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MacDonald & Associates
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS & NOTARIES PUBLIC

Our office will be closed
 from Noon December 24 to 8:30 a.m., January 4, 2010.

We Wish Everyone a Safe 
& Merry Christmas 
See you in the New Decade!

www.wesclean.nwt.com

Your Interior Design Headquarters

 Phone
 875-5100
15 Industrial Drive, Hay River Fax: 875-5115

Christmas drawings  
provided by:

Ms. Myles’ 
Grade 1 Class

A warm hello & a hearty thanks to all of our customers 
this season. 

We appreciate your business and extend to you Best Wishes 
for a peaceful holiday season.

From Brad & the Staff at:

Every year it is my privilege to be able 
to share my thoughts on Christmas with 
my many friends in Hay River. Th is year 
I thought I would focus on why Christ-
mas means so much to me.

Christmas is a time for sharing the 
message of peace on earth and good 
will to all men. Ebeneezer Scrooge said, 
“it was the one time of year when men 
open up their shut-up hearts and show 
real love for their fellow man.” When the 
angel told the shepherds that he brought 
them tiding of great joy which is for all 
people, that angel was correct. Christmas 
is about a babe in a manger who came to 
give man a second chance at true life. 

Jesus Christ is the reason for the season. 
I am alarmed how quickly society is try-
ing to change the reason for the holiday. 
In Canada, for example, we have politi-
cians who are wanting to call Christmas 
a winter festival, all in the name of politi-
cal correctness.  You take Jesus Christ out 
of Christmas and you have lost all mean-
ing to the whole reason we celebrate it. 

Santa Claus, who many now revere as 
the symbol of Christmas, was in reality 

a Christian bishop who back in the 4th 
Century used the Christmas season to 
give gift s and share love through acts of 
kindness. His mission was to help people 
of his generation understand that Christ-
mas was a celebration of God’s gift  of 
salvation and gift s of love and service are 
a practical expression of this thought. 

Candy canes, which have become 
another symbol of Christmas, were an 
invention of a candy maker who wanted 
to remind people of the meaning of 
Christmas. Th e white in the candy cane 
means the purity of God and the red 
means the blood of Jesus Christ, which 
was later shed on the cross at the time of 
His death.

Christmas to the Steel family is very 
special because it is a time for us to share 
our love for Christ in a practical way to 
members of our family and others. We 
always invite people over to share our 
Christmas dinner and evening with us. 
Christmas to us is a time for giving and 
sharing. Sharing ourselves and sharing 
what we are and have. So this Christmas 
season share the most precious thing you 
have. Share yourself - it is the greatest gift  
you have. 

ROBERT DEAN STEEL

Hay River Ministerial Association

My thoughts 
on 

Christmas
KAITLIN MOSES AND KATHY MOUSE  » show off  handmade crafts including moccassins, mittens, and 

other assorted items at The Soaring Eagle Friendship Centre Christmas Craft & Bake Sale Thursday, 
December 17. Proceeds from table fees and a bannock & stew sale are used towards BINGO for elders aged 
55 and over.

DAVID DOUGLAS PHOTO 

SOME LAST MINUTE SHOPPING

A message from the Ministerial Association
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an associate of 

874-2686

 1-66 Woodland Drive
Hay River, NT   X0E 1G1
Phone: (867) 874-6879   

Toll Free: 1-800-264-5313

December 24 Closed at 2:30 pm
December 25 - 28 CLOSED

December 29 & 30 Regular hours
December 31 Closed at 2:30 pm

January 1 CLOSED
January 4 Regular hours resume

Don ’t forget to turn off your Christmas lights at night!

Northland Utilities Holiday Hours:

HAPPY HOLIDAYS
FROM ALL OF US

Each year, the Ptarmigan’s Culinary Team 
is cooking up a fresh approach to Christmas 
goodies. Th is year, they are sharing their 
recipe for Northern Roasted Birch Syrup 
Ham served with traditional bannock. 

Take one fully-cooked 10 pound ham, one 
and one quarter cups of packed dark brown 
sugar, one third of a cup of pineapple juice, 
one third of a cup of local birch syrup or 
maple syrup, one third of a large orange - 
juiced and zested, two tablespoons of Dijon 
mustard, and some whole cloves. 

In the meantime, pre-heat your oven to 
325 degrees Fahrenheit (165 degrees Cel-
sius). It’s important to make sure the oven 
is hot before putting the ham in, as the heat 
will contract the muscles and hold the juices 
in. 

Place the ham in a roasting pan. Before 
putting it in the oven, insert roughly 25 
cloves. If you enjoy a bit more sensation, feel 
free to add more cloves. Let the ham bake in 
the oven uncovered for two hours. 

In a small saucepan, combine the brown 
sugar, pineapple juice, syrup, orange juice 
and zest, and Dijon. Once you’ve brought 
the mixture to a rolling boil, reduce the heat 
and let it simmer for 5 to 10 minutes. Th en 
set it aside. 

Aft er two hours, remove the ham and 
brush it with the boiled mixture. Decrease 
the oven’s heat to 300 Fahrenheit (160 Cel-
sius). Th en, put the ham back in the oven 
for an additional 30 to 45 minutes, brush-
ing it with the glaze every 10 minutes. For 
the last ten minutes, increase the heat for a 
fi nished look. 

Once the ham has done its time in the 
oven, remove it and let it sit for half an hour 
before slicing and serving. 

You can serve this recipe with either baked 
or deep-fried bannock. 

Bannock is made from two and a half cups 

of fl our, six teaspoons of baking powder, 
half a teaspoon of salt, two tablespoons of 
sugar, one third of a cup of lard, two eggs, 
and a cup of water. 

Pre-heat your oven to 400 Fahrenheit.
Combine the fl our, baking powder, salt, 

and sugar in a bowl. Add the lard, rubbing 
it between your hands to form fi ne crumbs. 
Combine the eggs and water in a separate 
bowl, then add it to the dry mixture. Stir 
it all up to form a soft  dough, and knead it 
briefl y.

Once satisfi ed with the consistency of your 
dough, pat it down into a greased pie plate 
and bake it for approximately 20 minutes, or 
until it is cooked thoroughly in the middle.

Th e Ptarmigan Staff  recommend serving 
the meal with some warmed birch or maple 
syrup on the table. 

A fresh approach 
to a holiday favourite

THE PTARMIGAN INN’S  » culinary staff  have provided Hay River residents with a new twist on a holiday favourite 
- ham. 
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Hay River
Holiday Hours:

CLOSED
Friday, Dec. 25th

Open 10am -5pm
For Gas only

Saturday, Dec. 26th

CLOSED
Sunday, Dec. 27th

Regular Hours
Monday, Dec. 28th

CLOSED
Friday, Jan. 1st

❄
❆

❄

❆

❆

❆

Season’s Greetings from...

Dump Hours
Dec. 25 & 26 - CLOSED   Jan. 1 - CLOSED

Regular Hours: 10am - 6pm daily

Hay River Disposals Holiday Schedule
December 24................Whole Town Garbage Pickup
December 25, 26 & 27....No pick up
December 31................Whole Town Garbage Pickup
January 1, 2 & 3............No pick up

On January 1st Philly (short for 
Phillipa, better than ‘Pip’ or 
the gross ‘Lippa’ or, worst of 
all, ‘Lippy’) had started her 

planning for Christmas two thousand and 
nine. A precise, energetic, fairly cheer-
ful and chipper twenty-seven year-old, 
she harboured no doubts that she could 
successfully bring just about any plan she 
made to a happy conclusion; planning a 
complete and

fantastic Christmas to perfection and 
ultimate fruition should be no diff erent 
or more diffi  cult than any of the other 
functions in her well ordered life. Planning 
well in advance, taking into consideration 
all possible contingencies or infl uences 
when detailing each section of said plan, 
using time-lines, blocking specifi c periods 
throughout the year with specifi c comple-
tion dates for each function or step along 
the way, allowing ‘spare’ and/or ‘extra’ slots 
of time - a day or two here, a few hours 
there - would ensure workability and a 
grand fi nale!

It is possible that tempting the Fates is 
one of the great human frailties.

It is possible that the contempation of 
human arrogance (inasmuch as planning 
one’s orderly life can be construed as ‘arro-
gance‘) is one passtime most available and 
attractive to the Fates. 

It is possible that Philippa Crane’s sweet 
and well-intentioned dream of a perfect 
Christmas and her bouncy, sometimes 
annoying self-confi dence came up on the 
Fates’ scanners as a little starry-shaped 
blip and set off  a tiny tinkle of sound that 
alerted some of those rather bored Fates 
as they lazed around just waiting for … 
“something to happen!”

It is also certainly possible that for 
whichever human on that little blue 
planet, swarming with such energetic, 
oft en mis-guided activity, whichever little 
human caught the attention of even one of 
the lesser Fates, there would be … conse-
quences.

Of course, Philly didn’t have a clue that 
her Grand Plan of Christmas could or 
would be of any interest to anyone other 
than those who would eventually be in-
volved. As involvement for those in her 
sights would not occur for many months 
yet, there really was no reason why Philly 
should have any qualms or particular 
thoughts of pitfalls as she pulled out the 

new daily 
planner she’d 
purchased for 
herself and 
began her 
entries. Th ere were three hundred and 
fi ft y-nine days from January 1 to Decem-
ber 25: Philly fi gured that if she put in one 
to one-and-a-half hours a day for the fi rst 
hundred days on implementing the Plan 
she would have accomplished all the initial 
stages and by March 10 would be in good 
shape, ready to kick up her time invest-
ment to the next level. By the beginning 
of March she intended to have all travel 
information to hand ready for mailing to 
the unsuspecting recipients on her list. 
Th e information would include details of 
fl ights and accommodation, dates, any 
shots or health data that might be needed, 
planned activities that could be enjoyed, 
any costs that would be individual respon-
sibilities and anything else she came upon 
as she went along that would be important 
or useful.

While she waited over the next sixty days 
to receive confi rmation (or regrets) from 
those invited, she would be working on 
her budget, perhaps fi nding a few extra 
jobs or shift s if it looked like the costs were 
going to increase more than anticipated. 
She would also be starting on her gift  list. 
Philly had given considerable thought to 
this aspect of the Plan, for though of a gen-
erous nature, she reallized that the whole 
exciting thing was her gift , that her budget 
had limits and that hauling large gift s 
to a fantastic holiday destination would 
only add to the costs of travel, especially 
with all the new baggage restrictions the 
current economic situation had brought 
into play. So she had decided to make, as 
far as possible, small, light-weight items 
that would be acceptable and bright as all 
her guests gathered about a sumptuous 
breakfast on a bright sunny morning with 
warmth all round them: Christmas Day 
extraordinaire!

“And no SNOW!” she said aloud as she 
pondered the daily planner.

   
 * * *

Th e Fates stirred, glancing at each other. 
’No snow!’? Th at was interesting. Why was 
it that the life forms on this dinky little 
planet always wanted something other 
than what was normal for its physical 

laws, any-
way? Wasn’t 
it enough that 
those scrappy 
little humans 

were always bemoaning their emotional or 
intellectual or personal physical conditions 
without forever wanting the weather of the 
place to be something other than what it 
was or the season or the current rotation - 
what did they call it? ah, yes, “the year” - to 
be other than it was.

“It seems rather to me,” remarked an 
elderly Fate as he thought his couch into a 
more suitable position allowing for a better 
view of the Subject, “as though this Subject 
is a bit demanding.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” piped up a much 
younger Fate, leaning way over the cloud 
edge and drumming his shapely lower legs 
up and down, causing the pretty young 
Fate to his left  to eye his gleaming golden 
torso with just a modicum of lustful 
interest. “Pushing that white stuff  around 
for the better part of two seasons must 
become wearying, don’t you think?”

“Humphff ,” said the elder. “What would 
you know of it? We do not have to bother 
with such minute nuisances.”

“Quite true,” mused a matronly Fate 
rising from her couch and gliding - in a 
stately manner - to the edge. “But suppose 
for a moment, that the white stuff  - the 
snow, I believe the Subject was referring to 
- was here? What would we do with it?”

“Push it around?” grinned the young 
Fate. “Might be fun!”

“Fun? Fun? What sort of ‘fun’ could we 
have with snow?” rasped a second elder 
Fate, sitting upright for the fi rst time in 
a couple of centuries and throwing his 
bandy legs over the side of his couch. “I 
tell you, this is foolish and a waste of time, 
watching this Subject. She has done noth-
ing to provide us with any real interest; 
I do not understand why we are paying 
attention to her when there are so many, 
many more who could be far more enter-
taining.”

“Here, here,” rumbled from a group of 
middle-aged, middle-of-the-road male 
Fates gathered beside a large viewing port 
that gave them a three-sixty of the planet’s 
northern hemisphere. Th ey were engaged 
in a little sport which involved fl icking 
their hands and altering the course of  an 
ice hockey puck at the last second, defl ect-

ing the black thing off  the corner of a goal 
post allowing it to spin down behind the 
frantic goalie, upsetting the whole game 
and arena as the crowds of screaming fans 
went into dances of glee - or gloom.

“Why do we not put our attention to the 
more southerly realms, perhaps where 
there is some horse racing going on?” one 
of this group proposed.

“Or there might be a sailing contest - it is 
always exciting to see what they do when 
there’s a serious ‘storm at sea’,” suggested 
another.

“Wait, wait!” cried a third with shrill im-
patience. “Filkin owes me on that hockey 
game we just blew up. Pay up, you!”

“Oh, stop your squabbling, for Athena’s 
sake,” said a well-stacked, well-draped fe-
male Fate,  letting go of the dimpled hand 
she was holding and touching quickly the 
creamy cheek of her younger companion. 
Hands on hips, she romped over to the 
males as they gathered up their 

little marble chips, arguing and grum-
bling amongst themselves. “All you ever do 
is wager on this, that and the other, always 
bouncing from one activity to the next that 
these humans partake in. Th ere are some 
things that need attention here, you know. 
Just look around you - this cloud is a mess! 
Th e arches over there are crumbling, 
there are view ports collapsing - can’t you 
give some thought to our maintenance 
instead of your idiotic betting? Besides, I 
have never seen snow, I think. It would be 
something … new.”

“Aaahhh,” breathed the matron Fate. “Let 
us just see about snow.”

    
 * * *

Easter was April 12 and Philly like most 
Northerners had shed as much as pos-
sible of winter’s garb, even thinking briefl y 
of her grandmother’s stories about “new 
hats for Easter”, wondering if it might not 
have been fun to have gone shopping for 
a special spring hat to wear for one day of 
the year: she was utterly un-prepared for 
the dump of heavy wet snow that blan-
keted afresh the entire territory, all down 
the Valley on Easter morning, as, indeed,  
were all other residents. 

“I don’t believe this,” she said  to Chris 
Strong when he picked her up for dinner 
with his parents, Lloyd and Barbara. “I ac-
tually saw the tips of tulips poking through 
on the south side of the house yesterday. 

Christmas Planning 

101
b y  Vi c k y  La to u r
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Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  New  Year
from  the  Management  and  Staff  of

GRIMSHAW  TRUCKING  L.P.
Hay River, NT

Grimshaw Trucking is a subsidiary company of 
Mullen Transportation Ltd.

   www.grimshaw-trucking.com 

Serving the North for over 60 Years   
We look forward to serving your transportation needs for years to come.

Phone:   874-2380      Fax:   874-3820  

Th is is ridiculous. You know, maybe we 
should look at moving to B.C. or some-
where.”

“Oh come on, Philly, you don’t mean 
that,” he chivvied her, backing out of the 
drive with great care and still almost get-
ting stuck. “You don’t, do  you? I mean, 
seriously?”

“Well, I don’t know; sometimes when the 
weather does this sort of un-season-like 
thing, I think I do,” she replied. “I mean, 
we’ve had six months of snow already, 
we get it almost gone, really looking like 
it’s going to be spring - and then this! It 
couldn’t be any worse down south.”

“Yeah, it could,” Chris answered. “We 
could be  having fl oods or tornados or an 
earthquake. We could be out of jobs, not 
fi nd work or be able to aff ord a place to 
live. I really don’t want to start our married 
life in a cramped four-by-four apartment 
with no room to swing a cat, do you?”

He was serious, she realized as she 
looked at him. Th e question of where they 
would live once married (at Christmas in 
the coming December) had surfaced only 
in a cursory manner. Philly was purchas-
ing the small house she lived in currently 
and Chris was now going to take on the 
costs of extensive renovations to turn the 
place into a good, roomy ‘fi rst home’. She 
was quite fond of her small house with its 
substantial lot which allowed for her gar-
dening eff orts - and Chris shared the gar-
dening interest which certainly was a plus 
when it came to ‘shared interests‘. Th ey 
were indeed among the lucky ones with 
jobs that had remained secure through 
the ‘down-turned, almost-recession’ and 
an apparently bright enough future ahead, 
once they had come to the decision that 
they could share it in ‘the bonds of matri-
mony’: taking such a step, was, aft er all, an 
act of confi rmation in the continuation of 
the race, the country and  their small por-
tion of same in the NWT. 

So Philly had reasoned when Chris had 
fi rmly, fi nally suggested marriage a couple 
of weeks previously.

And she had said equally fi rmly, yes, she 
agreed: it would be a sensible thing to do.

She touched his hand on the wheel and 
he clasped her fi ngers.

“No, of course not,” she said, smil-
ing, happy to see his face relax also. She 
looked out at the river winding beside the 
highway, still to all eff ects quite thoroughly 
frozen solid. “It’s just …. I 

don’t know, sometimes I think there 
might be something to living where spring 
does begin in 

March and … well, it’s silly, but I was 
thinking of my grandmother telling 
about wearing a lovely, frilly spring hat at 
Easter, walking in spring-warm sunshine 
to church in shoes, not boots, ploughing 
through piles of fresh snow. Pretty dumb, 
huh?”

“Not really, Phil,” he said, turning into 
the drive of his parents’ home, halting 
the car and turning to put an arm around 
her shoulders,drawing her near. “If you 
truly have some doubts about staying in 
the North, then we need to discuss them. 
Th ere’s still time enough to look for jobs 
south, re-arrange the wedding plans, I 
guess and all that. Hey, come to think of it, 
how’re all the 

Christmas Plans coming - everything still 
on track? What are we now, Day 100?”

“Day 102, to be exact,” she said primly, 
pushing the car door open against the 
bank of snow Chris’s father had stacked 
as he’d cleared a path in the driveway. “Oh 
blast the darn snow!” as she put her shoes-
only feet into it.

    
 * * *

“Th e Subject is not very pleased at your 
little intervention, Clotho, I think,” smugly 
noted the elder Fate, with the slight twitch 
of left  eyebrow and upper lip which indi-
cated amusement in his staid demeanour. 

“You are right, Xenodotus,” Clotho re-
plied with a sly grin. “Nor did it please our 
companions of the mid-age, I notice.” 

“Indeed it did not,” once more the elder 
Fate was actually almost chuckling as he 
watched the various results of Clotho’s 
white, wet diversion. “Just how many 
debtors did you pressure into your service 

for this display? Upon Zeus, I have not 
seen those Fates move with such energy in 
… well, in ages!” he exclaimed as Filkin, 
Tartarus, Labdaco and the rest of the 
gambling set fl oundered in the snow as 
they were driven to clearing the stuff  away 
by the group of suddenly energetic female 
Fates, all of whom had risen from their 
couches and were gracefully employed in 
dusting the snow off  their hair and fl owing 
tunics. 

“Oh, you know,” Clotho said casually, “ 
the Weather Gods are notoriously easily 
bored and it took very little … ‘encour-
agement’ to get them to brew up a storm 
down there and up here.” She bent, scoop-
ing up a handful of the glistening crystals, 
shaping them in her elegant hands. “I 
wonder ….” she murmured, fi xing her 
gaze on Filkin. 

“Clotho,” cautioned Xenodotus divining 
her intentions. “Clotho, really this is not 
the behaviour of an elder Fate, certainly 
not of …“ his words trailed off , as with un-
erring aim, Clotho’s snowball fl ew across 
space to land squarely in the centre of 
Filkin’s back. “….. a goddess,” he fi nished 
faintly. 

“You are quite right, old Fate-friend,” 
she wiped her hands down the sides of 
her robe. “But - what’s the point of being 
a Fate and a goddess if one cannot  - how 
do those humans put it? ‘shake things up’ 
- once in a great while? I think we should 
move away, don’t you?” she added as a 
full-fl edged snowball fi ght erupted around 
them.

   
 * * *

By the end of May, spring had duly and 
properly arrived in the North, the south-
ern North certainly, with rivers freed once 
more of ice and the lushness of the new 
season advancing slowly down the Valley 
to the Beaufort. Philly watched with plea-
sure as daily the tulips she had carefully 
planted in the fall pushed their pale green 
heralds of life through the soil beneath the 
windows of her house and buds formed. 
May 31 was  Day 151: 208 days left  to 
December 25. 

Response to her original invitations had 
been surprisingly good with a third of the 
persons she had invited to take part in 
the Great Christmas Plan enthusiastically 
agreeing that Christmas in Bermuda was a 
wonderful idea and they’d be joining her. 
Another third had expressed sincere inter-
est but could not commit entirely until 
at least the end of June; of the remaining 
number, half had said absolutely they 
could not possibly come and the other half 
had said they would consider the idea over 
the summer and let her know in the fall, 
if that was all right. When  she and Chris 
had become engaged and now planned 
to be married at Christmas in Bermuda, 
she had very quickly up-dated her info-
packages, noting that getting married had 
not been in her original Plan, but as now it 
was, she hoped some of her invitees would 
be persuaded to make the trip adding to 
her own and Chris’s happiness with their 
presence. 

Th e number had jumped to a full two-
thirds of the list she had fi rst compiled and 
to whom she’d sent invitations. 

Th e list had also increased as there was 
now all of Chirs’s family to be included. 

Costs were increasing in parallel.
Philly did a lot of calculating in her head 

and on paper. 
She took a lot of aspirin over a period of 

about a week as she re-worked everything 
and examined her bank account  from 
every possible angle.

She went back over her Plan again and 
again, held long discussions with her travel 
agent, looking for any areas where some 
savings might be made.

Th ere weren’t many.
She found Chris under her feet a great 

deal as he began all the calculations and 
ordering of materiel for the expansion and 
renovations to the house they planned 
(once the development was approved and 
neighbours agreed they could add on). 
Chris expected to start building early in 
July providing all the supplies arrived, the 
weather held and he didn’t get sent out of 
town on his job for too many days. While 

the two of them were extremely compati-
ble in most areas of ideas, ideals, domestic-
ity, politics, food and sleeping habits, there 
were areas, Philly began to realize, that 
presented curves and squiggles rather than 
the nice, tidy straight lines of agreement 
that generally marked their alliance.

For instance, the question of where the 
kitchen sink should be placed as Chris 
surged ahead with re-design. 

Th e question constituted their fi rst really 
serious argument. 

Chris stumped off  to his apartment and 
forthwith booked himself out on the road 
for the next six days; Philly went home to 
her mother’s for ‘tea-and-sympathy’ and a 
dose of common sense delivered with an 
unusually brisk tone of no-nonsense about 
it.

“My dear Phillipa,” Angela Crane said 
as she poured a second cup of tea into 
the pretty china cup and handed it to her 
daughter, “didn’t I give you that book to 
read, J.M. Barrie’s ‘What Every Woman 
Knows’? Did you read it?”

“Yes, ages ago, Mom. What’s that got to 
do with Chris and me and my kitchen 
sink?”

“Oh, come now, Philly; surely I pointed 
out the message if you didn’t get it  your-
self?”

Philly frowned, disappointed at her 
mother’s apparent inability to see the enor-
mity of the sink. She also tried searching 
her memory a little - her  mother did not 
usually give her ‘things to read’ without 
some purpose, hidden or otherwise: there 
must have been something in Barrie’s play 
that held some little nugget, she supposed.

“Th ere’s a little something that all wives 
or women-about-to-be-wives learn, 
darling,” Angela Crane continued, watch-
ing her daughter’s face and thinking how 
lovely the girl was - when she smiled. “It’s 
not really a trick, though I suppose some 
modern psychologist or such would say 
it’s manipulation - and I’m quite sure we 
laughed about it when you read it; I think 
you were seeing that Tim fellow at the 
time.”

“Tim!” Philly spluttered into her tea as 
she remembered the unfortunate Tim. 
“Oh-hh - wait a minute! Th e ‘string of 
pearls’ thing, the ‘making sure ……”

“…..’making sure they think it’s their idea’ 
thing!” the women fi nished together.

“Quite,” Angela said gently, sitting back 
and regarding Philly with what her daugh-
ter always regarded as her ‘quietly trium-
phant look’.

“All right,” Philly said. “As I’m not pre-
pared to give up my window above the 
sink, I simply have to make Chris see that 
spending time at the sink should serve two 
purposes, that is, accomplishing whatever 
the chore that brings me to the sink is and 
being able to observe the garden, birds, 
neighbours, dog, etc., etc., at the same 
time, thus broadening my house-duty time 
to local observation also. And, not only 
does he have to see this, he has ….”

“… to come to that conclusion himself 
and see how much he benefi ts you by 
ensuring you have a good observation post 
and make full and practical use of your 
house-duty time,” her mother concluded. 
Th ey both grinned.

“Did you use it on Dad a lot?” Philly 
asked, perhaps a little timidly.

“Not a lot, but - on occasion. On your 
way now? Back to the computer and the 
Christmas Plan? How’s it going?”

“Becoming very expensive, actually; but 
still ‘do-able’, I think. Mom, if I don’t wear 
a really fancy dress, will you mind?”

“I shan’t mind - just let me know in time, 
so I don’t out-shine the bride, OK?”

“As if you would do that to your daugh-
ter! Mom, do you have any of Grandma’s 
hats still, a fancy, summery one?”

“Oh, darling, I don’t think so - when I 
moved into this place, so much had to go - 
I gave a lot of stuff  to the old Drama Club, 
as I remember. But, you know, I think hats 
have come back a bit; you’d have to go to 
the city to fi nd one, though, I’m sure.”

“Yes, of course, this is so diff erent to the 
old house, I realize. It was just a thought 
- don’t worry about it. Love  you - thanks 
for tea.” 

   
 * * *

Clotho laid back on her couch, her usu-
ally serene expression pensive. Xenodotus 
knew that look of old: it never boded well 
- for someone, Fate or god or human.

“Clotho, what are you thinking?” he 
demanded. 

“Why nothing in particular,” came the 
guiless reply.

“Don’t play coy with me, Clotho; I know 
that look,” the elder Fate responded with 
asperity. “You are planning something; 
I want to know who it is that has piqued 
your interest to such an extent! Besides, it 
is so quiet at present with the young ones 
all napping - or whatever it is they’re up 
to, which probably isn’t napping at all, or 
anything like, for all I know!”

“You know, Xenodotus, I do believe you 
are bored!” the goddess chided.

“And if I am?” muttered the cranky, aging 
Fate. 

“It never does for a Fate to be bored, old 
friend,” Clotho said, raising herself suf-
fi ciently to bring  a goblet to her lips. 

Xenodotus sighed as he reached for his 
refreshment. 

“I despise that description, ‘old’, you 
know, Clotho. But, sadly, it is true; the 
milenia just keep slipping past and nothing 
seems to change much or off er challenge 
anymore. Nothing seems to have anything 
‘new’ about it, don’t you know? Quite 
honestly, there hasn’t been any entertain-
ment here since you brought in that dump 
of snow!”

Clotho allowed herself a slow smile and a 
small - very small - giggle. 

“It was rather fun, was it not?” she said, 
turning her full attention on Xenodotus. 
“Actually, I was just checking in on that 
Subject again.”

“And…??” Xenodotus prompted.
“Well, I was thinking ….” Clotho edged 

her couch closer to his and dipped her 
hand into the cloud fl oor, opening a new 
viewing port.

   
 * * *

June swelled with green as rain fell only 
as needed, days warmed in tandem with 
their lengthening, the great lake cleared 
of ice, summer rushed down the Valley, 
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wishes everyone a

Happy Holiday Season!
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Holiday Hours
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...For a fun-filled holiday season!

HOLIDAY HOURS
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Emergency Service Call: 
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7 Willow Road Hay River, NT X0E 0R6

settled to nests and things cleared be-
tween young lovers, including Philly and 
Chris. Th e kitchen sink stayed in its spot 
below the kitchen window, Chris having 
re-thought his design as Philly had subtly 
noted the benefi ts of natural light at the 
sink and the pleasure to be derived from 
glances at the developing seeds in the 
vegetable patch as one raised one’s eyes 
from scrubbing a pot or peeling a potato. 
Approval had come for the planned ad-
dition and renovations, materiel arrived, 
Chris began his work with the help of 
his father and the best man-to-be, close 
friend Randy. Philly worked the garden 
in between some extra part-time work 
several evenings a week and as the month 
advanced, things were peaceful. Philly 
planned a trip to Edmonton in early July 
in the company of her mother: at the top 
of her list, searching for the beautiful hat 
that haunted her secret vision of her wed-
ding ensemble.

Th e Great Christmas Plan was more or 
less on track by June 21, Day 172, and the 
couple joined friends on the shore of the 
lake observing the summer solstice. As all 
watched a golden sunrise just aft er four in 
the morning, the world seemed a peaceful, 
glorious place, where,  for a brief space, 
while troubles and worries which beset 
many of those present receded. Silence 
fell among them for moments, couples 
drawing close to each other, singles fi nding 
hands to hold as they watched the new 
day’s light falling on the roosting gulls on 
the off -shore sandbar, turning the white of 
those small bodies to a blinding gold.  

“Solstice magic,” someone murmured, 
breaking the quiet. 

“Here’s to a grand, happy summer,” 
someone else said more loudly. 

“Raise your glasses,” cried another and, 
wine poured, laughter returned.

Th at Sunday was Father’s Day as well as 
solstice and aft er a few hours sleep, Chris 
was back at his building, until time for the 
evening meal at his parents’, his mother 
doing her annual ‘thing’ of making his 
father’s favourite meal of roast lamb with 
all the trimmings. Th is year, the gathering 
which meant his two sisters and their fam-

ilies, also included Philly and her mother. 
Philly was at ease with her prospective 
new family and had grown quite fond of 
her future parents-in-law: she wasn’t too 
sure of how her mother would react to the 
boisterous youngsters - fi ve of them with 
another on the way - who would soon be 
Philly’s nieces and nephews by marriage. 
Th e next generation, the off spring of the 
two Strong daughters, Janice and Denise, 
ranged in age from thirteen to two and 
could be overwhelming. Th ese children all 
regarded their Uncle Chris with a propri-
etoral manner as the ‘fun-person’ who had 
always been in their lives, able to indulge 
them or ’loosen things up’ and make fam-
ily gatherings so much more bearable. Th e 
presence now of a new female who had a 
diff erent but stronger (and not completely 
understood) claim on this uncle was felt, 
perhaps almost unconsciously, as a pos-
sible threat to family hierarchy and stabil-
ity - well, their stability at least, as it related 
to their enjoyment and the pleasantness of 
family visits. 

Philly should have been less concerned 
about her mother’s sensitivity and ability 
to adjust to the future in-laws and more 
perceptive about the wiles of the younger 
generation she now embraced. With only 
a younger, un-married brother, a few, 
not terribly close cousins, she had little 
experience of inter-family dynamics or 
the potential cunning of children sensing 
change.

Inevitably, conversation amongst the 
future bride, the mother and almost-
mother- and sisters-in-law turned to the 
wedding and the Great Christmas Plan. 
As this conversation heated up, the men 
of the gathering - Chris, his father and 
two brothers-in-law - with some small 
show of discretion, retired to the living 
room, where discussion on Chris’s build-
ing progress dominated. David Yablonski 
retrieved his two year-old son, Hal, from 
a course set to destroy one of his grand-
mother’s large potted plants and dandled 
the child on his knee as he settled near the 
television set. Nathaniel Peters sidled up 
to his grandfather ready to wheedle out of 
the older Strong some tentative promise 

of an aft ernoon jaunt in the grandparent’s 
boat until Bert, his father, intercepted and 
suggested the children either go out to 
the garden or downstairs to the other  tv.  
Th e cousins Lynn and Daisy, daughters of 
Janice Yablonski and Denise Peters respec-
tively, hovered between the women in the 
kitchen and the men in the living room, 
until Lynn, eldest of the young generation 
at thirteen, hearing enough to realize all 
adult attention was defi nitely centred upon 
the plans and doings of the intruder Philly 
and the choice Uncle Chris, signalled her 
brother Cody and the two cousins and all, 
seemingly obedient to Bert’s suggestion, 
headed for the far end of the garden.

Lynn perched on the edge of an old chair 
her grandmother used sometimes when 
working at the raised beds of her vegetable 
garden. Cody and Nathaniel sprawled on 
the ground, Cody poking at a ladybug as 
Nat dug at the soft  soil in between swatting 
mosquitoes; Daisy hauled Trip, the old 
tabby cat into her arms and twirled around 
to Trip’s obvious disgust.

“We have to do something,” Lynn an-
nounced.

“What do you mean - and what about?” 
asked her brother, squinting up at his 
much taller sister, who at only a year or so 
older outstripped him by almost a head.

“About Uncle Chris and that Philly,” came 
the sharp reply.

“Ouch, ouch, take that!“ came from Nat 
fl icking a bloodied mosquito from his 
arm. “What’s wrong with Uncle Chris and 
Philly? Th ey seem OK to me.”

“Oh, they’re OK, sure,” Lynn said with 
surprising adult sarcasm. “Don’t you see? 
Uncle has no time for anything but the 
house, the building, the wedding, Miss 
Philly, Miss Philly, Miss Philly!”

“Isn’t she Aunt Philly now?”  Cody asked.
“Th ey aren’t married yet,” Nat said rea-

soning it out. 
“But we call her aunt already,” Daisy 

noted quietly.
“Yeah, we do, Lynn,” Cody said, “so why 

call her Miss Philly?”
“Th at doesn’t matter,” said his sister in 

exasperation. “Maybe … maybe they won’t 
ever be married.”

“Sure they will when we all go to Ber-
muda,” Nat said.

“At Christmas,” piped his sister, dumping 
the annoyed cat. “At Christmas in the sun! 
Nat, how will Santa get his sleigh to run 
if there’s no snow?”  At eight, Santa still 
loomed large in the little girl’s concept of 
the Season.

“I dunno’; maybe it’ll slide on the sand,” 
her brother answered. 

Meanwhile, Cody looked hard at Lynn. 
His sister had that pugnacious, determined 
look he’d learned to be wary of through the 
years of growing up the younger until Hal 
had arrived; but, with nine years between 
him and the baby, Lynn was still the more 
dominant force in his life - apart from his 
parents, of course. He’d learned that look 
meant Lynn had a particular goal in mind,  
that her mind was already working out a 
path to that goal. As he, or something he 
had or something he was doing she didn’t 
want him to do, or something she planned 
for him to do, he had become well expe-

rienced in either evading being that goal 
or in receiving the full brunt of whatever 
her active mind had devised as her goal. 
Senses sharpened and ‘forewarned being 
forearmed’, Cody left  the ladybug to fl y 
free and cautiously gave his sister his full 
attention, anticipating - well, he wasn’t 
sure what he was anticipating, just that 
Lynn was hatching some plan that would 
somehow involve him; further, his involve-
ment would most probably end in him 
being blamed for whatever transpired. 

He scrambled to his feet, ready to beat 
retreat.

“Stay here,” Lynn hissed. 
Caught in pre-fl ight mode, her brother 

put his foot back to the ground and stared 
at her, waiting.

“Listen to me,” she said, imperious as any 
empress had ever been. As far as Lynn was 
concerned, this was a council of war and 
she was Commander-in-Chief.

Nathaniel and Daisy heard the tone and 
joined Cody at atttention; their cousin’s 
ways had infl uenced their lives through 
the years, too: ‘She who must be obeyed 
…’.

   
 * * *

Filkin slipped his arm around Maronea’s 
waist as they settled on a couch. 

“Do not tickle, Filkin,” the svelte Fate 
admonished. 

Filkin pouted, dropping the off ending 
arm and turning the handsome head away.

“And do not pretend your feelings are 
hurt,” Maronea added, “ for you haven’t 
any!” 

“Cruel Fate!” Filkin cried, standing, ready 
to bounce off  to his next fl irtation.

“Pawsh,” Maronea laughed, jerking the 
edge of his quite short tunic. “Run along, 
childish one, perhaps Sappho will give you 
the time of a century; she does look a bit 
doleful, alone over there.” 

“So perchance I will, ungrateful maid,” he 
retorted, glancing towards the languid Fate 
curled provocatively on a crimson couch 
of rather large dimensions. He was about 
to move away when all the younger Fates 
were startled by a sound none had heard 
in eons. It came from the far side of the 
cloud, beyond one of the recently repaired 
and re-gilded arches leading to an area 
where the elder Fates were more frequently 
to be found. Maronea rose to stand beside 
FiIlkin; Sappho raised her head; Tartarus, 
Labdaco dropped their gaming chips and 
the ever-industrious (for a Fate!) Valeria 
(she who had wanted the columns and 
arches repaired) stopped her tidying as all 
of the group stood silent and wondering. 

“Was that Xenodotus ….. laughing?” 
Tartarus fi nally asked.

“Someone laughed,” ventured Valeria. 
“Well, I think it was …. laughing.” 

Th e Fates moved slowly towards  the 
arch, Filkin and Valeria in the lead. Filkin 
peered around the column cautiously. 
Some distance ahead of them, near the 
edge of their fl oating realm the group of 
elder Fates were gathered round Xenodo-
tus and Clotho, the goddess. Th e faces of 
the half dozen elders other than the two 
seated on their couches showed various 
states of surpsie, merriment; the younger 
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We hope you and your loved ones celebrate  
a warm and happy holiday together.  
May health and good fortune follow  
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Fates moved towards their elders. 
“Ah, you’ve returned from your frolick-

ing, have you?” called goddess Atropos, 
next senior to Clotho. 

“About time, too,” muttered the second 
male elder Fate, who was constantly in a 
state of grumpiness.

“Come along, you lot, come here,” beck-
oned Clotho. “Obviously your interest has 
been aroused, has it not?”

“Ehhh, yes, it has rather,” agreed Filkin, 
as the young ones came up.

“We thought we heard … laughing?” 
Maronea said hesitantly. Most of the elder 
Fates were not prone to laughter, the 
younger ones had found. At least, if they 
were (and all agreed amongst themselves 
that the elders must, at some time, fi nd 
entertainment in the lives of the humans 
upon which they visited their atttention), 
laughing out loud in the presnce of the 
younger ones occurred only very rarely. 

Th e young Fates had never quite come up 
with a reason for this apparent reticence 
on the part of their elders.

“Do you remember,” Clotho asked ran-
domly, “that snowfall we had a little while 
ago?”

“Remember?” almost shouted Filkin. 
“Oh, yes, we defi nitely remember!”

“It was most enjoyable,” joined in Lab-
daco.

“It was most certainly not,” contradicted 
Sappho, roused to protest. “I was soaked!”

“So you were,” laughed Maronea.
“Enough!” Xenodotus raised his voice. 

“Be still, all of you; listen to Clotho.”
“Th e Subject of the time is still of inter-

est to us,” Clotho stated. “And actually 
has provided the opportunity for a small 
experiment.”

“Is that the one who is planning a 
fanciful excursion in their winter?” asked 
Tartarus.

“Indeed; more than that, the Subject has 
expanded the plans to include her mar-
riage during that pleasant little journey,” 
Clotho continued.

“But it seems,” Xenodotus took up the 
tale, “it seems there is the possibility of 

disruption!”
“In the person of one small human child, 

related to the future groom,” fi nished 
Atropos.

“Is there going to be a quarrel, a fi ght, 
maybe?” Filkin asked, eagerly.

“I’ll lay odds - “ began Labdaco at once.
“Stop that,” the grumpy elder almost 

yelled. 
“Is someone going to be hurt?” asked  

Sappho suspiciously. “Th eir blood is so 
messy.”

“No, no, I am sure it will not come to 
that,” Clotho answered. “We are just going 
to give a little push, maybe, and see what 
they do with it.” She gestured the group to 
settle as with a slight wave from her, the 
view port extended.

   
 * * *

Th e evening of June 21, 2009 would al-
ways remain in the Strong and Crane fam-
ily memories as, if not really disastrous, at 
least the beginning of the miserable events 
which the following months produced.  A 
time would no doubt come in the future 
(if the Fates were kind!) when they would 
recall with humour the occurrences - but 
that would take time. 

Lynn and Nathaniel had fi nally coaxed 
their grandfather into an outing in the 
boat and as it was comfortably warm with 
only a light breeze, the trip was duly orga-
nized. Barbara Strong and Angela Crane, 
the pregnant Denise along with a sleepy 
Hal chose to stay quietly at home, while 
the rest of the crew went off  to take Lloyd’s 
pride and joy, the Letty, out onto the calm, 
enticing lake. Lynn had neatly manipu-
lated herself to a seat beside her uncle and 
Nat settled on his other side leaving Philly 
to sit beside Janice. Cody was next to his 
grandfather, his father David behind them 
while Bert Peters hung onto Daisy. Th ey 
bore west, Lloyd thinking a spin to Six 
Mile Creek would be about right for the 
fi rst real summer outing. Th e chance of 
landing at the creek was highly unlikely, 
Lloyd knew, as there was far too much 
drift  wood and debris in the water close 

to the shoreline to allow a safe passage; 
as it was, even a kilometre out he needed 
to keep a sharp eye for half-submerged 
logs. On the return run to the mouth of 
the Hay, Lynn persuaded her uncle to get 
Lloyd to land at the park beach. Th e kids 
spilled out, racing up to the playground, 
greeting friends already there; the adults 
stretched their legs, too, Philly quickly 
joining her fi ance to stroll along the shore 
alone, a situation soon interrupted as Lynn 
ran up to take her uncles hand and atten-
tion.

Janice and her father stood watching 
as the two younger fathers rounded up 
Cody, Nat and Daisy, waving to Chris and 
Philly ‘time to go‘. Loading up again, Philly 
was just about to move onto the seat with 
Chris when a sudden bump toppled her 
against the gunwhale. Somehow she lost 
her footing and in the next instant she 
went over the side. 

Aghast, the adults as well as the children 
were silent for a second and then Chris 
was leaning over frantically groping for 
Philly. She surfaced safely a few metres 
from the boat, swam a few strokes, found 
bottom and was quickly hauled back on 
board, not really much worse for her 
dunking, still a bit shaken. Jackets were 
swift ly thrown about her, David  pushed 
them off  and Lloyd headed for the marina 
where they tied up. 

Lynn was heading to the prow to beat 
Cody or Nat from the seat beside their 
grandfather when her mother’s hand 
settled on her shoulder. “Sit here beside 
me, Lynn,” Janice said. Ready to be defi ant, 
the girl recognized the warning in her 
mother’s eyes and subsided, to stay petu-
lantly silent for the rest of the evening.

Philly, usually ‘health as a horse’, ended 
up with a cold, whether from her un-
planned dose of still slightly cold river or 
because she was, to use an old-fashioned 
term of her mother’s, “a bit run down”.  
Certainly her stress levels were up, as were 
Chirs’s. Her Christmas Planner was fi lling 
with scratched out entries, lines of cryptic 
notes and columns of fi gures; the days 

were passing - by the end of June, as 181 
gone by, more than half the time to Christ-
mas had disappeared. Of the invitees who 
had promised to respond by the end of 
June, fi ve out of the nine had responded 
positively and the latest quotes from the 
resort hotel in Bermuda had increased 
substantially with the additional costs of a 
wedding luncheon. Chris was out of town 
again with his work, slowing the building 
of the addition, though he put in very long 
hours over the weekend, his father work-
ing steadily with him. 

Th ere was little time or opportunity for 
the couple to relax as Philly took on yet 
another half shift  during the weekends. 

Th e Strong family had developed a 
small tradition which during the summer 
involved a family gathering for at least 
one meal on the weekends, disrupted only 
by occasional absences of one family or 
another if on holiday or away on business. 
Th e routine was maintained from the last 
week of June until the last week of Sep-
tember. Much as Philly enjoyed becoming 
part of the new family, she found herself 
longing for time she and Chris could share 
together without the whole tribe. Espe-
cially she was fi nding, now school was 
out, that Lynn quite oft en turned up at her 
house to spend time sitting close to wher-
ever Chris was working, having biked over 
ahead of the family  function. Th e girl also 
glued herself to her uncle when all were 
gathered. Janice noticed her daughter’s 
behaviour and that Cody didn’t seem to be 
much in Lynn’s company anymore. 

What his mother did not know was 
that Cody had fi nally asserted his twelve 
year-old male authority and refused to be 
a cohort in Lynn’s scheme to rid them of 
‘Miss Philly-Nilly’. 

“Why would you want to?” he demanded 
of his sister. “Uncle Chris is going to marry 
her and that’s his business, isn’t it?”

“He’s not going to marry her!” Lynn cried 
fi ercely. “He’s not!”

“Don’t be so dumb, Lynn. You can’t stop 
them.”

● Turn to Page 16
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to our contributors and sponsors and to all Hay River 
residents from the Hay River Museum Society

Once more the Board of the Museum Society extends compliments of the season to the many 
people, businesses and organizations whose continued contributions and help have enabled the 

operation of the Hay River Heritage Centre through the past year. The board is particularly grateful to 
the volunteers whose work is not always obvious but is so very valuable and without which we would not 

function so successfully!
Three new additions to our outdoor displays were added in 2009: a steel-hulled fishing boat, the old CNR 

caboose and a fisherman’s toboggan. The first two items need a lot of refurbishing which will come with time 
and effort; all three certainly add to the story of our heritage and development. The grounds have had a good bit 
of attention this season and are slowly improving, especially around the rear of the building and the outdoor dis-

plays. Indoors, we’ve added a few more pieces to various displays as well as completing a full inventory and, most 
importantly, listing every single item in the collections. This data will be entered on computer into the special 

catalogue programmes used nationally and internationally. Our thanks, too, to the many individuals who have 
generously donated items to the collection.

Among the events held this year were an art display, photo display, stitchery display - and we appreciate especially 
the persons who contributed to these displays. For the second year in succession we were able to accommodate the 

Travelling Story-Tellers, events which have proved most popular. We also wish to thank the many musicians who gave 
of their talents, adding much pleasure to some of the events.

The coming year marks our tenth anniversary as a viable and integral part of this community’s life. We are planning to 
celebrate our first decade of operation with a special event or display each month of 2010 - the Board extends an 

invitation to all residents to attend the events, view the displays. Watch for further information.

Contributors:
Royal Canadian Legion • Kiwanis Club of Hay River • Lions Club of Hay River • Rotary 

Club of Hay River • Rings Drug Store • Hub Publications • Chris Brodeur • GNWT-
Department of Education, Culture & Employment • The Source • Carter 

Industries Limited • Hamlet of Enterprise • Your Planner • Alex Pinto • Alice 
Mains • Mark LeBlanc • Duane Mackie • Alison Hopkins • The many 
Ladies of Hay River who bake and serve at High Tea • Kyle Reid • 

Tom Gross • Matco • Northland Utilities • Bassett Petroleum 
• Midnight Petroleum • DJSS-Shop • Gertie Thom-

son • MacDonald & Associates • Concept 
Consulting
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House of Commons
Room 930, Confederation Bldg
Ottawa, ON  K1A 0A6
1-866-992-4587
fax: (613) 992-1586
bevind@parl.gc.ca

Dennis Bevington - MP Western Arctic
Constituency Office
4908 49th St., PO Box 1986
Yellowknife, NT X1A 
1-800-661-0802
fax: (867) 920-4233
bevind1@parl.gc.ca

Wishing you and 
your family 

Season’s Greetings 
and a safe and 

Happy New Year

To our clients & residents of  
Hay River & 

surrounding communities, we extend 
Best Wishes for a joyous holiday season 

10 Gagnier Street Hay River, NT   874-6746

December 24 - Closed at 3pm
December 25 - 28 Closed

December 29, 30 - Regular Hours
December 31 - Closed at 3pm

January 1 - Closed

&
Our Christmas hours:
Dec.24 - Christmas Eve - 8am-8pm
Dec.25 - Christmas Day - 11am-5pm
Dec.26 - Boxing Day - 11am-5pm
Dec.27 - Sunday - 9am-10pm
Dec.28 - Monday - 9am-11pm
Dec.29 - Tuesday - 9am-11pm
Dec.30 - Wednesday - 9am-11pm
Dec.31 - New Years Eve - 9am-11pm
Jan.1    - New Years Day - 11am-5pm
Jan.2    - Saturday - 9am-11pm
Jan.3    - Sunday - 9am-11pm
Jan.4    - Monday - Regular Hours 7am-11pm

Phone:875-4888
Fax: 875-4889

SUPER A
FOODS

Phone:874-3732

SUPER A
GAS EXPRESS

Seasons Greetings and 
Thank you to everyone in  

the Town of Hay River and 
Katlodeeche First Nation

All the best in 2010

25 Studney Drive Hay River, NT
Phone: 874-3243

THE DJSS PARENT ACTION COMMITTEE  » gathered for the lighting of the “Memory Tree” outside the RCMP 
Detachment on Thursday night. Each white light is dedicated to a loved on who has passed on. The list of 
names can be found at DJSS, as well as at the library. 

DIANA YEAGER PHOTO 

A TREE TO REMEMBER
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The Hay River Elks  
would like to thank all the bingo 

players who supported their  
TV Bingo this year.

Your participation allowed us to 
contribute over $100,000 back 

to our community.

 Happy New Year
Merry Christmas &

We wish you  

the best of the 

Holiday Season!
The Hay River 

Elks Club

For over 22 years, Northwest Territories families have trusted 
Norland Agencies to care for their insurance needs. Experience for yourself the 
unparalleled service and competitive rates people have come to expect from us.

To all our
INSURANCE, MOTOR VEHICLE
& NORTHWESTEL CUSTOMERS

These are our Christmas Hours:

Wishing you and yours a happy 
and healthy holiday.

62 Woodland Drive  Phone: 874-2101

December 24 - 8:30 - 12pm
December 25-28 - CLOSED
December 29-30 - 8:30 - 5pm
December 31 - 8:30 - 12pm
January 1-3 - CLOSED
January 4  - Regular hours resume

Christmas cheer - 
on a miniature scale

A STREETSCAPE  » in the miniature Town of Fox Hill (above). The Christmas village has been a staple at the home of 
Lenny and Lorna Hill for the past 14 years (above right).

DAVID DOUGLAS PHOTOS 

If you approach the home of Lenny and 
Lorna Hill this Christmas season, you 
may notice caroling polar bears, dancing 
mobiles, and a lights display actively greet-
ing guests and passers-by to the tune of 
Christmas music being played on outdoor 
speakers. Step inside and the entire home 
is lavishly decorated in festive Christmas 
fashion, with garland, hand-decorated 
statues of woodland Father Christmases, a 
tall lighted tree, and the like. But down in 
the basement is where the real magic takes 
form.

Every year Lenny Hill, with the help of 
his wife Lorna, opens up the turn-of-the-
century Pennsylvania Dutch-style town of 

Fox Hill (recently named) to visitors, with 
its numerous amenities and services and 
its bustling economy.

“My younger daughters call it ‘Dad’s 
Crazy Christmas Town’, “ said Mr. Hill. 
Th e kids of the neighborhood notice his 
hobby as well. “Th ey call me the crazy 
Christmas guy. I go a little crazy with the 
decorations.”

“It gives me a way to wind down at the 
end of the year,” commented Hill.

Starting the week aft er Hallowe’en and 
working for a couple of hours each night 
for about two weeks (putting around 16 
hours into the setup), he sets up perhaps 
the largest and most elaborate miniature 
Christmas Village that you will ever see. 

DAVID DOUGLAS

reporter@hayriverhub.com

● See Miniature/Page B15
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Christmas Memory Tree - 2009
Christmas is a time for remembering our loved ones

In Support of The 
Diamond Jenness Parent Action Committee

In Loving Memory of ~  Remembered By
Kole Luke Crook ~ Kim & Clell Crook Sr.
Kole Luke Crook ~ Michelle, Allison, Deanna &              
       Bailee Crook
Anne J. Buggins ~ Eddie & Lillian Lau-a &  
       Family
Carol Carnegie ~ Sister Tina Rewega
Pierre Simpson Sr. ~ Wife Christine Simpson
Lil & Keith Broadhead ~ Curtis, Brenda, Kelly  
       & Families
Hugh St. Arneault ~ Delilah St. Arneault
Harry & Vitaline Clarke ~ Jeanette St. Arneault
Martin & Diane St. Arneault ~ Jeanette St.  
       Arneault
Don, Doreen & Donnie Stewart ~ Brian, Cheryl,  
       Trevis, Chad & Brett
Domonic Schedlosky ~ Brian, Cheryl, Trevis, 
       Chad & Brett
Merle Kyplain ~ Kayla & CJ Maurice
Doug Squirrel ~ Rene, Derek, Darren, Rena &  
       Ben
Connie Loutit ~ Lori Schumann & Kim Crook
Daughter Victoria Hunkin ~ Lori Anne Larocque
Ada “Mom” Gill ~ Del & Anne Gill
Wolf Dautel ~ Warren & Bev Gibb
Frank & Katherine DeFehr ~ Warren & Bev Gibb
Grandpa Gray We love and miss you ~ Rod,  
      Cathy, Krystle, Kyla, Dallas & Phoenix
Tristen Anderson ~ Judy Steele & Steve  
      Anderson
Alice McEvoy  Our special aunt we love and 
miss you ~ Rod & Cathy Gray
Jamie Zebedee ~ The Hub Staff
Rea Dawn Buckley ~ Grandma Liz Buckley
Mike Williams ~ The Williams Family
Rene Desnoyers ~ David, Lucye, Amy & Claire  
     MacDonald
Peggy & Jim Hunt, Leona Atwell, Edith & 
Norman Ewen ~ Trent, Barb, Shailyn & Dalton
Bonnie Chisholm ~ Wendy, Duane & Family
Lynette Storoz ~Duane, Wendy & Family
James (Jr) & James (Sr) Buckley ~ Liz Buckley  
     (mom) & Family
Aalbart van Eck ~ Daughter Margaret,
     Grandsons Ron & Terence
Patrick Willows ~ His Loving Father
Aunt Esther Soetaert ~ Kim Crook & Family
Barney Thomas Pope ~ Stan, Jenny & Family
Maggie MacKinnon ~ Jenny Pope & Kathy  
     Sperry & Families
Tom McNeely ~ Family
Bill Cormack ~ Family
Bev McNeely ~ Family
Dorothy & Arthur Dechief ~ Deb, Danny, 
      Lindsay & Samantha
Joseph & Charlotte Jerome ~ Margaret Jerome
Marguerite & Samuel Simon ~ Margaret Jerome
W.G. Lawrence Twigge ~ The Kruger Family
Margaret Twigge ~ The Kruger Family
Connie Loutit ~ Karen, Greg, Ryan, Curtis, Terry  
     Rowe 
Cecille Henderson ~ Karen, Greg, Ryan, Curtis,  
     Terry Rowe 
Glen Williams ~ The Williams Family
Wally Ring ~ The Ring Family
Grandparents Walter & Klara Malewski ~ Kim  
     Crook & family
Grandparents Bill & Mary Kezar  ~ Kim Crook  
     & family

Bertha Desnoyers ~ David, Lucye, Amy & Claire  
     MacDonald
Nick Irwin ~ Nicole, Jack & Crystal
Peggy Hunt ( Mom & Grandma) ~ Roger & Lynn  
     Readman & Family
John Seagrave ~ Sister Maggie Beaudette
Cy, Jay & Paul  Beaudette ~ Sister Maggie  
     Beaudette
Pierre & Raymond Daigneault ~ Alec & Yvonne  
     Maurice
Lyall Gill ~ Delmar & Anne
Paul Gaede ~ Heather, James, Kendra & Allee
Derek Sherbo ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Armand Dee Gauthier ~ CJ Maurice & Earle  
     Gauthier
John S. Clark ~ Jim Clark & Family
Evelyn A. Lane ~ Penny Lane-Clark & Peter Lane
Rose Daigneault ~ Alec & Yvonne Maurice
Mildred Boden ~ Pete & Ruth Boden & Family
Paul Bolo ~ Sister Maggie Beaudette
Vince Loebach ~ Sister Maggie Beaudette
Nancy Lafleur ~ Wilfred and Family
Lloyd Ozemblowski ~ Sister Maggie Beaudette
My brother, John David Larocque  ~ Dawna  
     O’Brien
Morag and Phonse O’Brien ~ Rod & Dawna  
     O’Brien
Gordon Bolt ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Gordie Loutit ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Grandma & Grandpa - Margaret & Dave Persson  
     ~ Karen, Greg, Ryan, Curtis, Terry Rowe
Keith & Lil Broadhead ~ Karen, Greg, Ryan,  
     Curtis, Terry Rowe 
Patty Gammon ~ Karen, Greg, Ryan, Curtis,  
     Terry Rowe 
Chris Worden ~ Duane, Wendy Morgan &  
     Family
Donald Dawson, Beloved Husband & Father ~ 
      Wife Elizabeth & Daughter Bonnie
MarieAnn Carriere ~ Colette, Brad, Kiera,  
      Kassidy & Ciara
John Mapes ~ Brad, Colette, Kiera, Kassidy &  
      Ciara
Patricia Gammon ~ Her Family
Al Collinson ~ Kelly & Family
Grandma & Grandpa Broadhead ~ Keith, Carisa, 
     Megan, Kayla, Gavin & Chelsea
Ted  Buggins ~ Celine, George, Cheryl, 
     Donald & Children
Phyllis Mullen ~ Theresa Swallow
Shanna MacDonald ~ Dad, Brenda, Keith &  
     Kayla
MarieAnn Carriere ~ Husband John
Laura Haist ~ Dad & Jacquie
Chris Worden ~ DJSS Family
Kelly King Sr. ~ Denis & Tammy Powder
Yvette Roach ~ Family & Friends
Bob McMeekin ~ His Loving Family
Sam Petersen ~ Cindy, Misty & Krystle
Rick Green ~ Carol Green & Family
Irene Malec ~ Carol Green & Family
David P. Villeneuve ~ Loving Wife Mabel &  
     children: Darlene, Darren, Pam & Families
Danny Bodvarson ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Wendy Duford ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Olding Duford ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Dick Mach ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Fred Patterson ~ The Back Eddy Staff

Wendy Mandeville ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Jonah Buhler ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Crystal Ball ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Mary (Betty) Brockway (Nana) ~ Colton &  
     Lyndon Yee
Don Yee (Grandpa) ~ Colton & Lyndon Yee
Gilbert Maurice  & Barbara Whitford~ Big Legs
Charles Smallgeese ~ CJ Maurice
Steve Kovatch ~ Brian, Paulette & Family
Yvette & Hubert Lefebvre ~ Brian, Paulette &  
     Family
George Lirette ~ Chuck. Dorothy, Joseph,  
     Christopher & Andrew
Dunc Coleman ~ Pat & Evellyn Coleman &  
     Family
Aalbart van Eck ~ Evellyn & Pat Coleman &  
     Family
Niece Connie Loutit ~ Margaret Courtoreille,
     Debbie Plumadore & Evellyn Coleman
Our Brother Peter ~ Debbie Plumadore & 
     Evellyn Coleman
Our Aunt Joan Klaver ~ Margaret Courtoreille,
     Debbie Plumadore & Evellyn Coleman
Aalbart van Eck ~ Grada van Eck
Olding Duford ~ Pat & Evellyn Coleman &     
     Family
Viv Sage ~ Dee Dee, Eddie and Shanna
Don Tregidgo~  Wife Evelyn 
Wade Scheller ~ The Scheller Family
Michael McBryan ~ Mother & Father
JJ Sinclair ~ Rodney, Janelle, Kaden, Kale &  
      Rylie
Gordon A. Thompson ~ Your loving Wife Mary  
      Thompson
Gordon Thompson ~ Brenda, Farrah & Kristen
Kelly King ~ Grandmother & Grandad
Thelma Tees ~ Sister Bertha McBryan
Grandad/Dad John Winchester Low ~ Barb,  
     George, Sonia,
Grandad/Dad Barney MacNeil ~ Barb, George,  
     Sonia, Michael,
Grandad & Grandma Mabbitt ~ The Hancock  
     Family
William Hancock ~ Shirley & Family
Don Yee ~ Rob and Kandis Jameson
Irene Balsillie ~ Rob and Kandis Jameson
Kathy Caudron ~ Moose
Lucy Isaac ~ Brad, Colette, Kiera, Kassidy &  
     Ciara
Betty Brockway (Nana) ~ Gavin, Kimberly,  
     Caleb, Tyler & Teegan
John & Mary Pope ~ Stan, Jenny and Kids
Kenny McBryan ~ Red and Bertha McBryan
Crystal Ball ~ Jennifer & Evellyn Coleman
Stu Campbell ~ Ruth & Pete Boden & Family
Pete Boden Sr. ~ Pete & Ruth Boden & Family
John Carroll ~ The Back Eddy Staff
Frank Hirst Sr. ~ The Back Eddy Staff
JJ Sinclair ~ Rodney, Janelle, Kaden, Kale &  
     Rylie
Lynette Storoz Always a special place in my 
heart ~ Candi Carleton
Harper Wilgosh ~ Mommy, Daddy, Tyrell , 
     Walker, Finnley and Fletcher.
Nancy Lafleur ~ Rene Squirrel
Rose Gaudet ~ The Dahl Family
Jacob Byan Webb ~ Webb & Lee Families
Danny Bodvarson ~ CJ Maurice

Mike Paulette ~ The Maurice Family
J.B. “ The Boss” & Albertine “ The Real Boss” 
Maurice ~ The Maurice Family
Edwin Morin Sr. “Eddy Masion” ~ The next 
     door neighbor Patners
Alvina Lepine ~ Brad, Colette, Kiera, Kassidy  
     & Ciara
Alvina Lepine (Mom) ~ the Lepine Family
Mary Temple ~ Your neighbor’s in Paradise  
     Valley
Rick Green ~ Beth, Jan, Lauren & Sean
John Ashcroft ~ Ashcroft Family
Kelly King Sr. ~ Mom & Dad
Marguerite Powder ~ Powder Family
Annie Lafferty ~ Wayne, Charlene, Keenan &  
     Mathew
Elmer Buckley ~ Agnes Buckley (mom)
Cecille Henderson ~ Tim, Donna & Family
Garry Longe ~ Emilia Longe (wife) & Roxie
Bud Burnstad ~ Rob and Kandis Jameson
Pierre and Jessie Burnstad ~ Rob and Kandis  
     Jameson
Sherbo ~ Terry G & Family
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
Jim Hunt ~ Roger & Lynn Readman & Family
Jim Beaulieu ~ Your Wife Annie
Fred Beaulieu ~ Your Mother Annie
Edna Larocque ~ Margaret Powder
Our Sister Mary Enns ~ Irene & Tony Agostinho
Shirley King ~ Margaret Powder
Perry Monkman ~ Jared, Morgan, Catherine
Raymond Charest ~ Family
Mom & Dad Dohey ~ Melvin, Brenda, Keith &  
     Kayla
Shane Wesley Sloat ~ Mom & Bill
Shane Wesley Sloat ~ Darryl, Jessie, Mitchell,
     Taylor & Jacoba
Shane Wesley Sloat ~ Leighann,Brenitta  
     &Tristan
Shane Wesley Sloat ~ Dad Dwight
Shane Wesley Sloat ~ Aunt Shirley, Ivan & Jeff
Devon  Tregidgo ~ Tregidgo Family
Jeane Kerr ~ Kim & Terry & Kids
Donald Tregidgo ~ Tregidgo Family
Raymond Whelan ~ Tregidgo Family
Patty Gammon ~ From her friends
Eileen Olsen ~ Allan & Bev Schofield
Phil & Miriel Dye ~ Keefe/Gelderman
Albert P./ Kathleen Letto ~ The Gibbons
Gwen & Roxanne Ruttle ~ Brenda McCauley &   
     Ron Ruttle
Walter Boyko ~ Pam, Larry & Kristoffer Scobey
Chris Worden ~ DJSS Family
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
Joanne Margaret (Ostler) Walz ~ Your sister,  
    Jane Groenewegen
Our Friend Dougie Henderson ~ Rick & Jane  
     Groenewegen & Family
Mamie Munro ~ Larry, Donna & Family
Jim Beaulieu ~ Frank & Louise-Ann Larocque
Marilyn Sanderson ~ Frank & Louise-Ann  
     Larocque
Ned & Winnie Fraser ~ Robert, Lori, Emily &  
     Ian Fraser
Chad L. Clarke ~ Mom Mabel
Robert William (Joe) & Alec Clifford Clarke & 
Noreen Foster ~ Sister Mabel

Thanks to everyone for participating in this special Christmas Memorial. Special thanks to the Hay River RCMP Detachment, 
Greenway Realty, Northland Utilities Ltd., Hub Publications Ltd., Local Dignitaries, The Public Library, DJSS Students & Local 

Businesses and all the DJPAC Members and Helpers.

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year
Thank you for your support
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The Holiday Season’s
Water Delivery

Schedule Changes:

Anyone going away for holidays
please notify our office - 874-6379

With these schedule changes in mind, please ensure that 
vehicles are not left blocking access to your water inlets.

Season’s Greetings &
Best Wishes for 2010

from the Management & Staff of

KEITH’S WATER SERVICE

Regular deliveries scheduled 
for Friday, December 25 

will be done on
Thursday, December 24

NO DELIVERIES CHRISTMAS DAY
Regular schedule back in effect Dec. 26 

Regular schedule deliveries 
for Friday, Jan. 1

 will be done on Thursday, Dec. 31
Regular schedule resumes on

Saturday, Jan. 2, 2010

On behalf of my family  
and the people of the Deh Cho.

 I wish you all the best of season  
and happy holidays.

May this season of giving bring the happiest 
of moments and the warmest of memories to 

keep in your heart all year long.

Phone: 867-669-2267
michael_mcleod@gov.nt.ca

In Focus: Christmas in Hay River

MEMBERS OF THE ASSUMPTION CHURCH CHOIR  » perform at the Christmas Concert at the NWT Centennial 
Library on Friday night, accompanied by Romy Lepak on guitar and Bruce Green on piano.

DAVID DOUGLAS PHOTO 

FIVE-MONTH OLD ETHAN  » is all 
smiles after meeting Santa Claus 
on Dec. 12 at True Value. 

YELLOWKNIFE’S  » Jessica Mandev-
ille plays a little ragtime on the 
fi ddle during Friday night’s concert 
at the NWT Centennial Library (left 
photo). 

Students from Ecole Boreale per- »
form during their annual Christmas 
Concert at the Hay River Commu-
nity Hall on Thursday night.

FAR LEFT PHOTO BY 
ANDY SPIRIDONICA/

LEFT PHOTO BY 
DAVID DOUGLAS/

BOTTOM PHOTO BY 
PATRICK POISSON
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The Monster 
       says

Merry Christmas!

MONSTER RECREATIONAL  
PRODUCTS LTD.

926 MACKENZIE HIGHWAY
HAY RIVER, NT X0E 0R3

PH:867-874-2771 Toll Free:866-
327-0717 Fax:888-405-8395 

Cell:867-875-2599 
www.monsterrec.com

RECREATIONAL PRODUCTS
Go Monster or Go Home.

We will be open until 3pm on

Christmas Eve
Great Stocking stuffers, DVDs,  

Outergear, Add ons to your sled.

 We will be closed on  
Dec. 25-28 & on Jan. 1

Ph: 874-2609 Fax: 874-2613Coca-Cola Distributor

His collection had grown each year 
since the fi rst set fourteen years ago, start-
ing with four initial pieces that are this 
year scattered throughout approximately 
90 buildings, a zoo, a hockey stadium, 
regular rail service, a ski resort with 
working tram, and much more. All pieces 
are made by Lemax, except for the ski 
hills and gondola which are from Depart-
ment 56.

Fox Hill comes to life with lights in each 
building and animated fi gurines playing 
in the snow - whether they are skating on 
the outdoor ice rink in the village centre 
or alpine skiing and tobogganing on the 
slopes at the edge of town, or performing 
various other activities. Around 200-300 
small pieces, including the town’s resi-
dents, animals, vehicles, and vegetation, 
constitute the majority its occupants who 
“live” an outdoor-oriented lifestyle.

Above the town a projection of north-
ern lights dances across the ceiling and 
the wall, with a backdrop painted at the 
base. Every year, Mr. Hill paints a new 
panoramic backdrop and places it on Fox 
Hill’s outer perimeter against the wall.

Th e Hills add to the collection each year 
through purchases of coveted pieces and 
reception of gift s (they must be easy to 
shop for). Th e new additions this year 
include a Montréal Canadiens hockey 
stadium and approximately 30 other new 
pieces, mostly buildings, given to the Hills 
from Monica Eluik at Home Hardware. 
One such piece is a Home Hardware 
store, a rarity aff orded solely to employees 
of the company.

“Lenny was so excited, it was as if some-
one had given him a million bucks,” said 
Mrs. Hill.

Even though the set continues to ex-

pand, Mr. Hill is still fastidious about any 
new Christmas decorations. Since there 
are so many, each one has to be special.

“I’m very particular with what I get. I 
may have a lot, but I also pass up a lot,” 
voiced Mr. Hill. “I have to, or else I’d end 
up with twice as much,” he laughed.

As a result, the only duplicate pieces 
in the whole of Fox Town are the two 
windmills which “power the town” (there 
is also a functioning water wheel run by 
a fountain). Tracking bulb life on stickers 
on the bottom of each lit unit, he replaces 
bulbs every three years whether or they 
have burnt out. Understandably, if there 
was a power failure in Fox Hill, as with 
many strings of Christmas lights, a whole 
section of the town would shut down 
as they are connected in a series circuit. 
Given the size of the setup it would be 
very diffi  cult to locate the malfunction-
ing bulb. However, Mr. Hill now replaces 
some traditional bulbs with LED, making 
Fox Hill very environmentally-friendly.

As he sets up the village, Mr. Hill envi-
sions life for the denizens of Fox Hill. 
Th e placement of buildings is an impor-

tant part of the town’s infrastructure. 
He continues to change his mind as the 
town is built. “Th is doesn’t look right 
here, so I might shift  it,” he said, repeat-
ing his thoughts. As the town is set up 
however, it must stay in place as one can 
no longer reach the buildings at the back, 
and wires for lighting, etc are hidden 
from view through holes drilled into the 
snow-resembling styrofoam base (the 
base has shapes carved into it to resemble 
glacial shapes, and includes staircases and 
bridges over crevices).

“Th e pool hall is right next to the 
church,” pointed out Mr. Hill, “so you can 
go in for confessions if you need to aft er-
wards, or ask for blessings beforehand.” 
Inspiration takes its form throughout po-
sitioning. “As you start to set it up, it takes 
on a life of its own,” he said. Th e town’s 
three fi re halls are located throughout “To 
help keep insurance rates low,” according 
to the Hills.

Besides two fi re trucks, most of the 
town’s vehicles are one-horse-drawn car-
riages, and there is one mounted police 
offi  cer greeting occupants on the street. 

Th e only privately owned vehicles belong 
to the farm, which include a pickup truck 
(possibly a Ford Model A, according to 
Mr. hill), and a tractor. Th e town farmer 
is reported to be one of the few wealthy 
enough to own such vehicles because he 
is Fox Hill’s only farmer.

Figurines are places carefully through-
out, depending on the possibilities of 
their activities: some of which are frozen 
in time and others that move to depict ac-
tions. “You could probably do stories for 
every section of the town,” he said, “Kids 
walking to school while a crossing guard 
helps ... people skiing, kids playing hooky, 
et cetera ... One gentleman is very agitated 
at some kids throwing snowballs, and her 
you can see him winding up to throw one 
back.” Near the school a teacher is about 
to call the children back in from recess.

In the future, Mr. Hill will continue his 
long-standing hobby with new additions, 
many of which are only released from 
time to time. “If there was a Tim Horton’s 
we’d probably plunk it right there,” he 
said, pointing next to the Police Depart-
ment.

“Th e town planners are working on 
expansion in 2010, but they don’t want to 
raise taxes. Th ey may create more green 
space,” said Mr. Hill. “(We’ll) try to keep 
as much vegetation as we can with trees 
and stuff .” In order to allow expansion, 
the town may be built at another location 
in the future. 

Of course, when such a project is real-
ized, many people are interested in view-
ing the creation. When a visitor comes to 
see it, the Hills oft en ask him to pick out 
his favorite house, which is usually one in 
which the visitor could imagine himself 
inhabiting, and from there the imagina-
tion takes off .

“We’ve always debated the issue of hav-
ing an open house,” said Mr. Hill. “I’m not 
one to grab someone off  the street and 
say ‘Hey, come see this,’ but when people 
want to come in here and see it I’m happy 
to show it off . Th ey come and pick out 
their favorite houses.”

Miniature village a 
love affair for Hay 
River’s Hill family
● From Christmas Cheer/Page B12

THE TOWN OF FOX HILL  » spreads out across a table in the basement of Lenny and Lorna Hill’s home. The town has 
expanded many times over its 14-year history.

DAVID DOUGLAS PHOTO 

Looking for some last-minute gift  ideas? 
Many local businesses off er ideal gift s that 
might suit the one on your list for whom it 
is so hard to shop, and there is something 
available to cater to almost every budget.

Make your fi rst stop at the Right Stop 
video store. Th ey have a $5 DVD rack 
for previously-viewed movies, which can 
make a great gift  in a pinch. Th ere is also 
a $15.99 DVD rack for the higher-selling 
movies, or you can buy a $25 punch card 
for a loved ones, allowing them to rent 
movies on their own.

Continue on to Audiotronic, where 
games and electronic accessories abound. 
A pair of headphones sells for $30 and up, 
depending on quality. Digital Cameras 
have continued to fall in price, with a 
newly released entry-level Samsung cost-
ing only $99.99. Many others are available 
as well. Hot video games include Mario 

Bros for Wii ($67.99) and the current most 
popular game Call of Duty ($65). A stereo 
with an iPod dock costs $80-$170, or for 
the real sound freak a Harman/Kardon 
iPod stereo costs about $400 and units are 
selling fast. A Samsung 32” LCD, a great 
gift  for the family, is a hot seller and costs 
$500, a more personal netbook-style lap-
top, great for students, range from about 
$450-$540. Finally, the iPhone, currently 
the bestselling phone at Audiotronic, costs 
$99.99 with a 3-year contract.

Joey’s always has a selection of easy-to-
buy gift s. Fresh in are Belgian chocolates, 
and almost everybody loves chocolate. 
Candy baskets and trays cost $10 and 
up depending on the size and contents. 
Assorted Love Of Th e Woods glasses 
are elaborately sand-etched all over in a 
norther theme and are great for recipients 
of either sex.  Th ey come solo or in sets of 
two, at $30-$100. Ornaments, Angels, Fa-

Retailers have some last minute gift ideas
DAVID DOUGLAS

reporter@hayriverhub.com

● See Gift Ideas/Page 18
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Everyone here is hoping your Christmas 
delivers in every way.

We appreciate your choosing us.

We will be closed Christmas Day,
Boxing Day & New Year's Day

MATONABEE PETROLEUM

874-2215

“Oh? Wait and see.”
“You’re really nuts, you know,” was Cody’s fi nal response 

as he walked away from their childhood relationship.
Near the end of July, Philly and Angela drove to Edmon-

ton to shop. A pretty severe argument between Philly and 
Chris over new curtains for their future bedroom had 
arisen a few days before the trip.

“I’d like to have sheers to the fl oor - white, I think, with 
the navy for the heavy drapes,” Philly had said. As she bal-
anced on a chair at one end of the windows, Chris at the 
other with the other end of the tape measure. 

“Th at’s going to be awfully fussy isn’ it?” Chris com-
mented. “A bit dark, too, surely with a navy wall as well.”

“I thought we’d agreed that would give us plenty of light 
when we want it, dark in the summer if the light should 
be bothersome. Th e outer drapes will be heavy, help retain 
warmth.”

“I suppose,” he’d rather muttered.
“Chris, if you don’t like the idea, why did you agree?”
“Well, I didn’t realize just how dark it could look, I guess. 

I mean, it’s months ago we talked about it, isn’t it?”
“Just a few weeks ago, actually,” she said stiffl  y. “What 

would you like, then?” 
“I don’t know. Maybe all white, or a much lighter blue. 

It doesn’t matter, really, Phil. Do what you want. It‘s your 
house.”

Cut, Philly jumped off  the chair. “What’s that supposed 
to mean? It’s OUR house, it’s where we’re going to live, 
what we share! How can you say that to me?”

“Th en put the darm white sheers and the navy drapes - 
it’ll be fi ne!” his voice rising Chris dropped the tape into 
her hands. “Just get right size, is all.”

“If you really don’t want sheers or navy …..” Philly 
started.

“I don’t care; I’m sorry I commented. Keep the navy,” he 
yelled back.

“Why don’t you do what he wants, why do you make 
him unhappy?” a voice shrilled at them from the doorway.

Startled, both adults turned towards the door where 
Lynn was standing, her face fl ushed and angry. 

“Lynn, what are you …” Chris started.
“Lynn, will you please go away. Th is really is nothing to 

do with you,” Philly just managed to keep control of her 
voice.

“Philly ….” Chris turned to her. “Don’t …”
“Th is is a private conversation, Lynn,” she repeated 

fi rmly. “Please leave.”
“You treat him so badly,” the girl cried. “I hate you! 

Uncle Chris, Uncle Chris!” She rushed from the door.
“Lynn! Lynn, wait.” Chris ran aft er his niece; Philly sank 

onto the chair, staring blankly aft er him.
Chris found Philly at the kitchen sink, preparing veg-

etables. 
“I’m sorry, Phil. I don’t know what’s gotten into the 

child.”
“Number one, Chris, she’s not a ‘child’ exactly any 

longer. Number two, she is always here. She seems to ap-
pear almost when you do, all through the summer, since 
school’s out. I honestly think we have a problem and I 
don’t know what to do about it.”

“We’ve always had a closeness, I suppose. She was the 
fi rst grandchild, my fi rst ‘baby’ in the family, kind of, you 
know because I was the ‘baby’ before, for my parents, for 
Janice. She didn’t mean what she said, you know.”

“Didn’t she? Perhaps not as an adult would, but to a very 
young teen, she probably did mean it. I recognize that she 
regards you as very special to her, and it’s understandable, 
but I don’t think we can go on quite like this - I mean, it’ll 
end up making things awkward with Janice and Dave, I’m 
afraid.”

He was silent for moments. Th en, “Don’t make sup-
per for me; I’d better go over to them and see how she is,  
maybe talk to Janice. See you later.” He was gone.

“Well, what colour sheers and drapes are you going to 
get?” her mother asked aft er listening to the sad story.

“Haven’t a clue,” she answered. “Maybe nothing.”
“Now you’re being childish,” Angela said. “Th ough I 

can understand why. Actually, I think you are right about 
Lynn. I’ve noticed the few times I’ve been around all of 
you that she is very possessive of Chris, and she certainly 
manages to stay well in his sphere when you’re all to-
gether. It’s odd, really, for her parents seem to raise the 
children with a lot of common sense.”

“Yes, they do; I really like both sisters and their husbands 
and kids. It’s just somehow really  diffi  cult with Lynn. 
And, trouble is, I don’t really know how to handle it, espe-
cially as Chris doesn’t seem to want to discuss it.”

“Hmmmm,” was Angela’s comment.
Th ey shopped, but with far less enthusiasm than Philly 

had originally anticipated. She bought off -white sheers; 
the drapes were a soft  tone of blue with tiny fl ecks of navy: 
compromise.

In the tenth shop they tackled, Philly found the hat, the 
perfect summery, frilly hat, the perfect froth of net and 
ribbon, the perfect movie, deep-south, picture hat that 
matched perfectly the simple, calf-length, fl owing lines of 
the dress in a deep cream shade she’d chosen, a dress that 
would shimmer in the sun, against the blue sky, blue sea 
of Bermuda - at Christmas.

    
 * * *

“I am not certain your little experiment is working, 
Clotho,” Xenodotus said with a wide yawn.

“Oh?” the goddess lift ed a fi nely shaped eyebrow. “And 
what, pray, is ‘not working’ about it, Xenodotus?”

“Well, let me see. Shall I list the reasons for my surmise? 
Yes, yes; so I shall. Firstly, they are still planning a wed-
ding; secondly the Great Plan is still in eff ect, that fancy 
journey - right out of their element, you know, my dear. 
Th irdly, it is now their autumn time, unless I’m much 
mistaken, so there are only a hundred and - what is it? 
subtract from that - ah, yes,  a hundred and sixteen of 
their days left  until that seasonal feast - “

“Until Christmas, you mean?” Clotho injected.
“Correctly so, until that Earthly celebration, Christ-

mas.  He’s still busy as a little bee building and altering 
the house, she’s still feathering the nest - and working her 
little derriere off , into the bargain! She’s frantically orga-
nizing and spending, he’s scratching his poor head over 
the bearing wall, and worrying his tired brain about that 
precoscious child, while the family ….”

“Yes,” Clotho turned her dark, impenetrable gaze upon 
her laid-back, critical companion male Fate. “Yes, Xeno-
dotus, what about the family?”

Th e elder Fate blinked; not unusual, every Fate, minor 
gods and goddesses tended to blink under Clotho’s gaze. 

“Oh, don’t you know? Th ey are all bravely carrying on, 
aren’t they?”

“Are they?”
“Yes, well you did stir up something of a tizzy with that 

boating incident; and then, of course there was that busi-
ness with the girl and the argument. I suppose, actually, 
things haven’t been quite the same since then. Although, 
the curtain thing got resolved, did it not, so that really 
can’t be counted as a full success, I feel.”

“You feel there is some … some spice lacking, perhaps?”
“Ehhh, yes. Yes, I do. Mind you, I realize there’s the new 

baby about to arrive.” Hopefully, “Will that make a diff er-
ence? Are you planning something there?”

“No, I do not plan to interfere with a new human. It 
would hardly be sporting to engage such a very young 
infant, really, would it?”

“Quite so, quite so. So …. I think you have to admit that 
the Subject of this little escapade is slipping away from 
you, Clotho.”

“Th ey have a saying on Earth, Xenodotus,” Clotho said, 
a lazy smile pulling at the lovely mouth, “’don’t count your 
chickens before they are hatched!’”

    
 * * *

Denise and Bert’s new addition was a fi ne baby girl, born 
September 3 and named for Bert’s mother, Rosemary. 
Philly went with Chris to visit the mother and baby and 
found her heart captured by the tiny bundle of new life. 
She thought wistfully that only a few months ago she had 
been vaguely excited by the thought that she and Chris 
would likely have a similar bundle of their own within 
the next couple of years; now she was no longer sure this 
would be the case. 

August had come and gone, summer once more pulling 
up her skirts, readying for the run to southern climes. Life 
for Philly and Chris had remained strained since July as 
both (to themselves) re-assessed their engagement. Th ey’d 
known each other  on a casual basis for many years, had 
been dating over the last three. Th at the relationship had 

become serious had come almost as a surprise to them; 
gradually, marriage as the foregone conclusion of the 
courtship had rather crept up on them, too. But both had 
reasoned it as a natural progression, felt comfortable and 
compatible with the decision and so had forged ahead 
with all the home-building plans. Philly did ask herself 
if her Great Christmas Plan for 2009 had hyped her so 
much that the business of getting married at the same 
time in her idealized setting of Bermuda had somehow 
glossed over the whole process of settling to marriage, of 
making her little house into a home that had the kind of 
room she and Chris were both accustomed to and wanted 
in their future. Th e scene over the drapes and the distress 
over Lynn’s intrusion (as Philly saw it) into their lives had 
left  a small cloud of reserve over them, a cloud which had 
not really disappeared. 

Th ey loved each other, she was sure, and Chris had not 
changed in his intent to build a marriage as well as the 
house; but there was that reserve and the more Philly 
thought about it the more her own reservations grew.

Reservations she had not believed she had.
Reservations of another kind were also becoming a big-

ger problem. Suddenly she had cancellations from some 
of her invitees and within the same week, more people 
came on board, more than she had anticipated: the addi-
tion of a wedding to the Christmasin-Bermuda holiday 
had ballooned her guest list as some who had dropped out 
or said ‘no’ in the beginning now wanted ‘in’.

At the end of September, with only 86 days to December 
25, Philly broke the engagement.
    
 * * *

“Ah, Xenodotus, what do you think now?” Clotho leaned 
across the space between the couches, poking the elder 
Fate in the ribs as he dozed.

“What? What? What have you done, Clotho?” he asked, 
jerking up in a most un-elderly Fate like manner.

“Very little,” the goddess replied. “Th e Subject was 
wavering and another small incident with the young Lynn 
over being a bride’s attendant as well as increasing diffi  cul-
ties with the Christmas journey plan was enough to swell 
her doubts to the point that she ended their pledge.”

“Th ey had a fi ght, a downright blazing row!” Filkin said 
cheerfully as he and his fellows nudged their way into the 
group of elder Fates clustered round the view port. 

“It was a very good display,” added Labdaco, rattling his 
marbles - eh, marble chips.

“Great sport indeed,” Tartarus chortled.
“It was a shame,” said Sappho, “I was afraid they might 

damage each other.”
“It was a waste,” Maronea declared. “I quite fancied that 

little robe she’d chosen. I wonder if I could get one like it?”
“I’m sure we could alter some of our gowns,” Valeria 

said, gathering fi stfuls of her own and pleating them in 
diff erent ways.

“What next?” demanded Xenodotus. “What next? Are 
we going to have a conclusion or do we go looking else-
where for our titillation?”

“Oh, I do not think it is over yet, is it, Clotho?” Atropos 
queried.

“We will just have to observe, my friend Fates,” Clotho 
said; this time there was no doubting her chuckle.

    
 * * *

Th e trouble with breaking off  the engagement, Philly 
soon realized, was that there was the whole question of 
what to do about the house addition and renovations. Th e 
addition was closed in and pretty well fi nished as Chris 
had intended it should be well before winter; but many of 
the renovations to the original house interior were not yet 
fi nished, and of course, there was all his investment both 
of time and money.

He was still underfoot, Philly found.
She fl ipped her Great Christmas Plan planner open 

and stared at the pages of October 4th and 5th. In just 
eighty-three days they were supposed to be in Bermuda. 
In eighty-seven days she was supposed to be married - no, 
that was wrong: she would have been getting married. 
Aft er stilted discussion with Chris, his family, her mother, 
it had been decided that they would leave the reservations 
open for all who wished to take the long-planned Christ-
mas journey: the costs of cancelling would have too much, 
both fi nancially and on an un-tangling scale. Philly had 
immediately sent out e-mails to her guest list, notifying 
everyone of the drastic change in the Plan, asking all to 
advise as quickly as they could whether they would still go 
to Bermuda or not.

A good part of Chris’s family, including his parents and 
Janice and her family had decided to go ahead with the 
Plan, as had more than half their friends and some of her 
own few relatives. She and her mother were not going; 
neither, he had informed her gruffl  y, was Chris.

Th e snow came late in October and with it the shorten-
ing days, the early blasts of cold air chasing the last migra-
tory birds, shaking off  leaves, withering the grass, denud-
ing the stalks of fi reweed, goldenrod, turning bulrush 
stems to brittle, rattling sentinels in the ditches. 

October vanished  in heavy snow, November advanced 
and in modern tradition, no sooner was Hallowe’en out 
of the way than Christmas decorations and goods went 



up and came onto shelves and displays in the stores. By 
tacit agreement, Philly and Chris had worked out a sort of 
schedule so that he worked in the house Friday evenings 
and most of Saturdays while Philly spent the time with 
her mother or visiting friends, limiting their contact. 
Chris had put off  her attempts to work out with him some 
equitable deal on the house.

“Would you like to go to Bermuda anyway, Mom? We 
could maybe fi nd a smaller place to stay at or something,” 
she asked Angela close to the end of November.

Angela didn’t reply right away.
“Mom?”
“Darling, you know I won’t go with no wedding - I 

mean, it would be ridiculous and embarrassing, both fo 
myself and for the Strongs. It’s most unlikely we could get 
another place to stay and I suspect we’d be bound to meet 
- it’s just not that big a place, now is it?”

“No, I guess it’s not, and you’re right it could be embar-
rassing.”

“How are you making out with Chris still in and out of 
the house?”

“We’ve sort of worked out a schedule, I guess, so we 
don’t actually meet oft en at all.”

“I see. So you’re not talking?”
“Not really, no.”
Once December arrived, despite the remaining recession 

blues and worries, the town began the annual bustle as 
Christmas came down to twenty-four days and counting. 
Philly was not shopping: her gift s, aft er all had been the 
Plan, plus the little items she had made. She had basically 
stopped e-mailing and/or face-booking in late October, 
as soon as all arrangements for those who were going on 
the journey were fi nalized. Her bank account was almost 
drained as was her energy and, she fi nally admitted to 
herself, her spirits. As the cold snap deepened, she hiber-
nated as completely as possible. Chris must be suff ering 
the same, she thought, as he hardly ever came to do work 
on the few unfi nished plans. 

She was lonely, unhappy; she missed him.
    

* * *
“Guess your experiment must have worked, Clotho” 

said the irrepressible Filkin. “Th ere’s the little Subject, all 
snowed in, all cold, all miserable!”

“And she had such a Plan, did she not?” chirpped Ma-
ronea. 

“Th ere you are,” stated Tartarus, stiking a pose. “You 
simple cannot know what the Fates will do! Poor little 
humans, they never learn.”

“You three are being unkind,” snapped Valeria. “And 
you’ve been lazing around again while the edges are get-
ting all ragged from Th or’s latest antics. We need to get 
tidied up right away.”

“Oh, please, Valeria, let us be. Th e edges can be easily 
tucked in and really, those columns are still quite stable,” 
Labdaco was almost whining.

“Hush, you fractious children,” growled the elder Fate-of 
-the-Grumps. “All we ever hear from you are complaints 
or silly remarks.”

“Look who’s talking!” Filkin whispered to Sappho as he 
tried to slide onto the crimson couch beside her. 

“Go away, Filkin, I am too upset about the Subject to 
listen to your silliness,” she said giving him a shove hard 
enough to set him tumbling towards the view port.

Xenodotus glanced covertly at Clotho who was peer-
ing intently down through her large port. It had struck 
him several times over the past year as they watched the 
progress  (or regress, perhaps?) of the little Subject that 
there had been a change in his old friend Fate. He wasn’t 
certain, but he had rather the feeling that Clotho was not 
up to her usual form with this particular Subject, that her 
interest had not been entirely …. Fate-ish, but instead had 
bordered on the unthinkable - kindly. 

“I am not losing or lessening my Fate-ful ways, Xenodo-
tus,” Clotho said very quietly, easily divining his thoughts. 
“I have found over the millenia that occasionally it is as 
pleasurable to give a little, gentle and unexpected twist to 
a fate as it is to make the twist of a more upsetting type. 
Have you never tried that?”

“I expect that I did some long time ago, Clotho,” he 
replied aft er a moment’s thought. “But, to be honest, I just 
do not remember when or to whom or where I have done 
it. Th e time really does begin to blur, don’t you know?”

“It does truly, does it not,” Clotho said, leaning again to 
gaze through the port. “Ah well, it is always stimulating 
to throw in something odd in an experiment, you must 
remember?”

“Yes, I can recall a few instances when I just made slight 
adjustments that were not what might have been ex-
pected,” Xenodotus agreed. “Just what are you going to do 
now, eh?”

“Well,” she sighed slightly. “I think - this!”
Clotho stirred the air within and below the port with an 

elegant hand.

    
* * *

On December 21st, the winter solstice, Philly dragged 
herself out of bed and decided she really had to do some 
of the chores that were piling up around the house. It was 

snowing hard she saw as she looked out into the garden  
through the un-draped bedroom windows; the tempera-
ture had warmed, but it was still cold.

“Th e drapes,” she muttered, “I need to hang the drapes.”
She struggled to haul the bulky packages from the 

storage closet in the hall, wrestled the heavy drapes out, 
spreading them on the bed, found the sheers and the new 
rods, then got the step ladder, a screwdriver, pliers and 
any other tool she noticed and thought might be handy 
arranging all in order and started the job.

An hour later she was leaning over the top of the steps, 
sobbing into the heavy soft  blue drape with its navy fl ecks 
when Chris found her. Two hours later the drapes and 
sheers were duly hung and Philly and Chris were locked 
in each other’s arms.

A couple of hours aft er that they arrived at Angela’s 
home.

“Mom, Mom, get your coat on, come on!” Philly yelled 
from the front door.

Angela came out of her kitchen with a tea towel in her 
hand, bewilderment on her face.

“Whatever is the matter, Philly? What are you shouting 
about? Oh, my goodness, Chris, you’re here, too?”

“Yes, I am Mom; here to stay. Come on, we’ve got a lot to 
do.”

“I don’t think I quite understand….” Angela’s voice 
trailed off  as her daughter hugged her and pushed her 
coat into her arms.

“We’re getting married on Christmas Day, Mom. Now 
we just have to go tell Chris’s parents and the family and 
get packed and everything arranged. Come on!”

“OK - I think,”  Angela said pulling on boots. “OK.”
No less bewildered than Angela, Lloyd and Barbara 

Strong listened to their son’s excited voice as he explained 
that if they could all get fl ights through on the 23rd, or 
24th, they’d be married as originally planned in Bermuda. 
If a fl ight was not available until aft er Christmas Day, 

they’d marry here, take the next fl ight to the island resort. 
“But, but I thought the engagement was over,” Barbara 

said faintly.
“Yes, but it’s back on and we’re quite sure now, Mother 

Strong,” Philly said holding her almost-mother-in-law’s 
hand.

“You two really know what you’re about this time?” 
Lloyd asked seriously. 

“We do,” they replied in unison. 
Th ere were no fl ights available until December 26th, 

and it took a lot of cajoling, hassling and begging to get a 
special licence for the marriage to take place on such short 
notice. Still, on the aft ernoon of December 25th, right on 
schedule according to the Great Christmas Plan, Philly 
stood in her lovely dress with the frilly, beautiful summery 
hat in the lving room of her mother’s house and married 
Chris as his parents and sister Denise’s family stood with 
them.

Snow was falling soft ly as the early dusk settled over the 
town in the great territory. 

“No snow tomorrow,” Chris promised his wife as they 
drew the heavy drapes across their bedroom window.  

    
* * *

“Clotho, I think you just sullied our reputation,” Xeno-
dotus said.

“And if I did?” the goddess asked soft ly. 
“I do not suppose that it really matters in our time 

frame,” Xenodotus said thoughtfully. 
“Nor do I suppose that it does,” she agreed. “And, aft er 

all, you see it is Christmas and we do hold to a hierarchy 
here.”

“Of course, of course; must not forget protocol and all 
that.” He raised his head slightly, hinted at a smile. “You 
did well, my dear, don’t you know!”

Clotho folded her hands, glanced down the view port. “I 
think I will have just a small nap before the next Subject,” 
she said.

A gentle, subtle snore was her only reply.
    

Finis
Author’s Note: Who knows what works in our daily lives!  
Th e idea that events are pre-destined is ancient and all 
bound up with our pagan pasts; yet we still have lingering 
refernces to our fates or destinies, still say things like “Don’t 
tempt Fate!”. Two of the names among my Fates above are 
those of the three goddesses supposed to preside over the 
birth and life of men. Th ey are Clotho and Atropos; their 
third companion is Lachesis.  Happy Christmas!
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&

Season’s Greetings
From the

South Slave
Divisional Education 

Council

Celebrate
the holidays
by reading

with a child
South Slave
Divisional
Education
Council

867-872-5701
867-872-2150 (fax)

www.ssdec.nt.ca
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Holiday Services
for Hay River’s

Churches
St. Andrew’s Anglican 
& Grace United Church

Christmas Eve  7 p.m. St. Andrews (family service)
 11 p.m. St. Andrews
Christmas Day 10:30 a.m. Prayer Service

Roman Catholic Church
Christmas Eve Family Mass at 5 p.m. at Assumption
 Mass at 7 p.m. at St. Anne’s
 11:30 Hymns
 Midnight Mass at Assumption
Christmas Day Mass at 10:30 a.m. at Assumption
New Year’s Eve Mass at 5 p.m. at Assumption
New Year’s Day Mass at 10:30 a.m. at Assumption  
                  Pentecostal Chapel
Candlelight Christmas Eve Service 7 pm
December 27  10:30 a.m. Angus Mackay

Hay River Baptist Church
December 25  11:00 a.m.
December 31  10 p.m. Watchnight Service

psr
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Season’s Greetings
As we put the wraps on another
holiday season, we recall all the 

friends we made this year
& we thank you for
being one of them.
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Happy New Year!

Wishing you a safe and 
happy holiday

Hay River Housing 
Authority

103-31 Capital Drive
phone 874-6477

fax 874-2874

NWT Educators, Students, Families and Communities
Seasons’s Greetings from the NWTTA

All our best 
for a Safe and

Happy New Year!
David Reid, NWTTA President

Northwest Territories Teachers’ Association
Home-School-Community

Working together for student success!

www.nwtta.nt.ca

   N

Th e food banks in the 
community are happening 
places this Christmas.

Laura Rose, operator 
of the Hay River Soup 
Kitchen, said the days 
leading up to and during 
the holiday season have 
been getting increasingly 
busy. She said 
this might be 
due to issues 
with the 
economy. 

“Th ere’s 
less work out 
there,” she 
said. “Th at’s 
the biggest 
problem right 
now.” 

With less 
work, the idea of a hot 
meal becomes more ap-
pealing to people. Rose 
said she’s been feeding up 
to 32 people at lunchtimes. 

“It’s defi nitely more busy 
this year than it was last,” 
she said. 

Rose has had the Soup 
Kitchen open leading up to 
Christmas, but will close 
for a few days surrounding 
Christmas to be at home 
with her family. 

Th e Soup Kitchen will 
be open for a roast beast 

dinner on Dec. 23 from 
1-3 p.m., and then will 
re-open on the Dec. 28 for 
a turkey and ham dinner 
from 1-4 p.m. Th e kitchen 
will also be serving meals 
on New Year’s Day.

Rose said in order to 
accommodate her guests, 
she’ll take any donations 
she can get. 

“I’ll take and use any-
thing 
anybody has, 
whether it’s 
help, money, 
food, what-
ever,” she 
said. 

Rose is 
hoping to 
get some 
home-baked 
cookies on 
the tables to 

make the Soup Kitchen a 
homey place for her visi-
tors during Christmas. 

Th e Soaring Eagle 
Friendship Centre has also 
found its food bank has 
been in high demand lead-
ing up to Christmas. Th e 
centre had received a lot 
of donations and has had a 
steady stream of 10 people 
who regularly use the food 
bank. Th e food bank at the 
Soaring Eagle Friendship 
Centre will re-open again 
Jan. 4. 

Foodbanks brace 
for increased usage 
over the holidays

DIANA YEAGER

reporter@hayriverhub.com

ther Christmases, and other 
Christmas decorations by 
Jim Shore range in price 
at around $20-$100. Th ey 
carry a large selection of 
wallets and bags by Derek 
Alexander, all of which 
carry a lifetime warranty. 
A wallet or purse would be 
$40-$200, while a briefcase 
or laptop bag ranges from 
$200-$300.

At Gold ‘n’ Gift , many 
jewellery items can be 
found. Assorted fashion 
jewellery costs $20-$40, 
watches by Spiedel and 
Citizen cost around $50-
$500, sterling silver chains 
and pendants range from 
$90-$300, and fi ne jewellery 

is also stocked at a higher 
price range. Th ey also sell 
gift  baskets at $60-$200, 
which can include coff ees, 
soaps, and candles. 

Nobody wants to see their 
clothing gift  pushed to 
the back of the recipient’s 
closet. To be sure it stands 
out as a valued wardrobe 
item, the girls at La Dee 
Dah boutique work hard in 
becoming knowledgeable 
about current trends and 
can assist you in fi nding 
clothes in styles that your 
loved ones are sure to 
cherish. Instead of heading 
south to buy clothing, have 
a look at their selection, 
as they are making sure 
to stay competitive with 
prices. “Anything by Bench 
is a great gift ; right now 
everybody loves Bench,” 

said Dayna Haley, owner. 
“(It’s) the big thing right 
now, especially with teens.” 
Bench clothing for men 
starts with T-shirts in the 
$60-$70 price range and 
moves to other clothing and 
outerwear, available from 
around $100 and up. Baby 
clothing is also sold there, 
starting at $8.

All sorts of winter necessi-
ties and great styles are also 
available at G&H Work-
wear.

For a Christian-themed 
gift , Emmanuels off ers 
stocking stuff ers, like book-
marks, pens, jewellery, etc 
costing $2-$14. All t-shirts 
are currently 50% off , sale-
priced at $8-$15. Books 
and movies like new DVD 
releases “Pen Dragon” and 
“Mandy and the Secret Tun-

nel” are being sold, costing 
an average of $25. Mugs 
and home décor items, 
including Rosalee Prentice 
photographs and paintings 
(all of which are currently 
on sale), and Christian-
themed decorations are also 
sold there, ranging from 
about $25 and up (some art 
pieces can be more expen-
sive, up to $300).

For a completely custom 
gift , available at a com-
pletely custom rate, head 
down to the Woodshed Gift  
& Garden Centre to arrange 
a gift  basket, with a large 
assortment of gift s avail-
able from candles to books 
to jewellery to bath and 
body products. Usually they 
range in price from $25-
$150 depending on what 
a person’s needs are, and 
owner Susan Gagnier can 
accomodate your requested 
price point. Flower arrange-
ments are always an excel-
lent choice, and Christmas 
centerpieces made with 
fresh plants or silk plants, 
by request, are custom-
made for around $30-$75. 
Th e Woodshed is also an 
emporium for books, usu-
ally ranging from $10 to 
$40, with certain special 
books costing more. 

For the hunting man in 
your life, they sell hunting 
DVDs, pocket knives from 
$25-$175, and Kershaw 
switchblade knives which 
feature a locking mecha-
nism.

Many local shops are 
off ering hundreds of gift  
choices for the Christmas 
season. Happy shopping!

▼

“It’s defi nitely more 
busy this year than 

it was last.”
Laura Rose

▲

Last-minute gifts
● From Gift Ideas/Page B15



Christmas and New Years is just around the corner.  It 
is a magical time for the kids and a hectic time for the 
grown-ups. It is also a very stressful and a very dangerous 
time for your companion animals.

Making that living room come alive with Christmas 
Decorations, getting that perfect tree ready and fi lling 
your home with beautiful festive plants can pose many 
dangers to curious pets. 

Not to mention the comings and goings of family mem-
bers and friends who will drop in making it far to easy 
for a pet to slip outside unnoticed.  With these extreme 
temperatures that is not a good thing.   

Remember to have an ID on your pets collar, just in case 
he/she slips out unnoticed.  Th is will allow the pet to be 
easily reunited with you. Th e best 

precaution is to advise your guests and family visitors 
that you have animals in the house and that they are NOT 
to be allowed out unless tethered.  Even better is to place 
your pet in another room when your guests arrive and de-
part, that will ensure no accidental slipping out the door. 

Please do not tie your pet outside and leave him/her 
there for the sake of houseguests, and convenience, the 
temperatures are far to extreme. Rule of thumb: if it is too 
cold for you to be out there, it is too cold for your pet.  Ac-
cidents do happen,  I personally know of one tragedy of a 
pet being run over by a departing houseguest, the animal 
did not survive his injuries.

Ensure your pet has a safe and secure place where they 
can hide out if need be.  Holiday activity and guests can 
really stress your pet out and be very frightening.  Your 
pet can easily experience tummy upsets and sudden ill-
ness.

Remember that the holiday season is not the right time 
to introduce into your home a new companion animal. 
Your home will be far too hectic and noisy for the new pet 
to adjust properly. Loud noises and many strangers com-
ing and going will make transition very diffi  cult and oft en 
traumatic for a new companion animal.  Best to wait until 
the festivities are over and done, when it is only family 
members and a quiet household allowing the newcomer 
time to adjust in their own fashion and you to devote the 
time needed to train and bond with your new animal.

Here are some suggested safety tips to use to help your 
pet stay safe, healthy and happy this Holiday Season, aft er 
all they are members of your family too.

• Omit holiday plants such as mistletoe, poinsettia, lilies 
and holly.  While pretty and temporary they can be deadly 
to your pet if ingested.

• When putting up that tree, anchor it solidly to prevent 
it from falling on your pet and child.  Tinsel while nice to 
look at, if ingested can wrap around the bowel of your pet, 
and can also block the bowel. Cats in particular are drawn 
to this shiny stuff .  If you must use tinsel place it high on 
your tree.  Glass ornaments which may look like toys can 
do terrible internal damage if ingested, place them so that 
you pet cannot reach them. Spray snow is also toxic to 
your pet and many lights that fl icker on and off  or change 
color contain a liquid solution which can poison your pet.

• Do not allow your pet to drink the stagnant water 
placed in the tree holder, it may contain fertilizers from 
the tree sap and it oft en contains harmful bacteria. Oft en 
one will place an aspirin in the water of trees and plants 
to maintain their freshness...aspirin can and will kill your 
pet.  You can use a screen to cover this as well as blocking 

any electrical cords which could be chewed on.  Remem-
ber to pickup those pine needles that fall, one can lodge in 
a pets throat or get caught up in the bowel.

• Plastic from your children’s toys if ingested can cause 
intestinal blockage as well as choke your pet, so put-
ting away the new toys will save you on vet bills and toy 
replacement. Some toys also need batteries and the acid in 
those batteries will cause severe burn damage to a pet as 
well as poison them.  Remember to pick up all that beauti-
ful wrapping paper and pretty ribbon, that  also poses a 
very real health risk to your pet, and get rid of those candy 
wrappers too. 

• Oft en new boots and shoes come with small silica 
pouches in the box, discard those pouches before you 
wrap the gift , you will be protecting your pet.

Th en there are the goodies one serves at this time of 
year, many are extremely toxic to pets. As tempting as 
those dark eyes are, pleading with you and your guests so 
earnestly, do not feed your pets human food and stress 
this to your guest,  many foods can cause vomiting and 

diarrhea, even serious illness and poisoning.  All forms 
of  chocolate, alcohol, onions/garlic, nuts of any kind, and 
some fruits are highly toxic and could result in death. Th at 
little bit of turkey and skin is very rich and can result in 
quite a mess to clean up.

Keep your normal exercise and playtime with your pet, 
even though you might be feeling the stress of the season.  
Your pet feels that same stress and the disruption of qual-
ity time with you will cause confusion and upset for them.

Precautions when buying new toys for your pets just 
requires some common sense.  Anything that is so small it 
can be swallowed is a no-no, it can become lodged in their 
windpipe and block their intestines; avoid toys with glass 
eyes and noses which 

can be ripped out and swallowed, the backs of these 
things are very pointed and sharp; toys with bells inside, 
plastic toys that become splintered and toys with beans in 
them are additional no-no’s.

Philly and I wish all of you a very Blessed and Joyous 
Christmas.
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Que le temps des fêtes
soit un temps de paix,
d’amour et de tranquilité

pour tous.

May the Holiday season
be a time of peace, love
and tranquility for all.

Happy Holidays
May the 

Christmas 
Season 
bring 

happiness 
and joy to 
you and 

your family.

MLA Hay River South
Phone: 874-6141 ~ Fax: 874-6143
Jane_Groenewegen@gov.nt.ca

Jane Groenewegen

Have a happy and safe pet holiday season
BONNIE DAWSON

Special to The Hub
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Delivering wishes merry and bright to all 
of our customers, friends and neighbors at 

Christmastime!
With sincere thanks for your loyal support, 

we wish you and yours a very merry 
Christmas!... 

The Hub’s Holiday Hours:
December 25th - January 3rd: Closed
There will be no paper on December 30th, our 
next paper will be Wednesday January 6, 2010.

HUBT H E

HAY RIVER, NORTHWEST TERRITORIES

In lieu of Christmas Cards, the Hub 
has made a donation to 

Secret Santa.
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