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What can I give Him? 
 
Welcome to the Advent/Christmas edition of the Trinity United News. When I 
first asked for contributions for this edition, it was just after Remembrance Day, 
and I was watching around the neighbourhood  to see who would be the first 
household to put up their lights. Now here we are a few days before Christmas 
Day. How time flies! 
 
Thank you to those of you who shared information for this edition. In it, you will 
find some updates (and thoughts) from the Coordinating Committee and the 
Planned Giving Committee. I also couldn’t put a newsletter together without 
your contributions of articles that you have read and been inspired by: Jean 
Sproule provided a hard copy version of the 2007 UC Observer article of how 
others see Christmas in which five non-Christians share their thoughts about 
Christmas.  Bob Stacey has once again shared his gift of poetry.  
 
Finally, at this time of year, we really need to remember the four themes of Ad-
vent—hope, peace, joy and love. It is hard to read or watch the news without 
wondering where they have all gone. The news can also give us a sense of futili-
ty and make us wonder “What can I do?”. Like many things in life, every small 
step counts. We can show hope, peace, joy and love all around us— to our fami-
ly, to those we work with, to those who volunteer.  
 
May hope, peace, joy and love be with you all. 
Merry Christmas everyone! 
 

Paula  

Advent/Christmas  2018 

Trinity United News 



TU Coordinating Committee 
Donna Bouvette, Charlotte Roe, Lila Tanner, Paula Madziya, Jan Webb,  

Heather Wills, David Thomas, Rev. Dr. Keith Howard (consultant),  

R.G. Madziya (Council Chair), Doug McBride (Vice Chair and acting Treasurer), 

Rev. Foster Freed.  

In finding a successor for Foster upon his retirement, a process has been put in 

place in which Stage One (where we are now) is the Coordinating Committee, 

tasked with feeling the pulse of the congregation: our strengths, our needs, our 

opportunities, and what we like most about ourselves. Stage Two, the Joint Minis-

try Profile and Search Committee, will likely begin sometime in June when Council 

will have appointed members from our congregation to serve and work along side 

members appointed by the BC Region. Together, this group will be charged with 

following up on the Coordinating Committee’s findings to determine how best to 

meet the needs and wants of Trinity United Church. With support, direction, and 

approval from the BC Region, Stage Three will involve the mandate to find suitable 

candidate to serve in our pulpit. They will advertise, screen, and interview; all that 

follows and leads to calling a minister.  

 

We realize there are many steps to take before reaching stage three and, in order 

not to get ahead of ourselves, our focus to-date has been contacting members, 

adherents, and attendees of Trinity United to learn what you value and desire for 

our church.  We have approached folks to chat at coffeetime, made phone con-

tacts, chatted at spaghetti dinners, conversed at the farewell to Presbytery, and 

had numerous opportunities for emails and post-it notes. Our Committee’s con-

cern at this time is not the “How will we do this?” but rather the “What would you 

like to do?” We want to gather your affirmations and concerns to compile and 

present to the Executive Committee of Council, but it is not our job to solve or 

decide anything at this time. 

We have had (and will continue to have) the guidance of Rev. Keith Howard as a 

consultant and mentor through this process. 

Congregational Update Dec 2/18: 

Initial impressions have highlighted three main themes: 

The congregation is important to its members. Even though there are a 
variety of suggested “modifications” people like the congregation, 
its attitude, location and involvement in the community. Identified 
strengths are location/property, staff and congregational “feel” 
and outreach.  

The main factor driving any sense of urgency is money. There are 
things people would like to see - a ministry with children & youth, a 
more varied seniors’ ministry, more community partnerships but 
finances dominate.  

If growth requires change, these are some of the more valued items: 
spaghetti supper, social dimension of the congregation, study/
learning, “openness” of the UCC/congregation. 

- We have found an openness for all kinds of things, but there is a crisis in 
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An Advent  
Prayer 

Who are we , O God, 
that you should come 
to us? 

Yet you have visited 
your people 

And redeemed us in 
your Son. 

As we prepare to cele-
brate his birth, 

Make our hearts leap 
for joy at the sound of 
your word, 

And move us by your 
spirit to bless your 
wonderful works. 

We ask this through 
him whose coming is 
certain, whose day 
draws near, your Son 
Jesus Christ.  

Amen  



An ornamental shrub, the poinsettia 

is native to Mexico and Central 

America, where it was known as Flor 

de la Noche Buena or "Flower of the 

Holy Night". It is believed to have 

been used as a Christmas decoration 

as early as the 17th century when 

Franciscan monks near Taxco, Mexi-

co incorporated the plant in their 

Nativity processions.  

 

According to Mexican legend, a 

young boy (or young girl named Pep-

ita in some versions) was on his way 

to visit the village Nativity scene. En 

route, he realized he had no gift for 

the Christ child. He gathered pretty 

green blooms from along the road 

and brought them to the church. He 

was ridiculed and mocked by the 

other children for his humble gift. 

Yet when laid at the manger, a beau-

tiful, red, star-shaped flower ap-

peared atop the green leaves.  

 

In 1828, Joel R. Poinsett, then U.S. 

ambassador to Mexico, was intro-

duced to the plant and brought it 

back with him to America. In the 

U.S., the plant was later christened 

the 'poinsettia' in honor of the first 

American to discover it.  
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Poinsettia history 

energy rather than in willingness. 
- Feedback is great but not enough. We need people ready, willing, and 

able to step forward. 
- There is a lack factual understanding about the financial state of affairs. 

Opinions vary from the very pessimistic to the overly optimistic and we 
will pursue clarity here. 

 

Our next step:  
The Committee will continue to compile ‘in house’ ideas and suggestions but will 
branch out into our greater community of neighbours with an eye for potential 
partners and service opportunities.  

 

Timeline: 

January 6 - Open house with Keith Howard after service; Committee meeting to 

follow with discussion surrounding Community ‘neighbours’. 

February 17 - The AGM with a report from the Coordinating Committee for the An-

nual Report.  

March 1 – Report from the Coordinating Committee completed and submitted to 

the Executive Committee of Council.  

March 8 – TU Executive meets 

March 13 – TU Council meets 

March 17 – First notice of Special meeting given to the TU congregation 

April 7 – Special meeting 

April 30 – Report for Phase 2 funding from ProVision completed. 

A Christmas Tree (2) by Bob Stacy 
A  

Tree  

Bough  

Shivered  

Under a star 

That topped its  

Greening arboreal,  

Evergreen significance;  

As the thought of that star's  

Meaning beamed like its decor;  

Mimicking the Magi's Star guiding  

Those three to the Bethlehem stable,  

Where God's Son was well born among   

Mortal beings as a human, Himself, to Mary;  

Who then raised the boy to inherit His Messianic   

Personage for the sake of His Father's will to bear His  

Loving-kindness to all the earth's peoples, whose sinfulness  

Needed a Way out of its own morass of degradation on a path of  

Redemption, just as Christ, Himself was redeemed from the crucifixion;  

He to become our personal Savior and Spirit-counsellor as God's emissary 

Whose Kingdom includes this very mortal plane that we inhabit with His   

Loving  

Mercy!  

Amen 
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An Advent Prayer of 
Confession 

 

God of stable, stars and 
surprises, of light and hope 
and new life: open our eyes 
and hearts to your presence 
in our world; forgive our 
obsession with property 
and possessions; forgive 
our compromises and nar-
rowness of vision.  

Open us to your grace, that 
we might hear again the 
song of angels, and respond 
with a song in our hearts, 
and in our lives.  

Amen. 

Voices United 

Rekindling Ecumenical Practice at NEC 
David Thomas 

The sources for this comment on ecumenism at the Nanaimo Ecumenical Centre 

are conversations the Coordinating Committee have had in the past weeks with 

congregants and friends about strengths, challenges, opportunities and what we 

value most about our Trinity United community at the NEC. Ecumenical outreach, 

community and centre were identified in each of these questions, so it’s worth our 

time to consider these source questions more openly as we prepare our search for 

a new minister.  

 

 Over the past 40 years there have been many changes and challenges the found-

ing congregations have had to face, and answer. Together, Trinity United and 

Catholic congregations share an excellent building, all the while respecting each 

others tradition and meeting financial responsibilities.  Centre operating and 

maintenance costs are shared as well as governance.  Congregational numbers, 

past and present, continue to challenge the economics of keeping the NEC open 

for worship and broad commu-

nity use. The NEC is a tremen-

dous resource for both congre-

gations and for the north Nanai-

mo, Wellington and Lantzville 

communities who created it 40 

years ago, yet there are chal-

lenges in reaching out to home-

less and vulnerable people in 

these communities. We have to 

find opportunities to create or 

join in practical partnerships to 

help answer their needs. Outreach, especially ecumenical outreach, works with 

compassion, commitment, care and communication. These are also markers for 

our ecumenical practice which may find renewal in intentional learning and in the 

40th   Anniversary celebration in February 2019. 

 

More than a present living arrangement between two founding faith communities, 

the NEC continues to provide opportunities to live and learn about Christian unity 

and cooperation. For some people, ecumenical practice is revealed in sharing and 

exploring ideas that abound in Advent films, singing together in choir or sharing 

meals and work with Trinity Catholic Parish. Some congregants, along with people 

from the wider community participate in the Grief Group, and for others, ecumen-

ical practice sustains friendships and pastoral care in the community they share, 

and beyond. Today, some have lost the faith and vision and work which brought 

founding congregations -parish and pastoral charge -together in an extraordinary 

Christian enterprise. Today, some folks feel the NEC is an unaffordable cost way 

beyond our resources to keep and maintain.  The NEC will not prosper in silence or 

in delay; we need to rekindle our belief in this ecumenical vision through renewed 

learning, practice and awareness. 
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There is one Christmas Carol that has always been confusing. What do leaping lords, French hens, swimming swans, and 

especially a partridge who won’t come out of the pear tree have to do with Christmas? Finally, here is the answer… 
 

From 1558 until 1829, Roman Catholics were not allowed to practise their faith openly. Someone in that era wrote this 

carol as a catechism song for young Catholics. It has two layers of meaning: the surface meaning plus a hidden meaning 

known only to members of their church.  

 

The partridge in a pear tree  ….   is Jesus. 
Two turtle doves    …  are the Old and New Testaments. 
Three French hens   … are faith, hope and love. 
Four calling birds    … are the four gospels of Matthew, Mark, Luke and John. 
Five gold rings    … are a reminder of the Torah or Law, the first five books of the Old Testament. 
Six geese a-laying   … are the six days of creation. 
Seven swans a-swimming   … are the seven gifts of the Holy Spirit – Prophesy, Serving, Teaching,  
     Exhortation, Contribution, Leadership, and Mercy. 
Eight maids a-milking   … are the eight beatitudes. 
Nine ladies dancing   … are the nine fruits of the Holy Spirit –     

    Love, Joy, Peace, Patience, Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Gentleness, 
    and Self Control. 

Ten lords a-leaping   … are the Ten Commandments. 
Eleven pipers piping   … are the eleven faithful disciples. 
Twelve drummers drumming  … symbolizes the twelve points of belief in the Apostles’ Creed.  

The Twelve Days of Christmas explained 

 

My grandma taught me everything about Christmas. I was just a kid. I remember 
tearing across town on my bike to visit her on the day my big sister dropped the 
bomb: "There is no Santa Claus," jeered my sister. "Even dummies know that!" 

My grandma was not the gushy kind, never had been. I fled to her that day be-
cause I knew she would be straight with me. I knew Grandma always told the 
truth, and I knew that the truth always went down a whole lot easier when swal-
lowed with one of her world-famous cinnamon buns. Grandma was home, and the 
buns were still warm. Between bites, I told her everything. She was ready for me. 

"No Santa Claus!" she snorted. "Ridiculous! Don't believe it. That rumor has been 
going around for years, and it makes me mad, plain mad. Now, put on your coat, 
and let's go." 

"Go? Go where, Grandma?" I asked. I hadn't even finished my second cinnamon 
bun. "Where" turned out to be Kerby's General Store, the one store in town that 
had a little bit of just about everything. As we walked through its doors, Grandma 
handed me ten dollars. That was a bundle in those days. 

"Take this money," she said, "and buy something for someone who needs it. I'll 
wait for you in the car." Then she turned and walked out of Kerby's. 

(Continued on page 10) 

On Santa’s Team  
Author unknown 



Christmas as others see it 
Abridged from a December 2007 article in the United Church Observer 

Amir Hussain, a Canadian Muslim teaches theology 

at Loyola Marymount University in LA. 
 

As a Muslim, I’m not ashamed to say that I love Christmas. 

But it took me some time to get there. I was born in Paki-

stan and came to Canada at age 4 with my parents in 1970, 

part of the first wave of large numbers of immigrants from 

south Asia. At the time, the Muslim population in Canada 

was estimated to be less than 35,000. 
 

We lived in the Parkdale area of Toronto, Then, as now 

(2007), it was a neighbourhood for new Canadians. During 

this time, the public-school system was much more explic-

itly Christian than it is now. We learned and sang Christ-

mas carols in music class, had a Christmas card exchange, 

and held a Christmas (not a “holiday”) pageant. One year, I 

played a shepherd; the next year I played Joseph as my 

English improved. Since all my friends celebrated Christ-

mas, my parents gave presents to my younger sister and 

me. But when we were older, they explained to us that 

because we were Muslim, we didn’t celebrate Christmas. 

This made me realize that I was not only an ethnic minori-

ty, but a religious one as well.  

As an adult, it was the aesthetic quality that first drew me 

to Christmas. I loved the smell of the evergreen trees and 

the wreaths, the bright greens and reds, and the lights 

visible trough snowy window panes. I also loved the joy. I 

knew from my Christian friends that Easter, not Christmas, 

was their central religious holiday. But Lent was a time of 

self-reflection and sombreness, while Advent was a time of 

great joy. As I moved away from home, I came to appreci-

ate Christmas cards as a way of catching up with friends I 

no longer saw on a regular basis. I chose to buy presents 

for friends, simple gifts to show my thankfulness to them.  

Since Jesus is an important figure in Islam, I can celebrate 

his birth as part of my own religious practices. 

 
 

 

Rose M. Tekel is a consultant and writer on religion 

and modern society. 
 
Although I am Jewish, I have celebrated Christmas most of 
my life. I was born in post-war Poland, the only child of 
two Holocaust survivors. We lived in Warsaw and had sev-
eral relatives living there who had converted to Catholi-
cism before the war. I actually had no knowledge that 
some of us were Jewish and others Catholic.  
 
By my 10th birthday, we had left Poland and arrived in 
Canada. We now had a television set, and I learned a great 
deal about North American life from this box, including the 
whole range of ways one should approach and celebrate 
Christmas. Listening to the radio, I learned the tunes and 
words to all the Christmas carols, and going to a school in 
Montreal that was part of the Protestant school board, I 
quickly absorbed the layers of traditions, practices and 
values that make up Christmas. And I loved it. It came as 
quite a surprise to me that because I was Jewish I was not 
supposed to participate in all this fun. We still had a Christ-
mas tree, but I also realized that it was not quite "kosher." 
My parents had many friends who were not Jewish, so we 

spent Christmas with them.  
 
Often, when Christians learn that I am Jewish, the first 

question they ask is, "Do you celebrate Christmas?" My 

(Continued on page 7) 
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We live in a multicultural, multifaith country. Yet Christmas prevails. Rampant commercialism and 

“holiday” concerts notwithstanding. Christmas remains a Christian celebration. Whether you love it or 

simply go along with it, you may have wondered what it must be like to be on the outside, looking in 

at Christmas.  
 

We asked five non-Christian Canadians—a Muslim, a Jew, an Aboriginal, an atheist and a Hindu—to describe how Christmas 

appears to them. As with other things, we can learn a lot about ourselves from the perspectives of others. 

Since Jesus is an important figure 

in Islam, I can celebrate his birth 

as part of my own religious  

practices. 
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standard answer is, "Certainly. Why wouldn't I want to 

celebrate the birth of a good Jewish boy?" Many peo-

ple are taken aback by my answer -- some even seem 

offended. Yet I think it is very important that we real-

ize and recognize the common roots of these two her-

itages. Christmas can be a great meeting place for Christians 

and Jews. 

Christmas and Hanukkah for me are a time when the dark-

ness of the year is pierced by the warmth and joy of being 

with others who want to share music, food, drink and some 

expression of our affection for one another. This is probably 

not typical of Jewish people, nor do I necessarily think that it 

should be. But I am extremely grateful to all my friends who 

for many years have shared Christmas with me. And I have 

always been delighted to be part of the celebration. 

 

 

 

Dorothy Christian  is a media artist, documentary 

maker and a member of the Splatsin First Nation, B.C. 
 

On December 25, 2006, I sat down at the dinner table at the 

home of one of my brothers and his wife. We were inter-

rupted by frantic noises of on the radio scanner, which is 

tuned to the police channel so we can hear first-hand any-

thing which affects the community. The RCMP were chasing 

someone with a knife through the bush with dogs. As the 

drama unfolded over the airwaves, I heard our family name 

and froze. It was my nephew they were chasing after he had 

attempted to commit suicide. 

 

I dread Christmas. I associate all the baubles, carols and gift 

boxes with a feeling of fear and trepidation: who will die this 

year? On December 10, 1978, one of my younger brothers 

committed suicide; that year, I spent thousands of dollars on 

gifts for my siblings and their children in an attempt to bury 

our deep feeling of loss. In this time of celebration for most 

Canadian families, my family was drowning in a sea of grief. 

After my brother’s suicide, I chose not to celebrate Christ-

mas. In fact, I ran away from it. The scarce money that went 

towards gifts now went to international travel I couldn’t 

afford. At the same time, I was reclaiming my Indigenous 

spirituality, which forced me to have a closer look at what 

Christmas actually means to me. 

 

It has become very clear that everyone experiences extreme 

stress during this holiday season. We all want a sense of 

belonging and togetherness the advertising promises, but 

what I have observed is an empty feeling that never gets 

filled by an insane, compulsive pattern of consumerism. 

What is filled are the coffers of the companies who hire top-

notch marketers to manipulate the emotions of consumers. I 

have opted out. As an Indigenous woman, I see Christmas as 

a crass commodification of Spirit. 

 

Even though Christmas is not my holiday, I join my family for 

good food and laughter. I get cozy with my nieces and neph-

ews. I take advantage of the downtime. On December 21, I 

honour the solstice; sometimes I celebrate with other Indig-

enous peoples and other times I celebrate alone. Most im-

portantly, I silently pray for no more deaths in the holiday 

season. 

 

 

 

John Allemang is a feature 

writer at the Globe and Mail 

in Toronto. 
 

As a joyless, Darwin-worshipping 

atheist, I realize that I’m expected 

to have it in for Christmas. Every year around this time, no-

fun infidels like myself are supposed to keep attacking any 

outbreak of children’s carol concerts and tracking down 

stray conifers that may have found their way onto public lad 

just in case they’re trying to pass themselves off as symbols 

(Continued on page 8) 

Do I celebrate Christmas?  

Certainly. Why wouldn't I want to 

celebrate the birth of a good  

Jewish boy?  

As an Indigenous woman, I see 

Christmas as a crass  

commodification of Spirit. 
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of Christ’s birth. But to tell the truth, even us secular human-

ists need a break from all that militant disbelief. I may be 

godless and doomed to an eternity in the fiery furnace, or 

however Hell is defined in these progressive times. Yet I have 

a soft spot for Christmas, which I militantly refuse to refer as 

the holiday season. 

 

Christmas, to be honest, is easy for the atheist – it’s so pagan, 

it almost might have been invented as a solace for the non-

believer. Like you I hate commercial excess, because at heart 

most atheists are puritanical, in spirit if not in theology. The 

Christian side of Christmas is never going to bother me as 

much as the capitalist opportunism, and the Christians at 

least have the better music. 

 

One of the things I most enjoy about my more humanistic 

Christmas is that it feels endlessly flexible and open to the 

serendipity of the season. Neither midnight mass nor Boxing 

Day sales are compulsory, and at a point of the year that 

seems perfectly designed for simple homey pleasures, the 

best way to celebrate is to do the opposite of whatever caus-

es stress, guilt, anxiety the rest of the time. 

 

The Christmas message, as I read it in the Gospels, is 

about getting away from the noise of the world, reclaim-

ing innocence and finding a sense of peace. While you’re 

at church (I assume), I’ll be walking meditatively through 

the quiet half-wild Toronto ravines looking for the flash of 

fox’s coat in (I hope) the blanket of white Christmas snow. 

In our different ways (I believe), we’re searching for the same 

elusive thing, whatever it may be. 

 

Priti Gami Shah is a social activist, anti-racism trainer 

and co-founder of Pratham BC Foundation, a harity 

that funds literacy programs for children in India. 
 

When I migrated to Canada in 1986, my initial view of Christ-

mas was one of utter fascination. The lights, decorations, 

Christmas trees, festivities, parties and great food dazzled 

me. My favourite was carol singing, whether on the radio, in 

the streets or on the carol boats in Vancouver's English Bay.  

 

Growing up in India, I had not seen such extravagance with 

any of our Hindu festivals or celebrations. I felt a real sense of 

being displaced, with all those glittering lights and shops. Nor 

could I understand the message of Christmas. What was all 

this about? 

 

Years past and my son Kavya was born. Christmas took on a 

whole new meaning. I stood in a long lineup to get a picture 

of Kavya sitting on Santa’s lap. As he grew older and started 

going to school, he wanted a Christmas tree. We obliged be-

cause we wanted to teach him about other religious festivals 

and wanted him to respect all religious celebrations. 

 

As a mother, I also wanted to take the opportunity to intro-

duce my son to his own heritage and faith. I celebrated some 

of the Hindu festivals at home, but it was hard to compete 

with all the commercial jazz of Christmas. Just before Christ-

mas we have Diwali, which is a Hindu festival celebrating the 

Lord Rama from 14 years of exile. People welcome the Lord 

Rama by lighting clay lamps, praying and celebrating with 

family and friends. Many Hindus fast all day and the feast in 

the evening. This festival of homecoming has many thematic 

similarities with Christmas: celebrating the virtues of love, 

truth and peace; taking the time to pray; doing service; and 

being kind to all. 

 

At this time of year, I reflect on what it is we are celebrating 

during Christmas. Are we just celebrating the dominant cul-

ture and religion in Canada? We should embrace and cele-

brate festivals from all religions, such as Islam, Hinduism, 

Sikhism and Buddhism. Are we celebrating the capitalist 

economy? Can we make gifts ourselves, or be of service to 

other who need our help? Can we use recycled paper for gist 

wrapping, or low energy bulbs for lighting? Let us celebrate 

and respect Mother Earth and her limited resources. Let us 

respect and accept all, and be grateful for all we have, and 

share our abundance with others. 

(Continued from page 7) 

Christmas as others see it ... contd. 

Even us secular humanists need a 

break from militant disbelief. 

The Hindu festival of Diwali has 

thematic similarities with  

Christmas, celebrating love, truth, 

peace and doing service. 



A Planned Giving Event for Trinity United 
 
 

Planned Giving is a United Church of Canada program  

designed to assist congregations wanting to help fund 

their church through estate and memorial contributions. 
 

Christian stewardship involves the faithful management of all that God has so gen-
erously given to us: creation, time, skills, and money. The stewardship of money 
specifically includes the use of both our current income and our accumulated as-
sets. 
 
Gifts from our accumulated assets are called “legacy” or “planned” gifts because 
donors usually make them with considerable forethought and planning. 
 
Planned gifts that will come to the church in the future include 

• bequests in wills 
• life insurance annuities 
• gifts of RRSPs, RRIFs, and TFSAs 
• charitable trusts. 
 

To provide the members of this Congregation with an opportunity to gain greater 
insight into this vital program, your Planned Giving Team has set a time to follow 
our worship service on May 5th 2019 in order to host an information workshop. To 
assist us in this endeavour, three talented people have agreed to help: 
 

• Trina Brubaker, a Nanaimo Lawyer who specializes in estate planning, 

• Brian Dugaro, a Nanaimo Investment and Fund Manager, and 

• Jane Harding, a UCC BC Conference staff person for Planned Giving. 
 

Although there will be a component within the Workshop on Planned Giving, the 

main focus will be on Estate Planning. Please stay tuned - - additional information 

will made available as we get closer to that date. 

 
The members of your Trinity United Planned Giving Team are; Jay Bigland, Don 

Day, Jim Franklyn, Roy Roberts, Hugh Sproule and the Reverend Foster Freed. 
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Christmas Prayers 

Generous God, 

You gave your only-begotten 

Son to take our nature upon 

him, and to be born of your 

chosen one, Mary. 

Grant that we, who have 

been born again and made 

your children by adoption 

and grace, may daily be re-

newed by your Holy Spirit; 

through our Saviour Jesus 

Christ, who lives and reigns 

with you and the Holy Spirit, 

one God now and forever. 

Amen. 

________________________ 

 

Eternal God, in Jesus Christ 

your light shines in our dark-

ness, giving joy in our sorrow 

and presence in our loneli-

ness. 

Fill us with the mystery of 

your Word made flesh, until 

our hearts overflow with 

praise and joy, for he is the 

beginning and the end of all 

that exists, living forever-

more. Amen. 



Christmas Lights 

The Christmas lights of today can 
light up trees and window frames 
with tiny twinkling lights of many 
colors—or cause frustration with 
their long and tangle-prone ca-
bles. But the first such lights, in-
troduced to the holiday world in 
1882 by Edward Johnson, a friend 
and partner of light-bulb inventor 
Thomas Edison, were a different 
story. 

 
Johnson didn’t introduce the idea 
of using light to celebrate the 
holiday; the tradition of making 
the winter festive with the light 
and warmth of fire is much older 
than electricity. For many years, 
those who could afford to would 
express their Christmas spirit by 
lighting candles on trees. 
 
Edward Johnson’s idea was to 
replace the candles with a string 
of colored electric lights, which 
he did with eight bulky, pear-
shaped bulbs on a single wire. 
Several publications covered his 
lighting of the first tree, which 
rotated as the red, white and 
blue lights dazzled spectators. But 
the idea didn’t catch on widely in 
the U.S., as many Americans did-
n’t entirely trust electricity and 
the bulbs were too expensive to 
be practical: an early set of eight 
bulbs would have cost a buyer 
about a week’s wages. 
 

I was only eight years old. I'd often gone shopping with my mother, but never had 
I shopped for anything all by myself. The store seemed big and crowded, full of 
people scrambling to finish their Christmas shopping. For a few moments I just 
stood there, confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill, wondering what to buy, and 
who on earth to buy it for. I thought of everybody I knew: my family, my friends, 
my neighbors, the kids at school, the people who went to my church. 

I was just about thought out, when I suddenly thought of Bobbie Decker. He was a 
kid with bad breath and messy hair, and he sat right behind me in Mrs. Pollock's 
grade-two class. Bobbie Decker didn't have a coat. I knew that because he never 
went out for recess during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling the 
teacher that he had a cough; but all we kids knew that Bobbie Decker didn't have 
a cough, and he didn't have a coat. 

I fingered the ten-dollar bill with growing 
excitement. I would buy Bobbie Decker a 
coat. I settled on a red corduroy one that 
had a hood to it. It looked real warm, and 
he would like that. I didn't see a price tag, 
but ten dollars ought to buy anything. I put 
the coat and my ten-dollar bill on the coun-
ter and pushed them toward the lady be-
hind it. 

She looked at the coat, the money, and 
me. "Is this a Christmas present for some-
one?" she asked kindly. "Yes," I replied shyly. "It's ... for Bobbie. He's in my class, 
and he doesn't have a coat." The nice lady smiled at me. I didn't get any change, 
but she put the coat in a bag and wished me a Merry Christmas. 

That evening, Grandma helped me wrap the coat in Christmas paper and ribbons, 
and write, "To Bobbie, From Santa Claus" on it ... Grandma said that Santa always 
insisted on secrecy. 

Then she drove me over to Bobbie Decker's house, explaining as we went that I 
was now and forever officially one of Santa's helpers. Grandma parked down the 
street from Bobbie's house, and she and I crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes 
by his front walk. Suddenly, Grandma gave me a nudge. "All right, Santa Claus," 
she whispered, "get going." 

I took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present down on his 
step, pounded his doorbell twice and flew back to the safety of the bushes and 
Grandma. Together we waited breathlessly in the darkness for the front door to 
open. Finally it did, and there stood Bobbie. He looked down, looked around, 
picked up his present, took it inside and closed the door. 

Forty years haven't dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering, beside 
my grandma, in Bobbie Decker's bushes. That night, I realized that those awful 
rumors about Santa Claus were just what Grandma said they were: Ridiculous! 

Santa was alive and well ... AND WE WERE ON HIS TEAM! 

(Continued from page 5) 


