
is no formula for the 
right Christmas. There is 
no guarantee that if you 
follow the instructions 
you will have a Christ-
mas to remember. 
    This year as we begin 
the Advent journey to-
ward Christmas Eve, 
may we pause and ask 
what we want to do; 
how we want to cele-
brate; what is important; 
and what really does not 
matter. And may we find 
holiness in how we 
choose to journey this 
year.  
    Happy Christmas. 

Rev. Trent 
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      As a little girl 
climbed onto Santa's 
lap, Santa asked the 
usual, "And what would 
you like for Christmas?" 
The child stared at him 
open mouthed and hor-
rified for a minute, then 
gasped: "Didn't you get 
my...E-mail?"  Christ-
mas is changing. We all 
expected the child to 
say "My letter", but in a 
world of the internet and 
Facebook, Twitter and e
-mail, there was a twist 
to that story. For many 
of us our Christmases, 
too, have taken twists 
and turns over the 
years.  
   The familiar story of 
the first Christmas is 
also a story with twists 
and turns - with angels 
and shepherds, the orig-
inal ‘long-form’ census, 
an inn, and a mother 
giving birth far from 
home. This is a story 
told to say that in this 
man, in Jesus, we see 
God. Yet the story lives 
on because it touches a 
chord in all of us. We 
picture a mother far 
from familiar surround-

ings. We picture a first 
Christmas without any 
of the elements which 
we consider essential. 
Sometimes we find our-
selves at Christmas 
without some of the 
things we consider to be 
essential as well. But it 
comes anyway. 
    At Christmas we try to 
say one more time that 
God is among us. We 
call God by different 
names and experience 
God in different ways. 
Some of us may even 
be confused - we are full 
of faith and we are full of 
doubt. We come to 
Christmas once again 
wanting to somehow 
share it with people 
whom we love, some of 
us travelling great dis-
tances to do so. We 
give gifts as tokens for 
they cannot begin to ex-
press how we feel about 
people. We light candles 
to shine into the dark-
ness of the world at a 
time of year when the 
shortest day of the year 
approaches. And we 
need to think about what 
truly matters. Alas, there 
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   SO, are these prolific plants 
weeds, or are they a blessing 
that allows us to personally en-
joy them and to be honoured to 
share their beauty (as dry flower 
gifts etc.) with others to brighten 
their rooms and lives? 
 
 
By Ruth MacKenzie 
 

   The ‘Harvest Tea’ held on Oc-
tober 17th was very successful. 
We raised over $500.00. 
   Our ‘Christmas Tea & Sale’ 
held on November 14th is al-
ways a success. 
   The ‘Annual Ladies Lunch-
eon’ will be held on Wednesday, 
December 9th at Smitty’s, 
Bayer’s Rd. 
   Fruit Baskets/Plants/Flowers   
will again be given to all shut-ins 
this Christmas. Our shut-ins are 
Isabel Robertson, Julie Thomas, 
Phyllis Keating, Judy Grant, 
Frances Harvey, Marjorie Mac-

Leod and Joyce Langille. 
   The ‘Annual UCW Meeting’ 
will be held on Sunday, January 
10th, 2016, after church. 
   Wishing everyone a very Hap-
py and Merry Christmas and a 
great 2016. 
 
Submitted by Irene Parks 
 

 

only later that I discovered that 
the plants spread out by rooting 
and can go all over the place.  
As a result I now have a grand 
patch of them around the now 
‘stumped’ tree and can enjoy 
watching them turn orange in 
the fall. 
   I had a lovely crop this year 
that due to the kindness of Mat-
thew Dick (the harvester), Kathy 
Evens, Sally Dewolf and Trent 
(the deliverers) have been 
shared with a number of friends 
who cannot see the real thing!! 
   I have also planted lupins and 
they happily run amok (to my 
joy) in the Spring! 
   The ‘host of golden daffodils’ 
that Wordsworth wrote of seeing  
in his poem, likely came from a 
few bulbs that decided they en-
joyed the English Lake district 
so much that they thrived and 
spread. 
   I also remember having plant-
ed a ‘few’ strawberry plants in 
my garden in Chilliwack, B.C., 
and after a few years having to 
call on friends to come and har-
vest them as they had proliferat-
ed so much. 
 

            SHARING OF GIFTS 

   Over the years, I have had in 
my gardens a number of plants 
that seem so happy with their 
home, that they spread out, and 
all over – and return the next 
year! 
   One might wonder if such 
plants (with their expansion 
tendencies) might be weeds – or 
not? 
   I first met silver dollar (honest/
luminaria) and Japanese lantern 
(Physalis alkekengi)  plants 
when I moved into a house on 
Beech Street in 1993, and found 
the back yard a mass of orange 
and silver colours in the fall.  I 
managed to harvest a grand 
crop of what became dried flow-
er posies as a result.  
   Luckily, I saved a batch of sil-
ver dollar seeds and was able to 
resew them in my future gar-
dens in Ontario and back in No-
va Scotia.  In coming back to 
Halifax in 1997, I noted an up 
the hill neighbor with some Jap-
anese lanterns blooming in his 
garden.  After asking if I might 
be able to get some from him, 
he kindly brought some down 
and planted them for me under 
an old at Spruce tree.  It was 
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“Christmas is the perfect time 
to celebrate the love of God 

and family and to create 
memories that will last forev-
er.  Jesus is God's perfect, in-
describable gift. The amazing 
thing is that not only are we 

able to receive this gift, but we 
are able to share it with others 
on Christmas and every other 

day of the year.” 

-Joel Osteen 



mistake. It was the afternoon of 
the 24th when we realized that 
about half of the teenagers were 
not at rehearsal. But those who 
were there began telling us that 
they had come to rehearsal be-
cause they could not be there 
for the service. We were practic-
ing with those who could not 
come and vice versa. Many fam-
ilies went away for the holidays 
or had other traditions which did 
not include attending church. 
We were rewriting the scripts 
and trying to condense roles and 
totally frustrated by the time that 
we got home to change and go 
right back for the service. We 
had not eaten in hours and fami-
lies were leaving church telling 
us about their traditions of pot-
luck family meals on Christmas 
Eve when it occurred to us that 
we had not remembered to buy 
anything to eat. We had planned 
to pick up something that day 
and we were preparing to travel 
back to Nova Scotia on the 26th. 
So we had a chicken and some 
vegetables in the house for the 
next day but not much else. Oh, 
well, we told ourselves that we 
could pick up something on the 
way home. That could be done 
in 2015 but back then everything 
was closed. So we went home 
and ate soup and promised our-
selves that we would remember 
to buy something ahead of time 
in the future.  
   Christmas is about creating 
traditions, honouring traditions 
and remembering to learn from 
the things that did not work in 
the past. It is rarely a Martha 
Stewart moment of perfection. 
Life happens. People get ill at 
Christmas; babies are born at 
Christmas (we spent one year 
with a new baby in hospital); not 
everyone is in a holiday mood or 
spirit.  
   But fortunately, it comes 

 

   Every Christmas is different 
and some are more memorable 
than others. Some are remem-
bered for the lessons learned 
such as the year that one of our 
children managed to pull the 
tree fully decorated down on top 
of them just as Trent was get-
ting ready to tie it up. As you 
can imagine, we now tie the 
tree up every year before we 
decorate it. No one was injured 
but we lost a number of breaka-
ble ornaments. I remember a 
similar moment as a child when 
we came home from an evening 
outing to discover my mother 
standing holding up the tree. It 
had started to fall and she ran 
to catch it and then could not 
get it steady enough. There 
were no cellphones in those 
days and she could not figure 
out what to do- except stand 
there holding it up.  
   Then there was the Christmas 
Eve when we ate soup. Trent 
was the youth minister at a 
church in Saint John and the 
youth group had been put in 
charge of the service. Being 
young and naive and running 
the youth group together, we 
did not realize that this was a 

whether we are ready or not and 
it brings with it some Christmas 
moments. Moments when it 
feels like a silent and holy night 
despite everything. This year we 
prepare once again to welcome 
all that is Christmas among us 
and those of us at the manse 
wish all of you a very Merry 
Christmas!  
 
By Linda Cleveland-
Thompson 
 

CHRISTMAS CAROL 
 

The kings they came from out the 
south,  

All dressed in ermine fine;  
They bore Him gold and  

chrysoprase,  
And gifts of precious wine. 

 
The shepherds came from out the 

north,  
Their coats were brown and old;  
They brought Him little new-born 

lambs--  
They had not any gold. 

 
The wise men came from out the 

east,  
And they were wrapped in white;  
The star that led them all the way  

Did glorify the night. 
 

The angels came from heaven 
high,  

And they were clad with wings;  
And lo, they brought a joyful song  

The host of heaven sings. 
 

The kings they knocked upon the 
door,  

The wise men entered in,  
The shepherds followed after them  

To hear the song begin. 
 

The angels sang through all the 
night  

Until the rising sun,  
But little Jesus fell asleep  

Before the song was done.   
 

by Sara Teasdale 
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them." Mike loved kids – all kids. 
He so enjoyed coaching little 
league football, baseball and 
lacrosse. That's when the idea 
for his present came. 
   That afternoon, I went to a lo-
cal sporting goods store and 
bought an assortment of wres-
tling headgear and shoes, and 
sent them anonymously to the 
inner-city church. On Christmas 
Eve, I placed a small, white en-
velope on the tree, the note in-
side telling Mike what I had 
done, and that this was his gift 
from me. 
   Mike's smile was the brightest 
thing about Christmas that year. 
And that same bright smile lit up 
succeeding years. For each 
Christmas, I followed the tradi-
tion – one year sending a group 
of mentally handicapped young-
sters to a hockey game, another 
year a check to a pair of elderly 
brothers whose home had 
burned to the ground the week 
before Christmas, and on and 
on. 
   The white envelope became 
the highlight of our Christmas. It 
was always the last thing 
opened on Christmas morning, 
and our children – ignoring their 
new toys – would stand with 
wide-eyed anticipation as their 
dad lifted the envelope from the 
tree to reveal its contents. As 
the children grew, the toys gave 
way to more practical presents, 
but the small, white envelope 
never lost its allure. 
   The story doesn't end there. 
You see, we lost Mike last year 
due to dreaded cancer. When 
Christmas rolled around, I was 
still so wrapped in grief that I 
barely got the tree up. But 
Christmas Eve found me placing 
an envelope on the tree. And the 
next morning, I found it was 
magically joined by three more. 
Unbeknownst to the others, 

     It's just a small, white enve-
lope stuck among the branches 
of our Christmas tree. No name, 
no identification, no inscription. It 
has peeked through the branch-
es of our tree for the past ten 
years. 
   It all began because my hus-
band Mike hated Christmas. Oh, 
not the true meaning of Christ-
mas, but the commercial as-
pects of it – overspending and 
the frantic running around at the 
last minute to get a tie for Uncle 
Harry and the dusting powder 
for Grandma – the gifts given in 
desperation because you could-
n't think of anything else. 
   Knowing he felt this way, I de-
cided one year to bypass the 
usual shirts, sweaters, ties and 
so forth. I reached for something 
special just for Mike. The inspi-
ration came in an unusual way. 
   Our son Kevin, who was 12 
that year, was on the wrestling 
team at the school he attended. 
Shortly before Christmas, there 
was a non-league match against 
a team sponsored by an inner-
city church. These youngsters, 
dressed in sneakers so ragged 
that shoestrings seemed to be 
the only thing holding them to-
gether, presented a sharp con-
trast to our boys in their spiffy 
blue and gold uniforms and 
sparkling new wrestling shoes. 
   As the match began, I was 
alarmed to see that the other 
team was wrestling without 
headgear, a kind of light helmet 
designed to protect a wrestler's 
ears. It was a luxury the ragtag 
team obviously could not afford. 
   Well, we ended up walloping 
them. We took every weight 
class. Mike, seated beside me, 
shook his head sadly, "I wish 
just one of them could have 
won," he said. "They have a lot 
of potential, but losing like this 
could take the heart right out of 

each of our three children had 
for the first time placed a white 
envelope on the tree for their 
dad. The tradition has grown 
and someday will expand even 
further with our grandchildren 
standing to take down that spe-
cial envelope. 
   Mike's spirit, like the Christmas 
spirit will always be with us. 
 
By Nancy W. Gavin  
Submitted by Holly MacIntosh 
  
May you get the blessings of 
faith, happiness and peace this 
Christmas. May you have a 
beautiful celebration with friends 
and family. Happy Holidays and 
a Happy 2016 to everyone at 
The Fort from Alan, Brennen, 
Chuck, Hari, Dane, Braiden and 
I!  
 
~Holly 
 
 
 

“I have always thought of 
Christmas time, when it has 

come round, as a good time; a 
kind, forgiving, charitable time; 
the only time I know of, in the 

long calendar of the year, 
when men and women seem 
by one consent to open their 
shut-up hearts freely, and to 

think of people below them as 
if they really were fellow pas-
sengers to the grave, and not 

another race of creatures 
bound on other journeys.”  

 

Charles Dickens  
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