both one; the
one word doth anagramatize the
other, and both words and deeds

do prove them to be the same in
these days, when cheaters turn
teachers and teachers cheaters,
cheating Christ of his glory.”

The angels celebrated Christ’s
birth at the command of the Lord,
notes Pastor Fido, yet the teacher-
cheaters of his time order that
Christmas should not be celebrat-
ed. To him, this was typical of the
arrogance of the time, which over-
turned traditions in government
and in religion.

For those who might shy away
from Christmas because the “mas”
in the name of the celebration sug-
gested the mass of the Roman
Catholic church, Pastor Fido had a

“The birthday of our Lord, we
call it Christmas or Christ’s
Messe, not from the Popish Masse
said thereupon, but from our
ancient word Messe, which signi-
fies a feast.”

He accurately predicted that the
ban on Christmas would not last:
the restoration of Charles II in
1660 as king of England was
quickly followed by the restora-
tion of Christmas.

According to Pastor Fido,
Englishmen were ready to fight
for their plum pudding and Yule
logs. He wrote:

“Old Fathers thirty nine, lo,
Christmas keep with me,

And hundred thousands more,
of brave young Gallantry,

Most zealous sparks they are,
they’ll keep it every year,

For Christ and for his day,
they’ll spend their blood so dear.

Let’s hear what they can say,
they for themselves shall speak,

Their words they will make way
while others are to seek.”

7

S ending Best Wishes Your Way
We've come a great distance expressly to say,
Merry Christmas to all and to all a great day!

Robert, Ahsa and Terry

COURIER
SERVICES
. 537-9699
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GANGES NO. 120

PHARMASAVE

WISH YOP

Lower Ganges Road, Box 100, Ganges, B.C.
OPEN 9am-6pm Mon.-Sat.
CLOSED Dec. 25, 26 & Jan. 1
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By NOVA CHAMBERLIN
Age 11, first place

The sound of footsteps, crunch-
ing through the snow, and the
smell of roasting chestnuts filled
the air. Hundreds of people were
all bustling through the streets. If
you looked closely, you might
have seen a girl, about 12, wearing
tattered, ragged clothes, and carry-
ing a woven basket. A shy expres-
sion was on her cool smudged
face. Her name was Becky.

She would not go home to a
warm fire, Christmas cookies and
hot chocolate, as all the other peo-
ple would. Becky had no real
home. She would find only dirty
dishes and grates to be cleaned.
Becky was a scullery maid.
Though she was maid to one of
the richest families in the village,
she had only a small attic room.
After a hard days work, weary and
exhausted, she had barely enough
strength to climb up the long stair
to her room.

She woke the next morning to
the cold grey light sleeping
through the small window. She
looked out. A thick grey fog
loomed over the houses and in the
street. She shivered and pulled her
ragged shirt more tightly around
her. It was time to start work. She
pinned a thin wool shawl around
her shoulders, and went

downstairs. L

“Beckyl
Becky!” Mrs.
Warnfard
called. “Clean
my daugh-
fer’s ro0m e
at once! 34
Where W%
have you
been?”

B
SOrry
Ma’m,”
Becky
said. “I
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must have slept in. I start my
duties at once.” She hurried up
two flights of stairs to the room.
“Begging your pardon, Miss
Alice,” Becky said, shyly, drop-
ping a timid curtsy. “The nnstress
says I’m to clean your room.”

“Alright Becky, I’ll move my
dolls to my bed so you can dust
the table,” Alice said kindly.
Becky couldn’t believe her ears,
kind words, from someone so
grand and splendid. She finished,
and bobbed a shy curtsy.

“I’ll be going now Miss Alice,”
she said, and left.

Days passed, and soon it was
Christmas Eve. Becky was lonely,
and had no Christmas tree, no
gaily wrapped packages. There
was sitting on her bed, when there
was a tapping on the door. Alice
came in. “Would you like to come
to my room and have cookies and
cocoa?” she asked.

“Oh no, Miss Alice!” Becky
gasped. “The master and mistress
would never allow it!” “Mother
and father have gone out, and
won’t be back until late,” Alice
assured her. “Come on, I'm lone-
ly, just sitting in my room, all
alone.”

And before Becky could
protest, she was swept away,
through the carpeted halls, past
the rich tapestries, until

room. There they sat in
comfortable chairs

“®@\ by a cracking fire,

sipping hot cocoa,
and nibbling
Christmas cookies.
And so it turned out
to be a happy
Christmas
i for Becky
‘ a n d
£ =€ Alice ”
sharing it
with a
friend.
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We're thinking
of all our loyal
customers and

wishing them a

beautiful holiday
season and every
happiness

during the

coming year.

We look forward

7 to serving you in

the future.
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they came to Alice’s

One of the real joys of the holrday season is the opportunity to say "Thank You" to aII of
our customers. As in the past our customer's have made it possible for Windsor Plywood
to support many community organizations and events during the yaar

v
wonderful Holiday Jeasorn with
lappiness and prosperity
throughout the
corming, years
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STORE
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and Jan 01
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Mon. Jan. 2nd

RAINBOW ROAD * GANGES

Windsor Plywood
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Mon-Sat: 8:00-5:30
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By MELANIE CALLAS
Age 9, second place

Once there was an Old
Woman who lived in an old
house. The Old Woman was
very happy in the old cozy
house, except she was a little
lonely. One day when she went
to sit in her old creaky rocking
chair by the fireplace, with her
soft and cuddly tabby cat, she
noticed that it was SNOWING
OUTSIDE!

Oh my goodness the old
woman shrieked. The Old
Woman rushed over to her cal-
endar and then she said, OH NO!
I forgot that it’s December the
19th! The Old Woman got her
coat and hurried out the door.
When she got to her car the Old
Woman hopped in and drove
away.

When the Old Woman got to
the store where some people
were selling Christmas trees, she
got out of her car and raced over
to a man that was selling the
trees. She asked if they had any
Christmas trees that were 10 feet
tall. The man said yes and led
the Old Woman over to the sec-
tion of the 10-foot tall trees. The
Old Woman looked at all the
trees very carefully. Then the
Old Woman finally found the
perfect tree and went over to the
young man and paid.

When the tree was loaded up
in her car, the Old Woman drove

over to the
Christmas Shop
and went in.
She looked
around and then
something
caught the Old
Woman’s eye.
It was a red and
o W] S
Christmas stock-
ing. The Old
Woman rushed
over to it and
examined the
stocking care-
fully. The
stocking
looked unusual
in some way,
but the Old
Woman
bought the
Christmas
stocking anyway.
When the Old Woman got
home she hung the stocking up
by the fireplace. The stocking
looked neat hung up by the fire-

" place. After
0 the  Old
[/ Woman ate a
/ dinner of
chicken;,
mashed pota-
toes with gravy
and squash, she
sat down by the
fireplace and took
a nap. When the Old
Woman woke up it
was 1:00 in the
morning so she
went to bed. The
next time she
woke up it was
6:30 a.m. so
the Old
Woman got up
and put the
coffee on.
When she
finished eating,
the Old Woman
turned on some Christmas music
and sat down. A few minutes
later she heard an unusual sound
in the living room, so the Old

Woman went into the living
room to see what it was. But
when the Old Woman got to
where she heard the sound, she
couldn’t believe where the sound
had come from. It came from the
Old Woman’s new STOCKING!
The Old Woman screamed
AHHHHH!

When she settled down, the
Old Woman asked the stocking
some questions like, What’s
your name? Where did you come
from? Does anybody know you
can talk? Do you have a family?
and many more.

The Old Woman and the
stocking had a wonderful time
together. When Christmas finally
came, the Old Woman and her
new friend, the stocking, opened
presents together. They had a
WONDERFUL time and the Old
Woman was not lonely anymore!

Christmas essay
winners can pick up
their prizes at
Driftwood’s office -
328 Lower Ganges Rd.

(please note we will be
closed Dec. 23 & 26)
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strike up some cheer!

Here's hoping that your Christmas season is
right up your alley!

Thank you for bowling us over with
your kind patronage.

£ {2 Wk
By KIRBY GARSIDE
Age 5, first place

(Once upon a time) there was a little boy named Colin who was lonely
in the jungle. He never found any animals he just walked and walked and
walked. It was getting close to Christmas. Colin decided never to walk
again so he fell asleep for a long time and nothing happened.

In another part of the jungle, Jason the Giraffe was lost. Jason wished
for a friend. And then the next day, Jason found a zebra, a monkey, a
lion, a elephant, and a parrot named Kirby who wanted a perch to stand
on for Christmas. They were celebrating Christmas. They had a cake
with leaves and grass on it and hot drinks in a turtle shell.

The next day Santa Polar Bear was coming to the jungle. The animals
asked the Giraffe to be their Christmas tree so that Santa could find them.
Jason said “yes” so the animals decorated him with berries and bananas.
The next morning Colin wakes up and sees the Giraffe dressed like a
Christmas tree. Colin finds the animals and Santa Polar Bear. Colin was
happy, happy, happy. They all played hide-and-seek and thought
Christmas was special.

And a Merry Christmas to all of you.

S

All participants in the

1995 NEW YEARS DAY POLAR BEAR SWIM
at Vesuvius Bay are invited to enjoy a

- DN FREE cup of hot chocolate and game of :

_ bowling during the month of January, 1995 & :

{reservations recommended)
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RECREATION:

154 Kings Lane (behi

OPEN EVERYDAY
EXCEPT

“ew Yea' CHRISTMAS

Legion) 537-2054

Please Note! The Driftwood Office will be closed
on Friday Dec. 23 and Monday Dec. 26

) CHRISTMAS
and a

HAPPY

to all my
friends on
Salt Spring
Island

MRS. AUDREY ].
BUITENWERF

AZENBOOM s

and family

AND ENJOY A
GLORIOUS

* As we approach the beginning of another year,
Our thoughts turn thankfully to those
whose courtesy, good will and loyalty have
helped make our progress possible.

LEE THE PLUMBER
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By ROSE ATKINS
Age 12, second place

Once upon a Christmastime, up
at the north pole, there lived a tiny
weeny elf. The other elves, being
all of three feet tall, towered above
him. But this little elf, whose name
was Jeremy, commonly known as
Little J, was only three inches tall.

You might think that Little J
would have been teased. But
because of his small size he was a
great help to the elves when they
were making tiny toys, with tiny
parts that needed delicate work-
manship.

One day, three days before
Christmas, the elves were packing
Santa’s sleigh high with presents,
and the reindeer were polishing up
their flying skills. Little J, too
small to help, was watching. He
started to elf dream about going
with Santa on his trip delivering
presents. That was something that
no elf had ever done before, and
Little J decided that he would be
the first. He began to plan.

“First,” he thought, “I will
sneak into one of Santa’s sacks
and then hide until he opens it and
finds me. Then I will help him
deliver the presents.”

Little J was so excited that
he almost didn’t hear Comet
walk up behind him.

“Hi!” Little J yelled up to
Comet, who hadn’t noticed ¢
him smmg, almost hidden,

under a tiny pine tree. “Oh hi
there Little J. How are /j
you these days?”

asked the big rein-
deer, looking down
at the tiny elf in his
little red suit.

“Fine, how about you?” Little J
asked, trying to climb up the small
tree to get up to the reindeer’s
height. Comet lifted Little J with
his nose onto a branch, then lay
down in the snow to talk. Comet
and Little J were good friends and
told each other i
told Comet about his plan and
Comet gave him an idea.

“Why not hide behind one of
my bells, then at one of the stops
you can run back to Donner. From
there, run to Santa’s sleigh.”

“Comet, you’re a genius!” Little J
shrieked with joy, jumping up and
down and almost falling off the tree.

The next day was Christmas
Eve. The elves had finished load-
ing up the sleigh, and Santa was
making himself snacks for the
ride. Little J, with the help of
Comet and Donner (who was also
in on the little elf’s scheme), was
practicing running from reindeer
to reindeer. It was not easy. First
he had to run along Comet’s back,
then onto Donner’s nose and
along his back, then along the
toughest part . . . walking along
the thin leather of Donner’s har-
ness and into the sleigh. Little J
did it over and over until he could
do it as quick as a wink.

Syl . .

/ ishing vou and
yours a beautiful
holiday season.

DON IRWIN
COLLISION LTD.
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Little J

Little §'s Chiistmas

Finally the time came. The elves
helped the reindeer put their har-
nesses on, not even suspecting that
there was a stowaway on Comet’s
collar. Santa kissed his wife good-
bye and got into his sleigh. Little J
held on for dear life as the reindeer
ran along the snow and flew up
into the air. He sat behind one of
Comet’s bells and waited. Thump,
thump, thump, the sleigh landed
on the roof. This was the time.
Little J was so nervous that he
almost forgot what he had to do.

Then Comet said “Go!”, and
Little J ran along his back and
onto Donner’s nose. “Phew,” he
said, and sat on one of Donner’s
antlers as they took off again. For
the first time Little J looked down.
“Wow,” he exclaimed. This was
the most beautiful thing he had
ever seen. It was not too dark to
see, and the world was covered
with snow. The houses were just
little white lumps with colourful
Christmas lights
around them.

Then thump,
thump, thump, the
w/¥<7, sleigh landed again.
'.24 Santa leapt out and

» was down the chim-
ney in a flash. It was
now time for the most
daugerous part of

neck, along his back,
" and onto the strap
thal was attached to the sleigh.
Then he made a mad dash along it
and clambered up onto the sleigh.

“I made it!” he said to anyone who
was listening. “T can’t believe it. I
made it!” Little ] was doing a victory
dance, when poof, Santa popped out
of the chimney. He hopped into the
sleigh and started up the team.

“Hello?” said Little J uncertain-
ly. Santa looked around and . . . not
seeing anyone, hit his ear with his
gloved hand and shook his head.

“Uh, down there!” Little J said,
waving his arms from his perch on
the front of the sleight.

Santa looked down in surprise,
“Little 7

“Uh, yeah,” Little J said.

“What on earth are you doing
here?” Santa asked, amazed. “I
thought I checked the sleigh
before I left.”

“Well,” answered Little J, “I hid
on Comet’s collar and then ran
along his back. Donner put his
nose down and I hopped on.”

“Wait a minute,” Santa inter-
rupted. “Were Donner and Comet
in on your plan too?”

“Um, yeah,” said Little J, not
wanting to get his friends in trouble,
but not being able to lie to Santa.

“It’s amazing you didn’t fall,”
Santa said in awe of the tiny, brave elf.

“I practiced a lot,” Little J
admitted, “because I really wanted
to come with you.”

“You are a smart little elf,”
Santa said admiringly, “And I was
thinking of getting a partner.
Someone of your size could help
me when the doors are locked and
the chimneys are too small for me
to go down. It seems a shame to
have to use my Christmas magic
on little things like that.”

“Holy Crow!” Little J shouted,
“Wow and double wow!” He was
ecstatic. It was like Santa had read
his mind!

Santa laughed, “Well, you may
as well start tonight; we’ll do this
house first.”

Down, down they flew and
thump, thump, thump, they landed
on the roof. “All right, hop onto
my shoulder,” Santa told Little J,
“And we’ll go in.” There was no
chimney on this house, so Santa
flew to the door. He tried to pen it,
but it was locked.

“0.K.,” he said, “Get going.”

He magically flew little J down
to the doormat. Little J wriggled
underneath the door and stood up.
He looked around him. Everything
was HUGE!

“I’m waiting,” Santa called.

Then Little J realized that he
had no way to reach the doorknob.
Up at the north pole, there was
always a special string for him to
pull that would open the door.

“Santa,” he called, “I can’t
reach the doorknob!” A sprinkle
of Santa’s magic sparkling dust
danced under the door and pow-
dered Little J.

“Now think about flying,” Santa
called out to him. Little J thought
about flying up to the doorknob and
was surprised to find himself actual-

“You mean I can come with you
again next year?” asked the happy
little elf.

“Why of course you can Little J.
I don’t know why I didn’t think of
it before!”

And that’s how Little J became
the first real Christmas elf.

appointment. “Well,” Santa

reminded him, “There’s always
next year, and the year after, and
the year after that!”

Our sincere appreciation
for your support during 1994.
We wish you a happy and healthy
New Year.

ly flying. “Neato!” he exclaimed.
He flew up to the doorknob. He was
even more surprised to find that he
could easily turn it. He unlatched the
lock and opened the door.

“Thanks,” said Santa, entering the
room. “Ah, let’s see now, who lives
here?” He looked at his list. “Fred
and Jessica Brown,” he read. Santa
placed the presents under the tree,
filled up the stockings and called to
Little J, “Lock the door after me,
and I’ll meet you at the sleigh!

“All right!” Little J said, happi-
ly. He still could not really believe
that he was Santa’s helper on the
sleigh ride. Little J locked the door
and flew under it.

“Woah,” he thought to himself,
“That was fast!”

For the rest of the night, the
more doors Little J opened, the
quicker he got. By the end of the
night, he was as quick as a flash,
just like Santa.

At last Santa said, “This is the
last one.” Little J groaned in dis-

... Not A Creature
Was Stirring ...

We'd like to stir things up a bit by
wishing you and your family a
Joyous and exciting Holiday Season!'

Merry Christmas
from Harlan & staff

%,
:@Chocolate Treats

’Next to Pharmasave |

GULF ISLANDS
HOSPITAL

and the Winners are...
SANTA IS PROUD TO ANNOUNCE THE WINNERS OF MOUAT’S DRAW

3rd prize
TOM DAVID

2nd prize
K. RENNHACK

i 1st prize
" |PAULINE FARMER

MOUAT’S [ijHome
MON.-SAT. 8:30-5:30 537-5551



CHRISTMAS MAGIC: A shaft of sunlight illuminates a
Christmas tree and six-year-old Erin Beddoes, who careful-
ly examines the handmade ornaments on the branches.

Photo by Valore Lennox

Chistmas dreamn

By NICHOLAS WATKINS
Age 7, second place

When I was sleeping on Christmas Eve, [ dreamed that baby Jesus was
lying in a crib with the stars watching over him and the lambs licking his
cheek.

I woke up that very minute and thought how nice that Santa Claus
would like my dream,

I think in my dream God was watching over me and Saint Nick 100.
The End

friends and clients for a joyful
‘holiday season.

Back L-R Tarr{. Shelagh, Susan, Betti
Front L-R Lynn, Joyce

e _-.;:Q-.;._-_-_.;:; Ao A e S S,
TOLL-FREE TRAVEL LINE 1-800-668-0864
9 5th Street and Beacon Avenue
ggg"______'gﬂ_ Sidney, B.C. Mon.-Fri. 8:30-5 Sat. 10-2
|~ TRAVEL PERSONAL CARE WORLDWIDE

Kris Kﬁpgl_e and we ;_h youa MERRY
o ¢ CHRISTMAS

(et cetera!l) .
dawn, kirsten, kris, elizabeth, susan, carolyn, gary, opal, tara

Please Note: The Driftwood office will be closed
Friday, Dec. 23 and Monday, Dec. 26

Breakthrough

Price!

The Motorola

flip-phone now $99

when you sign up for Explorer.

For $49.95 a month Explorer also gives you:

* Unlimited local calling for the first 50 days and 50 nights.

* 50 minutes of weekday business airtime. * Unlimited local
calling every weekend. * $60 activation fee waived.

* Includes 36 months of detailed billing.

Cowickan|

SOUND & CELLULAR
41 TRUNK RD., DUNCAN
748-4847 .

Motorola DPC 550/555 flip-phone available while quantities last. Some restrictions apply. Call us for demils. Offer ends December 31/94.

BCTEL

Mobility Centre
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By PATRICK McCULLY
Age 12, first place winner

It was very busy at the North Pole
and at the Santa Resort, there had
just been a large snowfall and
Santa’s sleigh was stuck in the
snow. Santa, the elves and all the
reindeer were pushing and pulling
the sleigh, but it just wouldn’t move.

Suddenly, after much heaving
and more pushing, the sleigh bolt-
ed forward, the result being that
the elves made a faceplant in the
snow and Santa lay upside down
with a dazed look in his eyes.

All the elves gathered around
Santa and one of them bent down
and poked Santa and said, “You
okay there big guy?”

“Duoi” spluttered Santa.

“He must have hit his head,”
said another elf. “We’d better
pick him up and take him
inside.” The elves bent down
and lifted Santa saying as they
struggled to hoist him off the
ground, “Boy, he’d better cut
down on some of that
eggnog.”

They bring Santa into his liv-
ing room and sit him down in
his big, red reclining chair.

“He should be okay
there for now” they
agreed, and then they
went back to the toy
shop to work.

Santa’s eyes slowly
open, he looks around
the room and feels misplaced, so
he stands up and takes a walk
around. He walks over to the door,
kneels down and looks through
the keyhole and he sees a bunch of
little men wearing green pointed
hats with bells and curly tipped
shoes. He is slightly frightened by
them and then he walks over to a
large front window, lifts the latch
and wonders if he should jump out
or not.

It’s only about three feet down
so he takes a giant step off the
window ledge and lands flat on his
butt. He stands up, brushes him-
self off and begins to walk
towards what looks like a small
town. He finally reaches the out-
skirts of a town where he sees a
large, silvery thing with wings. He
doesn’t remember seeing anything
like this before, so he strolls over
to it and takes a good, hard look at
it, walks around the back of it,
where he sees a conveyor belt
with suitcases going into the belly
of this thing,

All Signs
Point To

A Great
Season!

Merry Christmas to
our many good
friends and many
thanks for your

cherished patronage.

From the
friendly staff ot
Patterson’s Store:
Bob, Frank, Chris,
Charlotte, Tamie,
Graham, Noah,
Jessie, Segovia

& Bruce.

e Clicstmas Sanla
almaosl

This looks like this might be
fun, he thinks to himself and
climbs inside with the luggage.
All of a sudden, the cargo doors
close, the engines start up and the
plane starts to taxi down the run-
way for take-off. He sits in the
luggage compartment for what
seems like hours and finally dozes
off to sleep.

He is awakened by the sudden
screech of the tires hitting the run-

way. When the plane comes to a
complete stop and the luggage
compartment doors opens, he
makes a break for it and wanders
into a very poor part of a large city.
By this time, he is lost, cold, hun-
gry and confused. Looking around,
he notices a long line-up of people
in front of a dirty, rundown build-
ing, so he follows the line-up of
people into the building, where at
last he is handed a bowl of soup
and a sandwich and is asked,
“What are you doing all dressed up
like Santa Claus, working for the
Salvation Army or the Bay?”

He takes his bowl of soup and
his sandwich, sits down at one of
the long tables that isn’t too
crowded and eats hungrily.

“What's your name man,” a
voice says to him.

Santa looks around at a rather
tall, thin man, with a half bald
head and a scraggly beard. His
clothes are ragged and dirty and
he looks lonely and kind of said.
“My name’s Eddy,” the man says.

Ld

For Your gl

“You’re lucky you have a job,
even it will be over in a few days.”

“What do you mean?” asks
Santa.

“Well you're the Santa Claus
down at the Sears store, aren’t ya,
but what’s your real name?”

Santa suddenly realizes his
name is Kristopher Kringle, and
his home is at the North Pole and
it will soon be Christmas Eve!

How did he get here? He must
get home soon, get to a
telephone, call Mrs.
Claus and ask her to
send the sleigh and
Rudolph to come as
soon as possible and

take him home.
Santa knows there is
not enough time to figure
out how he got there or
what is going on, but he does
recognize the poor people around
him as some of the children he
once brought toys to long
ago. Why is it they are
now without homes and
love of their families?
Santa will ponder this
problem during his trip

back to the North Pole.

Santa arrives back home to a
crowd of cheering elves and
helpers, who are so relieved to see
him and want him to explain what
happened and where he had been.

Santa says, “No time to explain,
we have lots of work to do and we
are running late.” During Santa’s
trip home he realized that there had
to be a reason why he found him-
self among those lonely and lost
people back in the city. He began
to understand what they needed
more than anything. With that he
cheered, his eyes lit up and cheeks
began to shine, he smiled a broad
smile and everyone began to sing
the songs of joy at Christmas.

That Christmas Eve he made a
special visit to the homeless shel-
ters around the world.

As Eddy and his friends awoke
on Christmas Morning, it wasn’t
just another day as they had expect-
ed. There was something very dif-
ferent about this day and about
each other. They all smiled and

Gi"’":”cg Needs!
/—

Gift Baskets and Custom Orders
in a Full Range of Prices...

110 Lower Ganges Rd.
Salt Spring Island
537-1216

Mon. - Sat. 7 a.m. - 10 p.m.
Sun. 9 a.m. - 9 p.m.

began to ask each other if they felt
different and all agreed that some-
thing very strange had happened.

First that strange old man in the
Santa suit had vanished during the
night. They all agreed that they’d
had the best sleep and most pleas-
ant dreams they had since they
were children and now they feel
that they have just got to do some-
thing. One by one they looked
across the street to the abandoned
building and started to get ideas
about making that old building
into their home.

One said, “I'll go and talk to the

*Noel:

Good health, good ¥:

friends...all the best

to you and the ones
you love.

JULIETTE’S

Juliette & Rick

City Council.”

Another one said, “I'll go and
ask the Mayor if the city will let us
renovate the old building so we
can live in it.”

Soon everyone at the shelter
discovered that they woke up with
feelings of hope, confidence and a
renewed spirit of faith in that
together all things are possible.

And that’s what we should all
feel at Christmas and every day of
the year.

VOLQUARDSEN
537-5188

Cantel Means Business!

i 8

Flip Phone! | fi

and get:

Bonus

* Activation fee waived

Ph. 380-1011

Sign up on the Cantel Business
Package for $49.95 per month

¢ 50 minutes local weekday calling
* Unlimited local weekend calling
¢ 12 months Mobile Message® and

Detailed Billing (3130 value)

* First month of unlimited local calling

Keep in touch

Call Cheryl Blair
537-1830

Cellular: (604) 881-4374

‘TEL Canada’s Communications Store™

Fax 380-1090
2524 Douglas St.
Victoria, B.C. V8T 4M1

* Phone price of $99 anly applicable on 3 year term Business Plan al $49.95 per month. Early
cancellation fees apply. This offer is available o new customers. 0.A C. Long distance charges
and taxes are nol included. Olfer expires December 31, 1994, Annual access fees are exlra
Available at participating dealers. Dealers may sell lor less

-,
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SInn ¥ Paul

By BRYAN HUNSBERGER
Age 8, second place

One Christmas Eve when the
snow fell down constantly the trees
whistled in the air and there was a
nice fire going in the fireplace and
Paul and Ann were having a nice
Christmas Eve feast with their Mom
and Dad. The Christmas tree was
nicely decorated with some presents
under it. The house was nicely deco-
rated too with some pretty bells and
some snowflakes all over the place.

Paul and Ann were so excited
about Christmas morning. They
were so busy talking about the pre-
sents they wanted. Paul wanted 10
things for Christmas. Ann wanted 11
things for Christmas. By that time it
was Paul’s and Ann’s bed time.

Yes, today was Christmas Day.
Paul got 8 from Santa, 1 from his
Mom and Dad, 1 from Ann. Ann
got 8 from Santa, 1 from her Mom
and Dad and 2 from Paul.

They were both very, very happy
with what they got because they
got exactly what they wanted. That
kept them busy for a long time.

Merry Christmas Ann and Paul.

Dear Santa:

I’m sorry about how greedy we
were only thinking about our-
selves wanting so much. I know it
is not the real spirit and I know the
real spirit. I’'m sorry.

Love, Paul & Ann

The End.
td/"é . é . ?
Choistmas
By ADDI PERKINS
Age 7, first place

Me-and-Santa fix his sled Dec.
24, I'm feeling happy and excited.
It’s 8:30. I'm in my bed. I'm

_thinking of Christmas, Suddenly a

bump. I put on my dressing gown
and hurried downstairs. I put on
my shoes and went outside,

Helping Santa

I saw Santa. I said “Santa, what
brings you here in my front yard?”

“My sled’s broken,” he said
gloomily.

“Can I help?” I said curiously.

“You have a workshop, don’t
you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Want to go use
some tools?”

“Sure,” said Santa. | said “Ill go
get the key. By the way you still
need to get some clothes on.”

So I did that. We went down to
the workshop.

Dawn

I opened the door. I got an elec-
tric screwdriver out. Santa held
the runner on as I screwed it on. It
was dawn when Santa left.

The End

Not so sure about Santa
Justice Cook-Hickman isn‘t completely sure about the guy in the
funny suit as he is offered a bag of candy during Santa’s visit to
Ganges recently aboard the Bellingham Jaycees' Christmas Ship.
Justice's aunt, Sheralin Cook, gives her nephew some reassur-
ance that everything is okay.

Photo by Tony Richards

GLORIA OLSON

Chartered Accountant

539-5152

Site 19, Comp 8, RR1
Galiano Island, B.C,, VON 1P0O

%
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May the caring spirit of Christmas warm your heart
and bring a smile to your face this holiday season.

R R B AR A E T BB B RN NREBIENER

BULLDOZING & EXC. LTD. SAVINGS
=X the Heég&e% A 124 McPhillips Ave. Credit Union 537-5587 / Insurance 537-4542

It’s that time again.....

time to start thinking about the next edition of the Lions Club
Salt Spring Island Directory...

Personal Listings:

To add your new listing or change your current one.... simply complete
and return the prepaid, pre-addressed business reply card at the back
of the current directory.

Societies, Groups, Clubs, etc:
a) If you are in the current Directory, do nothing - you will be called
for an update;

b) If you are not in the current Directory but wish to be listed in the
"Societies” pages, please call us at 537-2000.

Business Listings:

a) If you're a current advertiser and your address has changed....
please call us at 537-2000 or complete and return the prepaid
pre-addressed business reply card at the back of the current directory
ASAP.

b) If you are a new advertiser, call us at 537-2000 before
Christmas...tell our answering machine you would like an "Advertiser
info package”, and give it your name, address and phone number.
You will receive your package early in January. :

Lions Publications ¢ 537-2000
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Fhe New Sarlall’l!/

By JOCELYN LANGDON,
SHEILA BALL and
SUSAN MAILEY

Age 9, first place

It was three weeks
before Christmas and all
through the house not a
creature was stirring not
€ven a mouse.

“Angela! That darn
Rudolph has my slippers
again.”

“It’s all right dear,” said
Mrs. Claus, “T'll go get them,
you just sit and relax.” Mrs.
Claus went out to get them
then she said “RUDOLPH
GET A GRIP ON YOUR-
SELF AND GIVE ME

“There you are dear,”
said Mrs. Claus.

“Oh they have reindeer
drool all over them again,”
said Santa, “And they are

wash them,” said Santa.
“Honey, how in the world
do you work this thing,”
said Santa. “It’s spitting
water at me again.”

Two weeks later Santa
woke up not feeling very
well. “Angelal!!! I don’t
feel very good!!” cried
Santa.

“Just a minute,” said
Mrs. Claus. “Just let me
get the thermometer. Your
temperature is normal
dear, oh no that means
you’ve got the case of
being too old.”

“I can’t be too old,”
argued Santa. “I have to
deliver presents in one week.”

“No you won’t” said Mrs. Claus, “Until you’re bet-
ter, you’re not getting out of bed” said Mrs. Claus,
“Which won’t be for two weeks or so.”

“OH NO!!!!” said Santa. “Who will deliver the pre-
sents?” said worried Santa.

“I will,” said Mrs. Claus.

“You?” said Santa.

“No a dormouse, of course me,” said Mrs. Claus.

“Oh no no no”, said Santa.

“Well then who?” said Mrs. Claus.

“Well” said Santa “We could put an advertisement
in the Daily Newspaper.”

Two days later a Indian man came to Santa’s door.
“Hello” he said. “I came to apply for the Santa job,”
he said in an accent Santa could hardly understand.

Santa looked at the man and said, “Can you fly
reindeer?”

“Well, no,” said the man.

Santa looked sorry and turned down the man’s
offer. The next day an old man came hobbling to the
door. Santa spoke to the old man and told him that if
he wasn’t able to hook-up the reindeer to his sled he
didn’t get the job. The old fellow looked down, shuf-

fled his old feet and shrugged his shoulders showing
Santa that he wasn’t capable of doing such a chore.
Santa was getting worried, time was running out
quickly.

The next person who came to Santa’s door was a
middle aged lady named BECKY. She looked strong
and had experience with horses. She spoke about the
sadness of poor children who might wake up to an
empty Christmas tree if Santa didn’t make up his
mind in a hurry. Santa invited her in for hot tea and
she gave him the story of her life. He could see that
she truly cared about the spirit of Christmas and
would make a really cool new Santa. She couldn’t
wait to see the smiles of happy children all over the
world. Santa gave her a big hug and handed her the
reins to the sleigh

She climbed aboard with great bags of toys and
shouted as she flew off: “No worries my man, be cool
and I'll get this job done.”

Santa looked up and listened to the new rap song
that goes like this, “Hey Hey the new Santa is on her
way and she is gonna stay till Christmas Day Hey
Hey.”

The End

Breetings

£
4
£
£
23

Sreason’s

Dear Friends:

Another year has past and we at Hanna Air Saltspring
thank you for your patronage and support over past years.
As Christmas is just around the corner and we approach a
new year, filled with new challenges, let us think for a
moment about the poor and under privileged around the
globe who are suffering. g
May we all continue to offer what help and support we can ;
to those in need, and in so doing experience the lasting g
feeling of Christmas.

May 1995 be a healthy and prosperous year for all of you g
and your family and friends. g
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year from all of us:

Regards,
Randy, Brenda, Gene, & Staff
Hanna Air Saltspring

* Art Sets and | ®* Nature
Supplies Books

* Christmas | * Gardening
Chocolates Books

* Best Sellers
* 1995 Calendars

e CD’s and
Cassettes

#2 Gabolme Alley

(behind Petro Can)

Tel: 5372812 Fax: 537.1906
A =

OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

N ana s |ADESFASHONS

Last

SBndlng

warmhearted wishes
your way for a
peaceful holiday.

(%/’/'!f (%Maga!

The Patterson
Family

Bob, Nancy
& Bruce

minute 6HH|STMAS SA\"NGS of

20% " 50% OFF

on all Holiday wear, sweaters, blouses,
cardigans, dresses & co-ordinated sportwear,
both regular and petite sizes.

7BEE ¢|FT WRAPPING

for any purchase of Frenchmaid Sleepwear &
Velour Robes & Gowns as well as great stocking
stuffers like our Isotoner Slippers, Silks Hosiery
and Jewellery to choose from!

2506 Beacon Ave., Sidney - 3 minutes from ferry - Open 9:30-5:30

Attention Husbands:

would like to thank you for
your patronage and wish
you the happiest of

Christmases

Best Wishes from

HOLIDAY HOURS

Dec. 24 » 9:30 - 5:00
CLOSED DEC. 25, 26 & 27
JAN.1,2&3

Spole Folk

104 McPhillips Ave., 5 3 7_46 6 4

-{ in the Trading Company Bidg.
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Hello there, Santa
Timothy Ritenour checks
out Santa Claus at the
Ganges Activity Centre ear-
lier this month when Santa
came to town aboard the
Christmas Ship. The ship’s
annual visit is hosted on
Salt Spring by the volun-
teer firemen.

Photo by Tory Richards

e Funniest Chicstmas ever

By JESSICA KUZMICH
Age 8, first place

Once upon a time there was a
little girl. Her name is Jada, and
she loves snow. She was sick in
bed and all of her friends were
outside playing out in the snow.
She was lying in bed. She was
looking out her window at her
friends. She was feeling lonely.
She went to sleep.

Then the next morning she was
feeling better. She got to play with
all of her friends. She built a snow-
man in her back yard. The next
morning she woke up and it was
almost all gone. It had melted. She

“._got a-big mixing bowl and she put
all the rest under the deck. The sun

L] [ ] L]
‘came~out-from under the clouds W@ WMW W &, Betty, Rita, Emma & Marg o
and she said, “Aw...” She said to G.‘ ‘Q‘bj
the snow “I will be right back.” By BRETTNEY SAVIN (70 = v

She went into her house and she
got a big tarp, went back outside
and put the tarp on the deck, so the
sun would not get the snow in the
mixing bowl. By then she had to
go in for lunch. After she ate she
went back out to play. She came
out a little too late and the snow in
the bowl had already melted. She
picked up the bowl of water and
put it in her freezer. She went
back out to play with her dog, and
they had a snowball fight, then she
went back in for dinner.

The next morning she woke up
and did not remember that it was
Christmas Eve. She got out of bed,
got on one of her favourite dresses
and she went and woke her mom
up. Her mom got up and made a
big breakfast that Jada ate: a peach
pancake, a blueberry pancake and
canned peaches on the side, cot-
tage cheese.

After breakfast she went to play
in her room. She played the
teacher and said to her stuffed ani-
mals “The lesson for today is how
fingernails grow. They come out
of your fingers, I think.” She went
to eat her lunch. She ate all of it

Age 6, second place

and then went back to playing the
same game. She played until it
was time to go to bed.

She went to sleep and when
she woke up in the morning she
shouted yea! She woke the whole
house up. Everybody came run-
ning downstairs to open their
presents. Santa gave Jada a fig-
ure-skating Barbie. She loved it.
Her mother got a new sweater
and a scarf. She loved her pre-
sents too. Her Dad got a pair of
gray woolly socks and he loved
his presents. They ate breakfast.

They had a good Christmas and

they were all happy.

One moming when four kids woke up it was Christmas morning. They
looked out the window and what they saw outside was the very, very
special thing they put on their Christmas list; a wishing star.

On Christmas night they went out to wish on their wishing star. They
wished that the star would stay there forever.

The next mormning when they woke up, they looked out the window
and the star was gone. It was a cloudy day. They could sort of see a point
in the sky they hoped was their wishing star.

That night they went outside and wished that the star would come
back. The next morning they woke up and could see the wishing star
again. They were so happy that their wish came true.

That night they went outside and wished the star would never go away

again. And their wish came true too.

£

Wishing you an enchanted Christmas
and joyful new year.

Dr. Danny Dares, Katharine,
Jasmine, Kyla, Lauren and Alyssa

Al the O8est in 19957

GANGES PHYSIOTHERAPY

be 7
your gift
at

. L7 .

/.

s £ .:_ -Our'
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/’ Christmas.

=

by !
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362 thanks.

and our hearts turn to
look back on different
days.

May your remembrances be warming

and may this holiday season be a

special memory in years to come.

Merry Christmas from all of us at

FOXGLOVE

Comer of Atkins & Lower Ganges Roads
537-5531 9:00-5:30 Mon.-Sat.

. ﬁ_"
It's our privilege to have you as our customers.
Thanks, friends

Murakami Auto Body
&
Mrs. K. Murakami

WYY 0 2. 2, 22,74, 8 2, 2, 2

Closing at 4:00 pm-&
December 24th ™%
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By BREE EAGLE,
Age 11, second place

As I looked at my wonderful
home I wondered what all the
lights were for. They were all over
the house, red, white, blue and
green, flashing on and off.
They had never been
there before.

I walked through
my private door
and overheard Ron
and Dorothy’s
conversation.

“We're going
to win that contest
this year Dorothy,”
Ron was saying, “No
one else has such .~
nice lights!” i

“Don’t count
your chickens
before they’re hatched,” exclaimed
Dorothy in her annoying mother
like way. “That house down the
street looks pretty good!”

“Not half as good as ours.
Anyway this is our first Christmas

in the new house and I can tell that

it’s going to be the best ever!”

There it was again, that word —
Christmas. I had never heard that
word before in my life, but for the
past five days it had been on
everyone’s tongue.

As you’ve probably guessed, it’s
me Rex again, and this time I've
got to find out what Christmas is.
As I've said before I’ve never
heard the word before in my life
but it sure is annoying. For the past
week my normally peaceful life
has been rudely disrupted. Only a
few days ago Dorothy put this
ridiculous hat on my head. It’s red
with a white fuzzy lining and a bell
that jingles when I walk. I begged
and begged for her to take it off,
but she wouldn’t and I’ve had to
live with it ever since.

This word also seems to have an
effect on the neighbourhood chil-
dren, as for the past week they
have been dancing around singing,
“Christmas is coming, Christmas
is coming!” which is not too good
when I'm trying to take a nap.

Well anyway I hope it ends
soon, but I smell dinner and you
know that I’m never one to turn
down a good meal. I sniffed hope-
fully at my dish, “Oh goody, wet
food tonight!”

I shoved my beautiful intelligent
looking snout into my food and
began to eat rapturously.

After dinner I decided to catch
up on my sleep. I'd done enough
thinking for today.

Chrismyas GIrn

Give a
bottle of
Multi Vitamins
and
receive a free box of
Celestial Seasonings
Herbal Tea
with purchase.

Mon-Sat 9-6
537-2325

Located in the
Trading Company Bidg.

e St

When I awoke, it was to Ron’s
loud and boisterous yelling, “Get up
Rex. It’s Christmas and we’ve got
presents for you!”

When I didn’t respond Dorothy
called, “Rex it’s breakfast time” at
which | immediately bounded into

AT

the kitchen.

After I had my breakfast and
went out for a quick pee, Ron,
much to my dismay, dragged me
into the living room where I got
the shock of my life. In the middle
of the room was a huge tree.

It appeared to have sprouted

from the floor and was

adorned with those flash-
pg ing lights and other hideous

things. On the top limb I
. noticed a large silver star.
: Beneath the tree were all

 Sorts of packages and
"~ parcels all wrapped in

bright paper. I guessed

that these were the presents that
Ron had been talking about.

Ron sat on the floor with me

1

of Rex 2

and ruffled my fur. He then pulled
Dorothy down beside us and
grabbed one of the presents.

“This one's for you, Dorothy,
and it’s from me and Rex.”

What was he talking about? I
hadn’t gotten presents for anybody.
Dorothy grabbed the present,
ripped off the wrapping paper and
pulled out a brand new pair of mit-
tens. Dorothy howled with delight,
(a thing that she does often) gave
Ron a big hug and gave me a big
wet slobbery kiss on the nose.

Dorothy grabbed the next pre-
sent and announced that it was for
me. I couldn’t very well take off
the paper so Dorothy did it for me.
When she was done she produced

with sample packet of food. When
I saw this I immediately jumped
on Dorothy and Ron and covered
their faces with kisses.

It went on like this for an hour or
two, with me getting in addition to
the food dish, a new collar, a gift
certificate for a full makeover at the
local Kennel Club (very befitting)
and a brand new basket with its very
own matching pillow and blanket.

That night after a wonderful din-
ner of Premium Choice Science
Diet Extra out of my new dish Ron
announced that Christmas was
over for another year.

In the morning when I awoke
from my new basket, I ran into
the living room. The tree was
gone. 1 ran outside and looked at
the house. No flashing lights. I
then decided that Christmas,
whatever it was, was completely
over and everything was going to
be back to normal.

a gleaming new bowl complete

Panasonic/ Technics

the store — right now!

Technics Amp. 200 watt SAGX170 ...............Reg. 309.95 229
Technics Premium 100 watts x3 Prologic
SAGX770 one only, demo amp...................Reg. 699,99 500
Technics Speakers SBLX5 save $100. ...........Reg. 299.95» 199%,,
Technics SBL62A Speakers Super Special ....Reg. 379.95x 279%,
Technics Speakers SBL42 Clearance ............. Reg. 309.95 209%,
Technics 5 tray CD premium line ..................Reg. 399,95~ 329*
Technics Premium mini system stereo ............ Reg. 1499.95 1049%
-ONE ONLY SUPER SPECIAL
Panasonic TV DEMO SALE
11" Kitchen model, 0N OnlY v.......ccvvovrrererr R0 449,95 389*
13" Mono with €arphone jack ........ccc............Reg. 420,95  369*
—OPEN LATE — 20 StereoCT20811 ...cooocovncnnn....ROG: 54995 485
Thursday, Dec. 22, 9am-9pm | 27" CT27S16 stereo/stand ........................... Reg. 112,95 899
Friday, Dec. 23, 9am-9pm *Panasonic Headphones ............o....Save 30%*
sa:;tcgsy’E%egEzé’. 9;5'?:8""1 Stereo with record player ................cocceees Reg. 22095 199
For Holidays MISCELLANEOUS
Open Dec. 29-31 Closed Jan 1 &2 | 3 1/2 or 51/2 disk storage boxes .................. 4.99
LIMITED QU ANTITIES “Tape storage cases, Suitcase type ............... 30% off*
T T el A save 40%*
in stock only! T s A AN W save 30%*

* Applies to regular priced items only Speaker phones, KXT2260 ... Reg. 13095 99
Your Authorized Panasonic Dealer
QUADRATIC SOLUTIONS INC.
162 Creekhouse, Fulford Ganges Rd. -+ 537-4522




