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May God Bless 
your Holidays

with hope and peace.

Have a joyous
and Blessed
Christmas!

~ the Ministerial Association ~

May your home be filled
With happiness

At Christmas and always
Happy Holidays!

Jane Groenewegen
MLA Hay River South

3 – 66 Woodland Drive, Hay River, NT  X0E 1G1
Phone: 1-800-661-0784  -  Fax 1-800-661-0879

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

Home Building Centre 4 Studney Drive, Hay River

Ph: 874-2729 Fx: 874-2999

From Mike and Staff at
Have a Great New Year!

PAT COLEMAN  » is joined by Moses Butt (left) and Linda Duford (right) while singing “The Little Drummer 
Boy” at the Festival of Trees on Dec. 11.

PATRICK TESKEY PHOTO 

SINGING IN THE SEASON
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Our regional and local offices will be closed  
from 5:00 p.m. December 22, 2010 

until 8:30 a.m. January 4, 2011.

In case of emergency, please contact:

Deh Cho Region 
1-867-695-2016

Hay River Office 
1-867-875-7640 

Inuvik Region 
1-867-678-0289

North Slave Region 
1-867-873-7181

Sahtu Region 
1-867-587-2422

South Slave Region 
1-867-872-0400

MacDonald & Associates
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS & NOTARIES PUBLIC

Our office will be closed from 
2PM, December 24th to 8:30AM, January 4th, 2011

We Wish Everyone a Safe 
& Merry Christmas! 

As Christmas stories went it was 
always a good one, Jake thought. He’d 
told it many times over the years to 

many an audience, most oft en, he conceded, 
to a young audience, but there were a good 
number of occasions when it had been to 
a large audience of adults, adults who had 
been appreciative - and had expressed that 
appreciation in applause, in comments as 
they’d shaken his hand at the end of the 
evening. He liked telling the story - heck, he 
loved telling it! It always made him feel sort 
of warm and …. and comfortable somehow, 
like he’d done a good turn or something. 
Th ere was an old term, one you didn’t hear 
much nowadays - a ’good turn’. Th at had 
been the motto - no, not the motto, the … 
the dictum - nice word that, dictum; anyway, 
that had been the dictum of the Boy Scouts 
when he’d been a youngster. Did Scouts even 
exist any more? You sure didn’t see boys 
much these times in those uniforms - those 
big, sort of Stetson hats, the neck scarves, the 
arms loaded with badges earned. Profi ciency 
Badges, they’d been called. If you wore one it 
meant you had worked at some special sort 
of project and passed the requirements to 
earn it. Taught you a lot about cultivatin’ an 
interest, about learnin’, about getting’ good at 
something.

Well, that was the feeling he got - like he’d 
done a good turn - when he told the story 
of the Christmas Black Lamb. It wasn’t just 
the entertaining that came with a good story, 
Jake knew: it was also about keeping his 

old Grandpap 
alive, some-
how, telling 
his story to new generations. Let’s see now: 
he, Jake, had turned eighty-eight back in 
the summer sometime and he remembered 
the story from when he was around six or 
seven, so his Grandpap must have been in 
his late sixties or early seventies when he was 
telling about the Black Lamb for Jake and 
his siblings. His Da’ would be sitting in his 
wheelchair and their mother would sit close 
by with some kind of sewing or mending in 
her lap and all the children - seven of ‘em! 
- would be ranged round the old man’s big 
rocker close by the hearth listening, paying 
real attention. Old Henry Briggs knew how 
to tell a story, knew how to get the little ones 
hanging on his words. Th ere were other 
stories, too, especially ones of the Grandpap’s 
time in the Boer War in South Africa, where 
he’d served Queen and Country  - Queen 
and Empire, it had been then - and come 
safely back to England in 1901 to see his only 
son, Jake’s Da’, Walton - go off  to the trenches 
in France in 1916 - serving King and Empire 
by then - and come back no longer whole. 
According to his Mam, that was when his 
Grandpap had off ered the couple and their 
young family a home on the farm, in the 
Berkshire countryside near the village of 
Finchampstead and the Ridges.

“Your grandmother had died just before 
the war ended in 1918,”  Doris Briggs had 
told her children at various times. “Your 

grandfather 
was lonely, 
getting older 

too, and he needed help, in the house and 
on the land. Th ough your Da’ couldn’t do 
many things with only one leg, there was still 
much he could do, so with the farm workers, 
he and your grandfather managed, you see. 
Th at’s why we live here in the country.”

Jake Briggs came out of his reverie and 
found he was standing at the cluttered 
counter of his modest little kitchen, gazing 
out the window at the snow-laden street and 
properties about his small house. Th ere’d 
been a heavy fall during the night and as he 
watched he saw young Darren Fiske backing 
out of his drive, gunning the motor to push 
through the drift  piled out into the street. 
Th e car slewed as it hit the drift , the wheels 
whirred in vain - Fiske was stuck.

“Silly young fool,” Jake commented aloud 
to himself. “Why didn’t he just take the time 
to shovel a bit before he hit the gas?” Th e old 
man pushed away from the counter, moved 
to his front porch for parka and boots, 
picked up the shovel from its spot just to the 
side of the outer door and moved off  towards 
his luckless neighbour who had gone back to 
his house for his shovel. Jake bent his back 
and slid the shovel into the snow - not too 
heavy, there’d been lots of it but the snow was 
light and dry. 

“Hey there, Mr. Briggs, Jake. You shouldn’t 
be shovelling me; should be the other way 
round,” young Fiske said brightly. “Can’t 

have you getting a heart attack or something, 
you know.”

“Just you work on that side, young’un, and 
don’t worry about me,” Jake grunted. “Be late 
for work, you will, if you don’t get out of here 
right quick.”

“Yes, but ….” Darren Fiske protested to 
Jake’s back as the snow fl ew off  his shovel in 
a fi ne spread across the road. Th e younger 
man watched another moment, sighed and 
bent his own back, shovelling furiously so 
that it should be done quick and old Jake 
wouldn’t fall dead at his feet. Th e man was 
a good neighbour - they’d got quite friendly 
during the summer when Darren and his 
young wife, Cindy, had moved in and started 
to garden in a haphazard manner that had 
given Jake the willies and sent him over the 
fence with some timely advice as well as 
cuttings from his own trim and abundant 
garden. Cindy was fond of the old man, kept 
an eye out on his comings and goings, drove 
him shopping on very wet or icy days. “He’s 
such a character, Darren,” she’d said oft en. 
“Has all sorts of stories to tell - and he’s so 
nice with Tony and the baby.”

Which was all well and good, Darren 
thought, tackling a particularly stubborn 
patch of snow with urgency, but the last 
thing he needed was to have nearly-ninety 
Jake Briggs collapse on the shovel in the 
middle of his driveway!

Th e job done and young Fiske off  to school 
and his rambunctious Gr. 5s, Jake leaned on 
his shovel briefl y getting his breath back as 

The Story of the Christmas 
of the Black Lamb

b y  Vi c k y  La to u r
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We hope you and your loved ones celebrate  
a warm and happy holiday together.  
May health and good fortune follow  

you throughout the new year.
We look forward to

serving you in the new year!

Season’s
Greetings

    From everyone at

    Ashton
    Chartered Accountants

8 – 6 Courtoreille Street 
TEL: 874-6775

Fax: 874-3775
Emergency Service Call: 874-2432      

Fax: 874-3191  7 Willow Road Hay River, NT X0E 0R6

HOLIDAY HOURS

We will be CLOSED

December 27 - 28 and January 3

Cindy Fiske watch anxiously from her 
window. Sensing eyes upon him, Jake turned 
and waved ‘OK’ and went slowly back to 
his house, deciding he’d get to his own drive 
later, aft er a little more breakfast, maybe, 
and a bit of a rest. He’d need to take Billy for 
a walk later, maybe when the sun was out 
around eleven. Or not; perhaps right aft er 
lunch would be better.

Jake woke from his doze shortly before 
noon as Billy the border collie - nearly as 
ancient as Jake himself in doggie years - 
whined at his side, dancing on all fours.

“Oh, my old boy, I’m sorry,” he spoke kind-
ly as he pulled himself up with a grunt and 
headed for the back door. “Yes, yes, I know 
you need out! Th ere you are, fellow, there 
you are.” Billy rushed to his favourite spot, 
relief writ large in his stance; Jake chuckled 
quietly and then sighed - how could he have 
forgotten the poor dog’s needs so easily? “It 
were that snow, laddie,” he muttered. “Can’t 
do much now without a rest, I guess. Yes, 
you run around a bit and I’ll get our lunch.”

By the time they’d eaten and  Jake had 
washed up the few dishes the sun had broken 
through the snow clouds, the temperature 
climbed a couple of degrees and it was time 
for the aft ernoon walk.  

“We’ll just go see if there’s any mail, shall 
we?” Jake addressed the willing dog as he 
attached the leash. It was their almost-
daily routine, the couple of blocks to the 
mailboxes, the slow amble back to the little 
house, the sift ing through the accumulation 
of fl yers, begging letters, bank notices, bills 
and, occasionally, letters. Long practise at the 
sorting game made short work of the paper 
pile’s disposal. Jake settled into the comfort-
able chair at his computer - age had not 
stumped him more than twenty-fi ve years 
ago when computers had been introduced 
to his offi  ce, and he’d adapted well to this 
modern appliance before his retirement. He’d 
purchased his own machine and had been 
entranced with e-mail and the Internet when 
they’d arrived on the scene. He still preferred 
a proper letter, though, and considered 
the e-mail more a nuisance than a help, as 
he noted frequently to all and sundry. Th e 

Internet, though - well, that was a bit diff er-
ent: handier than the encyclopaedias of his 
early life - he sat looking out the window 
again, remembering the struggle his parents 
had had to pay for that set of Encyclopaedia 
Britannia for him and his siblings, remem-
bering how much all of them had learned 
from those well-worn pages, how his mother 
had insisted that the children use the books 
in a practical manner, how even Grandpap 
had been found going through the books at 
times, especially in the history sections or 
some point of animal husbandry. 

He wondered where all those volumes 
were now - he wasn’t sure which one of his 
brothers and sisters had ended up with them; 
perhaps they were still there in the old farm-
house where the youngest son of Walton and 
Doris Briggs, his brother George, still lived 
with his grandson now running that ancient, 
small patch of England.

“Silly thoughts, eh Billy-boy?” he said to 
the dog, fl opped on the rug before the pellet 
stove. “An’ here I am, sitting out the last of 
my life in Canada, far, far from those ol’ 
musty volumes of information and playin’ on 
the Internet for more information - prob-
ably more’n I’ll ever use I guess,” he rambled 
on, halting in his sorting as he came upon a 
hand-addressed envelope that obviously was 
not run-of-the-mill communication. “Hey, 
what’s this, Billy-boy? What do you think? 
Shall we open it and see?”  Billy lift ed a lazy 
head, opened his eyes briefl y and thumped 
his tail once in response. Billy was used to 
his master making conversation - the long 
years of companionship had taught him that 
a tail-thump, a sleepy head raised to the dear 
familiar voice could keep a conversation, the 
rhythm of that voice, going for quite a while, 
something Billy rather liked.

Th e letter came from the local library 
board, inviting Mr. Jackson Briggs to attend 
the annual Christmas Presentation on the 
evening of December 22. ‘Th e Board would 
be delighted,’ the letter continued, ‘if Mr. 
Briggs would care to be included among 
the presenters and perhaps tell one of his 
stories?’ Th ere was a contact name and tele-
phone number to which he could respond; 

and, ‘would he kindly do so by the 12th of 
December.’

Jake sat back in his chair and read the 
letter over again. Well, well, well. Th is was 
interesting, now, wasn’t it just? Odd that 
he’d been thinking only early this morning 
about Christmas stories - specifi cally about 
his Grandpap’s Story of the Christmas of the 
Black Lamb. He hadn’t told that story for 
some time, as he recalled, not since the last 
time he’d been invited down - and actually 
gone! - to his daughter’s home in British 
Columbia where she and her family were 
going to celebrate a large number of married 
years and the birth of her latest grandchild - 
his third great-grandchild. How many years 
ago, now? Must be at least six or seven, he 
supposed.

He still had the story, of course: no fear of 
losing that, even if he didn’t always remem-
ber exactly which day of the week it was, 
right off , or if he’d been in to pay all his bills. 
Stories were special, they homed in a certain 
part of the brain, he was convinced, and 
nothing really dislodged them, despite all the 
years and all the other memories crammed 
in there. Stories were part of your very be-
ing - the stories your Mam told when you 
were little, little - nursery rhymes and such; 
stories at the Church Sunday School on wet, 
cold days of winter; the stories you heard 
from the adults that you weren’t necessarily 
supposed to hear, the stories you told each 
other as children, the stories you frightened 
the younger ones with and your Da’ scolded 
you for being mean, stories you made up 
for yourself and siblings or little gangs of 
schoolboys; the stories the school masters 
sometimes let rip or read to a class in the 
faint hope that some spark would be struck 
among the bored, largely inattentive group of 
children itching to be away from their desks. 
Stories he had murmured to his sweet Joan 
in courtship days, stories he’d shared with all 
the other young, lanky, bold-yet-terrifi ed air-
men in the years of the War, stories he’d spun 
for his own children when they’d been small, 
cuddled on his lap or walking the river bank. 
Th e stories Grandpap had told to a family 
gathered by the hearth or perhaps atop the 
last load of hay coming in from summer 
fi elds.

Jake brought his thoughts back to the letter 
in his hand. He would like very much to go 
to this library event, tell ‘Th e Story of Th e 
Christmas of the Black Lamb’ - in his head, 
Jake always thought of the story in capitals, 
italics and quotes for the title. It would prob-
ably sound odd to the audience because it 
was certainly no modern story - there wasn’t 
much ‘glitz’ about it, he guessed, no fancy 
Santa Claus and reindeer and mountains of 
gift s and scads of food or twinkling lights, 
no carols pouring out of loudspeakers or air 
fi lled with the exhaust of cars keeping warm 
those who barely walked more than the 
distance between two shops. 

But it was a story of what Jake still under-
stood to be the essence of Christmas - and 
his Grandpap had sworn it was true.

And Henry Walton Briggs, Grandpap, had 
been a truthful man - he was known through 
the villages and towns of his area of Berks 
as that: a truthful, honest chap who worked 
hard, brought good stock to market, didn’t 

cheat his neighbours - a man whose word 
could be trusted.

Jake had always known this even as a 
young’n - neighbouring farmers, village folk, 
the town-ey types  would say of him and 
his siblings, “Oh, aye, they be Henry Briggs’ 
gran’uns - they be all right.”  And he and the 
others - Margaret, Jillian, Elizabeth, Young 
Henry, George and Selina - grew up accept-
ing they had a family reputation to live up 
to; made no diff erence his own Da’ was one-
legged - he’d come that way from the Great 
War; made no diff erence his Mam had been 
a city girl, she’d adapted to the country and 
its ways with a quiet sweetness that made her 
well liked by the women of farm and village 
alike. 

So with all that good family, with their land 
and place in the county, what had deter-
mined him to leave the Old Country to start 
anew in the great red-blotch-on-the-map 
that was Canada? 

“Twas the bloody war, that’s what,” he 
spoke aloud again, answering his own 
thoughts, questions, reveries as he so oft en 
did now. “Th at war and the fl ying, eh, Billy? 
Th at’s what brought me out here, me an’ 
Joan - that and the hellish mess England was 
at the end of it. New land, new start, new 
- what?  Hope, I guess. Well, and here we 
are, old an’ just about done - still they’d like 
a story, they say! So, shall we give ‘em one, 
do you think, old chap?” Th e head raised, 
the tail fl opped up and down. “You think so, 
then? Well, so we shall.” 

Saturday morning saw clearing skies and 
an odd south wind sent the thermometer 
up enough for Jake to decide a shopping 
trip and a visit to the barber were in order. 
Th e habit of years required him still to keep 
hair and the short beard he’d worn for the 
last twenty years well trimmed. He had been 
disturbed years back when the whole unisex 
thing had come about and it was impossible 
for some time to fi nd a proper male barber 
in the town; he’d fi nally adjusted to having a 
woman do the monthly trimming, but was 
secretly pleased when a man of late middle 
years had arrived in the community to ply 
his old and honourable trade. Gus Laval-
lier was perhaps twenty years Jake’s junior, 
but the two had become companionable, 
sometimes joining for a round of golf (rare 
now, as Jake found his joints rebuked him 
too severely following such activity), a hand 
or two of crib at the Legion, the occasional 
ramble along the walking trails or a drive to 
fi shing spots they both enjoyed. Gus, also a 
grandfather, came into the barber shop only 
a couple of times a month now and Jake kept 
track carefully of when his friend would be 
‘on duty’: this was the last Saturday of the 
month, so Gus would be ‘on the fl oor’ and 
Jake would have his trim. Th e haircut wasn’t 
exactly a highlight, but it was a comfortable 
and satisfying break in routine, while being 
an integral part of what was his routine, his 
life of a late octogenarian. 

He wondered about that, sometimes - the 
complex business of what was ‘routine’ and 
what was ‘habit’ and what was ‘normal’ and 
where the opposites of those sort of stable 
things came into life as the years advanced. 
He was fast coming to the conclusion that 
‘routine’ and ‘habit’ became much more the 
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Liquor Commission

Moderation
is always in
Good Taste

Have a safe and Happy
Holiday Season!

Dr. Dewey Stickney and staff at the Notikewin 
Veterinary Hospital in Manning, Alberta extend 

“SEASON’S GREETINGS” to all friends and 
clients, past and present, in the South Slave 

Region. We cordially invite travelers to drop in for 
a visit and view our recently expanded 

pet boarding facility.

Our services include veterinary care, pet boarding and 
grooming, pet foods and supplies, on site cremation service, 

and unofficial animal shelter.

“Client satisfaction at a reasonable price”
-Since 1976-

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  

‘norm’ than anything else, that it took a 
good deal of exertion to alter routine, to 
‘break out’ of the steady regularity of days 
that seeped into nights that ultimately wan-
dered back into days again. He wasn’t com-
plaining, mind you; regularity was good - in 
all senses of the word, he added to himself 
with a  grin - but …. well, maybe that was 
what memory was for.

And it was why, he realized, he was looking 
forward quite strongly to participating in 
the opportunity the invitation of the library 
Christmas Presentation: the chance to ’break 
out’ again, no matter how briefl y. 

Th e haircut and beard trim fi nished, Jake 
prevailed upon Gus to join him for lunch 
and the two, aft er some discussioin, headed 
for a popular little eating place that served a 
good soup, with substantial sandwiches and 
a slice of something sweet and gooey if you 
had room for it; the tea was well brewed, too, 
none of that tea bag on-the-side and water so 
far off  the boil it had barely ever bounced a 
single molecule to steam. 

“So, old man, you getting’ ready for Christ-
mas,” Gus asked as he sat back, stirring a 
second spoonful of sugar into his cup. 

Th is was another nice thing about this 
place, Jake thought, watching his friend: 
sugar in a bowl, no silly little package to 
tear open and waste. He looked up to Gus’s 
cheery weathered face, wondering again 
just what had cut there so deeply so many 
lines. Despite their seventeen or so years of 
easy companionship, Gus had never really 
revealed much about the years before he’d 
come into the small northern town. Ah 
well, to each his own. He lift ed his own cup, 
slowly took a couple of sips.

“Well, as you ask, I am at that,” he said, try-
ing to mask the pleased grin that was already 
in his eyes. “Got an invitation yesterday.”

“Well - to what, where, who with?” Gus 
leaned forward a bit: his hearing had wors-
ened over the past month or two and there 
was a lot of chatter about them as the late 
Saturday lunch crowd enjoyed the warmth 
and food. “Come on, now, Jake! What are 
you up to?”

Jake chuckled. “Nothing like what may be 
in your mind, young feller-me-lad,” he said. 
“It was an invite from the library to their 
Christmas Presentation, to tell a story, no 
less.”

Gus was duly impressed - and pleased for 
his friend. He had listened to some of Jake’s 
stories with pleasure over the years, some-
times envying the older man’s agile memory 
and gift  for ‘spinning a yarn’, though he was 
pretty sure most of the anecdotes Jake related 
were true enough, specially those of the war 
years fl ying fi ghters and the bush fl ying he’d 
earned his living at in the forty-odd years af-
ter settling in western and northern Canada.

“Say, that’s real nice, Jake. What you gonna’ 
tell? Maybe about that time you fl ew into 
Aklavik at Christmas to deliver mail and 
it so freakin’ cold you could hardly get the 
motor started again to get back home for 
Christmas dinner? Th at was a good one, 
specially with your wife an’ the little new one 
waitin’ at home, and the people in Aklavik 
having to bring out blow pots an’ all.”

“Yeah, that was quite a Christmas trip, 
that one,” Jake reminisced for a moment, 

remembering the struggle to get the Beaver 
into the air again, the need to get back to 
Joan and the baby, the cold, the men pushing 
to get the skis moving out onto the rough 
river strip that was the ‘runway’. “No, I’ve 
got a special one that’s old - goes back to the 
1700s; one my Grandpap used to tell - and 
he learned it from his grandfather!”

“Th at’s a long time back - it came down 
through your family?”

“Yes, it did that. I guess, from what 
Grandpap used to say, the story was from 
his great-grandfather and if I’ve got it right, 
he was a youngster when it happened - the 
great-granfather, I mean,” Jake drank more 
tea. “We always understood it to be a true 
tale, but I suppose it could have been just a 
bunch of odd bits of fact and fi ction, woven 
together.”

“Nah, now don’t you go thinking’ that,” Gus 
said with conviction. “I think a lot of those 
old stories - legend, myths - whatever you 
call ‘em - I think a lot of them have all sorts 
of truth in ‘em. Oh, I know things get added 
to, maybe embellished some, but those ones 
that are handed down like you’re sayin’, well, 
I think those are pretty real, you know?”

“You’re likely right, Gus,” Jake agreed, 
draining the last tea from the little pot. “I 
never did know - no one of us did, unless 
maybe my Mam: she was always keen on 
looking up history and things - but I suppose 
it was never … what? Authenticated? It was 
just a special story that belonged to our fam-
ily, I guess, and Grandpap swore it was true. 
One thing I do know for sure: that old man, 
when he told that story at Christmas, he 
always spoke it like it was yesterday to him 
and it was always so full of details, so … so 
clear. And, as I recall, it didn’t alter from year 
to year - maybe that’s why I can remember it 
so well?”

“Did you ever write it down, you or your 
mother?”

“I never did - not sure whether Mam did or 
not. Maybe one of my sisters - Elizabeth was 
always a good story-teller, too; actually, she 
did write up some of our family history, now 
that I think of it. I wonder if she did - hey, 
you got me thinking, here!”

“So, why don’t you check with your sister, 
see if it’s recorded somewhere?” Gus was on 
a roll, enthused for his friend, glad to see 
some real spark in those pilot eyes again.

“Oh, my, Elizabeth’s been dead more’n 
twenty years now; she was older than me by 
a couple of years. But, you know, maybe one 
of her kids - I’m actually not sure how many 
of them are still alive, but the youngest one 
should be,eh?”

“Well, you won’t know unless you try to 
fi nd out, will you? So you gonna’ tell the 
library people ‘yes’?”

“Got the answer right here in my pocket; 
going to drop it off  at the library when we 
go back, before I head home,” he grinned as 
he patted his jacket pocket. “We should be 
shoving off , I guess. You goin’ back to work 
at the shop this aft ernoon?”

Th ey got to their feet, pulled on parkas, 
headed for the sales desk. 

“Probably not; well, I’ll go in, see if there’s 
any anxious customers, but unless Barbara 
made an appointment I don’t know about, 
I’ll be headin’ home, too. Th is was good, 

Jake, nice to get out once in a while.”
As they drove back to the barber shop, 

Jake asked, casually, “How’s Ellen doing? She 
keeping well?”

Gus was slow to answer. “She’s not bad, 
thanks. She’s thinking of going down to see 
the boy and his family for Christmas; says 
she’ll go on the bus. I’m not really up to 
driving all that way this year.” Jake heard the 
uncertainty in Gus’ voice.

“Let me know what you do, eh?” he said, 
pulling in to let Gus off . “Maybe, if you’re 
alone we’ll have the meal together?”

“Th at sounds pretty good to me, Jake,” Gus 
said as he left  the car. “Th anks for the com-
pany - good to see you again.”

“Good enough, old chap. See you soon.”
Jake stopped at the library and handed his 

written response to the neat little woman 
who managed the place - nothing like the 
libraries Jake remembered from his young 
years - Boots-the-Chemist’s library addi-
tion in the small town- Wokingham - in 
Berkshire; scantily stacked shelves on the 
air bases during the war years, the fascinat-
ing places in the big cities he’d sometimes 
visit, the little, cramped spaces that found a 
toehold in northern Alberta communities, 
the worn, tattered books that graced a few 
shelves in a school closet or cupboard in a 
church rectory in tiny arctic settlements. 
Mostly they had been silent, sometimes 
musty places, places where people pored 
over pages, made notes, borrowed an adven-
ture and left  as quietly as they’d come. Now 
libraries were bright, airy, oft en noisy places 
where people gathered, mingled, places of-
fering far more than access to books as little 
concerts were held, or visiting authors talked 
about the business of being a writer, places 
where sometimes art or special craft s were 
displayed. But still the constant was  always 
the wonder of books, the gateways to a thou-
sand diff erent worlds, diff erent minds, ideas, 
possibilities.

Jake drove home in the early dusk to the 
waiting Billy and the solitude of his little 
house. Th e day’s extra activities had tired 
him and he took himself off   to bed early, 
muttering as he went old words his Grand-
pap had oft en repeated to the children: “To 

bed, to bed,” said Sleepyhead/ “Oh, wait 
a while,” said Slow./”Put on thepot,” said 
Greediness,/ “let’s sup before we go!” In his 
mind’s eye, Jake saw again the tribe of chil-
dren being hastened off  to their small beds in 
the old farmhouse, the goodnight kiss to the 
grandfather, father as the mother followed 
them up the creaky stairs to the little rooms, 
tucked them in, kissed each goodnight, even 
him until he had actually got too old for the 
ritual and she, wisely, had simply blown a 
kiss from the doorway. 

Such a simple, good life it had been …. 
until the war; World War II, had changed 
everything forever far more even than had 
WWI. 

Th e book slipped from Jake’s hands and 
he slept, waking hours later from restless 
dreams to fi nd the light still on and feeling 
chilled as he was propped up and not deep 
under the covers: sleep was not the easy 
restorative it once had been and dreams were 
too oft en banished memories rather than 
sweeter, gentler ones he could welcome.

Growing old was the pits, he refl ected for 
the thousandth time.

A couple of days later, Jake rummaged 
through his desk until he found the tattered 
address book Joan had kept faithfully and 
he’d used on numerous occasions through 
the years since her death. Th umbing through 
it, he fi nally found the page dedicated to 
Elizabeth’s family. Joan had been meticulous 
in keeping track of both their families, listing 
their siblings each on separate pages and 
including the children and grandchildren of 
each as she learned of them. Of course, in 
the fi ft een years since she’d been gone, there 
had been many deaths and births on both 
sides of the families, both sides of the ocean 
and he, too, had added them here and there 
as he’d learned of them, but communications 
thinned and as his own siblings died, their 
children did not necessarily keep in touch 
much any more. Jake knew this and did not 
really have much hope of fi nding what, aft er 
all these years, was suddenly so important 
to him. But he was going to try, anyway, 
even if it was a wild goose chase: he grunted 
with satisfaction as he located a telephone 
number beside the name of Elizabeth’s eldest 
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 1-66 Woodland Drive
Hay River, NT   X0E 1G1
Phone: (867) 874-6879   

Toll Free: 1-800-264-5313

December 24th CLOSED at 1PM
December 27th & 28th CLOSED
December 31st CLOSED at 3PM
January 3rd CLOSED
January 4th Regular hours resume 

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

Northland Utilities Holiday Hours:

HAPPY HOLIDAYS
FROM ALL OF US

Season’s Greetings
from our home to yours,

We wish you good health

and happiness throughout the New Year!

Michael McLeod & Family
MLA Dehcho 

Box 1320, Yellowknife NT  X1A 2L9
Email:  michael_mcleod@gov.nt.ca
Phone (Toll Free) 1 800 661 0784
Fax  (Toll Free) 1 800 661 0879

child, Henry Walton Briggs Meredith. 
It took four attempts and Jake was more 

than a little frustrated when at last there was 
a ringing tone aft er fumbling with all those 
digits. He glanced at his watch - no, not too 
late, just early evening back in England. 

“Uncle Jackson? My goodness, what a 
surprise!”

In England, he had always been ‘Jackson‘, 
his baptized name, ‘Jack’ to his fellow air-
men, but in Canada, for some reason he was 
never really sure of, it had become ’Jake’.

“Well, Young Henry, it has been a long 
time, I know. How are things?”

Jake settled with a cup of tea in his chair, 
Billy fl aked out again aft er a quick walk. It 
had been a long conversation, but a very 
satisfactory one and now he just had to wait 
a day or two until his nephew’s daughter - or 
granddaughter - he wasn’t quite sure which - 
faxed the copies of Elizabeth’s work to him. It 
seemed Young Henry had caught his moth-
er’s and grandmother’s same interest and had 
worked with Elizabeth up until her death in 
compiling something of the family history; 

the boy (well, not a boy, he supposed, Young 
Henry must be in his late sixties!) was fairly 
sure there had been a written rendition of 
Grandpap’s ‘Story of Th e Christmas of the 
Black Lamb‘. He’d be happy to send it off  to 
his uncle if they could fi nd it. Jake was very 
pleased - having the story in a visible form 
would be some sort of …. validation, he 
thought. As well, it would be fi ne to check 
his own rendition (which came purely from 
memory) against a written form - perhaps 
Elizabeth had written it down while their 
grandfather was still alive; perhaps there 
would be some new details he had missed; 
that was an exciting prospect, Jake thought 
as he drowsed off  to a nap.

Although Jake had felt he didn’t really 
need a fax machine, the latest printer he had 
bought had the facility as part of its systems, 
so he had had the thing hooked up. At the 
back of his mind was always the thought that 
he should probably get it disconnected and 
save himself a few dollars as it was rare that 
the thing got used. However, he was quite 
bucked, two days aft er his call to

Young Henry in England when, with con-
siderable whirring fanfare, the machine spat 
out several pages of closely hand-written 
content, along with a covering letter from 
his nephew. Henry and his granddaughter 
had found the manuscript among the many 
papers his mother Elizabeth had left . “We’re 
very happy to have found what you wanted, 
Uncle Jackson,” his nephew wrote, “and 
hope it will ‘fi ll in’ any blanks your obvi-
ously excellent memory may have. We’ve 
also decided to revive the old tradition - my 
mother,your sister Elizabeth, oft en told this 
story to us as children, too, so this year, 
when our family is there, altogether for the 
day in that same farmhouse you all  grew up 
in, we’ll tell the story again. It is amazing to 
realize that this story must have been told in 
that same house for well over two hundred 
years! Even more amazing to think you will 
be telling it to an audience out there in the 
north of Canada. We hope it is a success and 
that you have a most happy Christmas.”

“Couldn’t be better, now could it, Billy?” 
Jake asked his companion as he shuffl  ed 
through the papers as they piled off  the fax. 
Th at night, aft er they had supped and settled, 
Jake read though the story from his sister’s 
writing. He was delighted to fi nd that his 
own and Elizabeth’s rendition were almost 
exactly the same! Th ere were a few - very 
few - additional details in his sister’s  version 
than in his, though as he read them, they 
came back and he knew they would be easily 
added to his own memory. 

On the morning of Th ursday, December 
the ninth, he called Gus, thinking they might 
have a coff ee together, knowing that not only 
did he want to tell Gus he had followed the 
idea his friend had put in his head to see if 
he could fi nd some other record of the story 
successfully, but also acknowledging the little 
niggling concern he’d had since their lunch 
together that all was not well with Gus and 
Ellen. Jake had not known Ellen well, though 
the two couples had socialized some before 
Joan had died: Ellen had always been a little 
…. distant, was the word, he supposed 

though she and Joan had gotten along 

OK. It was just that there has been some-
thing in Gus’s voice when he’d said Ellen 
was probably going to see their son down 
in Lethbridge, something that had sounded 
a little … off , he decided. Jake didn’t like to 
think there was a problem in the marriage 
- he knew the couple had been married for 
more than forty years - surely all the serious 
problems had been worked out by this time; 
he and Joan had managed to get everything 
straight by that anniversary, he remembered, 
and they’d had a few to work on, much as 
they’d cared for each other. As he stood with 
the phone in his hand, dialling, he glanced 
at the photo he kept there on the shelf in the 
kitchen: Joan and him out at Lady Evelyn 
Falls on the Kakisa, fi shing for greyling. It 
had been taken a few years before the stroke 
- must have been Rose Lang who’d taken it: 
she and her husband Keith were with them 
on that fi shing trip. 

Gus saying “Hello?” brought Jake out of his 
reverie.

“Gus, good morning. Jake here. Wondered 
if you have time for a coff ee today? I’ve got 
something to show  you!”

Th ere was a pause on the line, then Gus, 
voice sounding a bit forced.

“Well, yeah - yes, Jake, sure. Th is aft ernoon 
maybe?”

“Sounds good. I’ll meet you at the regular 
place, say about two-thirty?”

“Eh, better make it closer to three, if that’s 
all right?”

“See you there. Cheerio.”
“Yeah, ‘bye Jake.”
Something was defi nitely wrong. 
Jake and Billy did their walk to the mail 

stand aft er his mid-morning nap. Th e day 
was mild and on the way back he met Cindy 
Fiske holding the little boy, Tony with one 
hand, pulling a small sled on runners with 
built up side to it with the other. Th e baby 
girl, now nearly two, was bundled up with 
just eyes and tiny nose showing, propped in 
blankets on the sled. Tony wriggled his hand 
free of his mother and went to Billy who 
promptly lay down in the snow, tail wagging 
as the little boy went to his knees  and nose-
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 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
Doug Squirrel ~ Rene, Derek, Darren,  

 Rena & Ben
Connie Loutit ~ Lori Schumann 

 & Kim Crook
Tristen Anderson ~ Steve, Judy,  

 Graham, Fraser & Max
Jamie Zebedee ~ The Hub Newspaper
Rea Dawn Buckley ~ Liz Buckley   

 (Kukum)
Mike Williams ~ The Williams Family
James (Jr) & James (Sr) Buckley ~ Liz  

 Buckley (mom) & Family
Aalbart van Eck ~ Daughter Margaret,  

 Grandsons Ron & Terence
Aunt Esther Soetaert ~ Kim Crook 

 & Family
Barney Thomas Pope ~ Stan, Jenny 

 & Family
Maggie McCollum ~ Kathy & Jenny  

 Sperry & Families
Tom McNeely ~ Family
Bill Cormack ~ Family
Bev McNeely ~ Family
Dorothy & Arthur Dechief ~ Deb,   

 Danny, Lindsay & Sami
Margaret Twigge ~ The Kruger Family
Glen Williams ~ The Williams Family
Grandparents Walter & Klara   

 Malewski ~ Kim Crook & Family
Grandparents Bill & Mary Kezar ~ Kim  

 Crook & Family
Nancy Lafleur ~ Jennifer & Gabrielle
Patricia Gammon ~ Her Family
Chris Worden ~ DJ PAC
Kelly King Sr. ~ Your baby sister 

 & her family - Powders
David Villeneuve ~ Mabel Villeneuve 

 & Family
George Lirette ~ The Lirette Family
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
Don & DevonTregidgo ~ Tregidgo 

 Family
Michael McBryan ~ Mom & Dad   

 (Red & Bertha McBryan)

Gordon A. Thompson ~ Your loving  
 Wife Mary Thompson

Rose Gaudet ~ The Dahl Family

Mary Temple ~ Jane Groenen
Kelly King Sr. ~ Mom & Dad
Marguerite Powder ~ Denis Powder 

 & his family
Cecille Henderson ~ The Borchuks
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
Edna Larocque (Sister) ~ Margaret  

 Powder
Our Sister Mary Enns ~ Irene & Tony  

 Agostinho
Shirley King (Sister) ~ Margaret Powder
Raymond Charest ~ Family
Jeane Kerr ~ Kim & Terry, Ken   

 (Kevin), David & Britanny
Raymond Whelan ~ Tregidgo Family
Phil Dye ~ Gelderman Keefe Family
Muriel Dye ~ Gelderman Keefe Family
WalterA. Boyko ~ Pam, Larry 

 & Kristoffer Scobey
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
Kathleen Letto ~ The Gibbons Family
Jetta Forran ~ Red & Bertha McBryan
Art Loupret ~ The Crew
Herbert (Wade) Scheller ~ Wyatt 

 & Misty Scheller
Kelly King ~ Arlene & Larry Mills
Derek Sherbo ~ Terry G
Yvette Roach ~ Roach Family
Myrtel Roach ~ Roach Family
Pat Roach ~ Roach Family
Liza Todd ~ Roach Family
Marie Skakun ~ Faye & Mac Stark
Matthew Taylor ~ Candi & Connor
Brent Nixon ~ CN McLennan, AB
Brent Nixon ~ CN McLennan, AB
Brent Nixon ~ Stephen Rice
Brent Nixon ~ Joe Bonsan
Brent Nixon ~ Greg Mabley
Brent Nixon ~ Francis Delorey 
Brent Nixon ~ CN Team Engineering
Brent Nixon ~ Teamsters Union
Matthew Taylor ~ Mom & Dad
Matthew Taylor ~ Nana & Grampa  

 MacDonald
Matthew Taylor ~ Nana Taylor
Matthew Taylor ~ Michael Taylor
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
John Ashcroft ~ DJSS Family
Matthew Taylor ~ DJSS Family
Matthew Taylor ~ DJSS Family
Matthew Taylor ~ DJSS Family
Matthew Taylor ~ DJSS Family
Doreen Stanley ~ Mabel Villeneuve 

 & Famiy
Caroline Smith ~ Mabel Villeneuve 

 & Famiy
Aneliunas Family ~ D. Aneliunas
Matthew (Big Bro) Taylor ~   

 Jesse(Little Bro) McCordic
Matthew Taylor ~ Janine Hoff
Annabelle Lafferty ~ Wayne, 

 Charlene, Keenan & Mathew
Lawrence Twigge ~ The Kruger Family
David Twigge ~ The Kruger Family
Nellie Korotash ~ Gelderman - Keefe  

 Family
Merlyn Carter ~ Michel & Susan   

 Gagnier

Lionel Gagnier Sr. & Christine Gagnier  
 ~ Michel, Susan, Christine & Page  
 Gagnier

Leonard Anderman ~ Michel, Susan,  
 Christine & Page Gagnier

John David Larocque ~ Florence   
 Larocque

Emmerence Beaulieu ~ Henry S   
 Colins

Matthew Taylor ~ Brieanne Glaicar
Gerry & Yvonne Hodgson ~ Shawna,  

 Scott & Michelle, Brent, Jacky &   
 Daphnee, Janelle, Rod, Kaden, Kale  
 & Rylie

Dennis Boyer Jr. ~ Shawna, Scott &  
 Michelle, Brent, Jacky & Daphnee,  
 Janelle, Rod, Kaden, Kale & Rylie

Don Boyer ~ Shawna, Scott &   
 Michelle, Brent, Jacky & Daphnee,  
 Janelle, Rod, Kaden, Kale & Rylie

Gerry & Yvonne Hodgson ~ Shawna,  
 Scott & Michelle, Brent, Jacky &   
 Daphnee, Janelle, Rod, Kaden, Kale  
 & Rylie

Edward McKay, Leona Poitra &   
 Lorna Norn ~ Andy & Alida McKay

Arthur Loupret ~ Marjorie Loupret
Ben Lemon ~ Robb & Tannis Ross
Grant McKenzie ~ Laurie Townend
Marieanne Carriere ~ Laurie, Cody 

 & Kylie
Johna Buhler ~ Buhler Family
Shirley Berg ~ Buhler Family
Gordon A. Thompson ~ Brenda, 

 Farrah & Kristen
George & Mary Cayen ~ Family
Isidore Cayen ~ Nephews & Nieces
Edwin G. Cayen ~ Parents, Brother 

 & Sisters
Louis Wilfred McKay ~ Margaret 

 & Delores McKay
Dennis Boyer Jr. ~ Family
Brian Courtoreille ~ Kirsten, Terence  

 & Ethan
Chuck Williams ~ Sharon, Kari 

 & Nathan
Eileen H. Vojacek & Leo Harrigan ~  

 Vojacek Family
Eileen H. Vojacek & Leo Harrigan ~  

 Vojacek Family
Eileen H. Vojacek & Leo Harrigan ~  

 Vojacek Family
Eileen H. Vojacek & Leo Harrigan ~  

 Vojacek Family
Eileen H. Vojacek & Leo Harrigan ~  

 Vojacek Family
William (Bill) Bourque ~ Alice   

 Horsnell
Uncle Ted ~ Wayne Moore
Percy Monkman ~ Eileen Hamilton
Ruth Monkman ~ Eileen Hamilton
Ron Henderson ~ The Borchuks
Ron Henderson ~ Diana Henderson 

 & Family
Cecille Henderson ~ Diana Henderson  

 & Family
Glenn Smart ~ Sandra, Suzie, 

 Theresa, Ginger & Families

Augustus Aylward ~ Allison (your   
 daughter)

Irene Balsillie ~ Her Family
Ken, Peggy & Jim Hunt ~ Barb, Trent,  

 Shailyn & Dalton
Edith & Norman, Ewen & Leona Atwell  

 ~ Barb, Trent, Shailyn & Dalton
Cindy McCarthy ~ Dian Papineau-  

 Magill
Someone Special ~ Dian Papineau- 

 Magill
Brian Courtoreille ~ Rachel, Warren  

 & Family
Betty Wright ~ Alex, Trina, Michelle 

 & Luke
Matthew Taylor ~ Anthony, Lynne,   

 Brenna & Chayce
Cecile & Evelyn Lane ~ Penny & Pete
Don Schedlosky ~ The Borchuks
Don Schedlosky ~ Diana Henderson 

 & Family
Pat Lefleur ~ Pauline, Jennifer 

 & Michelle
Roger & Shirley Flumerfelt ~ Fr. Don  

 Flumerfelt
Wallace & Corena Tweedie ~ Their  

 Granddaughter Jennifer
John Ashcroft ~ The Hacheys
Hans & Elise Osted ~ Peter & Marge  

 Osted
Helena & Isaac Kehler & their  

 deceased children ~ Marge & Peter  
 Osted

Kevin & Shirley Ryan ~ Sheila, Gene,  
 Mason & Lucas Hachey

Thalie McDougall ~ Glaicar Family
Edward Valley ~ Glaicar Family
Matthew Taylor ~ Glaicar Family
John Ashcroft ~ Glaicar Family
Francis & Catherine Ryan ~ Sheila,  

 Gene, Mason & Lucas Hachey
Pearl Hachey ~ Sheila, Gene, Mason  

 & Lucas Hachey
Matthew Taylor ~ Lucas Hachey
Cal Mains ~ The Hacheys
Glenn Pangborn ~ Connie Belanger
Michael Latour ~ Ken Latour
Ken & Peggy Hunt ~ Roger & Lynn   

 Readman & Family
Ken & Peggy Hunt ~ Roger & Lynn   

 Readman & Family
Jamie Zebedee ~ Tatelena, Mark 

 & Jaime
Nick Irwin ~ Rene & Joan Belanger
Art McNichol ~ John, Cyndi, Shylow,  

 Billy-Jack & Lilly-Gail Warrington 
Louise & Don Yee ~ Colton & Lyndon 
Betty Brockway (Nana) ~ Colton &  

 Lyndon   
Ned & Winnie Fraser ~ Robert, Lori,  

 Emily & Ian Fraser  
Matthew Taylor ~ Mom & Dad  

 Matthew Taylor ~ Mom & Dad  
Matthew Taylor ~ Mom & Dad  
Matthew Taylor ~ Mom & Dad

Christmas Memory Tree - 2010
Christmas is a time for remembering our loved ones

In Support of the 
Diamond Jenness Parent Action Committee

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.

In Loving Memory of   ~  Remembered By

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year
Thank you for your support
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Dear Santa,
My name is Taylor Maurice , I am 
ten years old. For chrismas can I 
please have a new hockey bag with 
wheels, camara, sunglasses, color-
ing book, markers, & a ipod touch.
Love, 
Taylor Maurice 
 
p.s My sister name is Tori she is 
a good baby so can you get her a 
sleeper and I hope it says my big 
sister is the best.

Dear Santa,
My name is Tori McKay, this year is my fi rst 
christmas.
I met you at the festival of trees at my sisters 
school. I was crying when we met but if you 
come to my house christmas eve I promise I will 
be sound asleep so I won’t be crying.  
I have been a good girl for mommy & daddy, so 
can I please get a doll, bath toys & some new 
clothes for christmas. I will leave you chocolate 
milk and peanut butter cookies. Thank you
Love, 
Tori Mckay
ps. Can you please leave my sister a really nice 
present this year because she is the best big sister 
ever!! She always helps mommy & daddy with 
taking care of me.

Dear Santa,
Merry Christmas! Ho Ho Ho! For 

Christmas this year I would like Moon 
Dough, Aquasand, Play money, a DSi, 
the game Operation, Changing Time 

Baby, a Diary with a key and a Sleep-
ing Bag with a pillow and Flashlight.

Thank you and Safe travels,
From Halli Wong

 

Dear Santa,
For Christmas I would like Moon 

Dough, A DSi, a Birdy Craft, a jewellery 
box with a necklace thats a key so only 
I can open it, Barbie and the Fashion 

Fairytale Barbie and The Dora doll that 
when you press the fl ower she sings and 
dances. I will try to be even better next 

Christmas   From Brooke Wong

Dear Santa,
This is Tyrell.  I am the oldest of my brothers and one sister.  
For Christmas, may I please have a basketball to play with 
my brothers?  
Hey Santa, this is Tyrell again.  Cashton is my youngest 
brother and he cannot talk yet.  I think he wants pull-along 
toys and walking toys.  For my parents, you can get them a 
movie that they would both like (that would be a comedy).  
See you soon!

This is Kihew.  I am three 
(so my Mom is typing for 
me).  For Christmas, I want 
the Dora Play-Doh House.

Tyrell - 10, Kihew- 3, Cashton- 1

Mahsi (Thanks)

Letters to SantaLetters to Santa
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Dear Santa,
My name is Lexin, I am 
one year old. I have tried 
very hard to be a good 
little boy for my Mommy 
this year. For Christmas I 
would really like a work 
bench, fi sher price pop on 
pals, and a monster truck 
please. I won’t forget to 
leave out cookies and milk 
for you, and some carrots 
for your reindeer. 
Thank you Santa.
Love Lexin

Dear Santa, 
My name is Walker Wilgosh and I’m writing this letter to you for 
my baby brothers and me! I’m 3 years old and have been a busy 
boy this year. I would like some toys for christmas. Trucks are 
good! My baby brothers Finnley and Fletcher have been good 
babies this year too! They would like some trucks and something to 
climb! Our dog Bridgette would like a new friend. She has been a 
good doggie this year too.  
Please put in a good word for Ty and my Mommy!
Love Walker, Finnley and Fletcher
XOXOXO

Dear Santa
I am 7 years old, and have been a really good boy this year! 
I have done well in school and always help around the house. 
This year I would really like a new hockey stick, a Lego set 
and new gloves!
Thank you and Merry Christmas Santa!
Love Kaden Beck

Dear Santa
I am 4 years old, and I have been a pretty good boy this year, 
I always help my teachers in preschool and listen to my 
mommy!  For Christmas I would really like a tool set, toy 
story phone and a fi re truck!
Thank you and I will be sure Mom leaves cookies for you!
Love Kale Beck

Dear Santa
 I am 3 years old, and have been a very good girl this year. I 
always listen at preschool and clean my room! For Christmas 
I would really like a dress-up chest, strawberry shortcake, 
make-up, pink necklace, pink camera, and a pink phone!
Thank you and have a Merry Christmas!
Love Rylie Beck

Dear Santa,
My name is Kashton Vyse, I’ve 
been a good boy this year and 
for Christmas this year I would 
really like a Nintendo DSi.  My 
Mom and Dad say I am too 
young for one, I promise if you 
and the elf’s make me one, I 
will take extra good care of it. 
I would also like a Hot wheels 
“Criss Cross Crash”.  Thank 
you!
P.S  Merry Christmas & Happy 
New Year to everyone at the 
North Pole!                                   
Love Kashton xoxo                                                                                                                                       
Age: 3

Dear Santa: Do you visit 
all 25000 houses in all 1 
nite? Do you. Anyways 
I now know the song 
Rudolph the Red Nose 
Reindeer. For Christmas 
I want: Lego Halo Breach 
Characters, Lego Toy 
Story Trainset and 
Goggles. Thank you. 
From Kael Cumming.

Letters to SantaLetters to Santa
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Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year!

Wishing you a safe and 
happy holiday

Hay River Housing 
Authority

103-31 Capital Drive
phone 874-6477

fax 874-2874

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

Wishing you and your 
family

Season’s Greetings
and a safe

Happy New Year!
Please enjoy your holidays responsibly. Don’t drink & drive!

Constituency Office:
4908-49th Street Donald M. Cooper 
Building
P.O. Box 1986 Yellowknife, NT X1A 2P5
Phone: 867-873-6995
Toll-free: 1-800-661-0802
Fax: 867-920-4233
Email: bevind1@parl.gc.ca

Ottawa Office:
Room 930 Confederation Building
Ottawa, ON K1A 0A6
Toll-free: 1-866-992-4587
Fax: 613-992-1586
Email: bevind@parl.gc.ca

to-nose with the dog. 
“Hello, Jake, how are you today?” CIndy 

asked, watching her child and Billy with a 
grin on her face.

“Well enough, my dear, well enough,” Jake 
said “Th at young lady is growing, isn’t she 
just? Hi there, Tony! Having fun on your 
walk?”

“Can Billy come with me, Mr. Jake?” the 
boy asked.

“Oh, no, Tony, Billy and Mr. Jake have had 
their walk already,” his mother protested.

“Tell you what, Tony,” Jake said quickly. 
“Why don’t you walk back towards our hous-
es with me and Billy, while your Mummy 
goes to the mail, if she likes? We’ll walk 
slowly and she’ll catch us up before we get 
home, I bet.” He turned to Cindy. “If that’s all 
right with you, Cindy?”

“Are you sure he won’t be any trouble? It 
won’t take me long to get the mail if I don’t 
have to go at his pace!”

“Of course; you go along with Molly Jane 
and Tony and Billy and I will walk along 
slowly. Come on then, young man, up off  the 

snow and lets see how well you and Billy do, 
eh?”

Th ey made it round the corner of the 
crescent before Cindy caught up with them. 
Deep in conversation about dogs and how 
fast they can go, the old man and the young 
boy were puttering along with Billy between 
them as the mother came alongside. 

“I see you’re on the programme for the 
Library Presentation, Jake,” Cindy said. “I’m 
looking forward to the evening and especial-
ly to your story - is it going to be one you’ve 
told Tony before?”

“No; no, I’ve got one you haven’t heard yet, 
a very, very old one this year,” Jake said with 
a smile. “It’s one I was told as a little boy.”

“Th en it’s going to be a real treat,” Cindy 
said with a laugh. “I do hope the weather 
holds - it’s so much easier when it isn’t too 
cold, don’t you think?”

Th ey reached their respective drives and 
parted company aft er Tony had made his 
fi nal farewell to Billy. 

“Let me know if you need anything at the 
store, if there’s too much cold or snow, won’t 

you?” Cindy called. “You only have to give 
me a call, you know; I wouldn’t want you 
struggling out when there’s no need.”

“You are very knid, Cindy, and thank you. 
But it’s good now with the weather and the 
car is running fi ne; in fact, I’m going off  this 
aft ernoon for coff ee with my friend Gus.”

“Drive safe, then,” she waved good-bye as 
she took the baby out of the sled and herded 
the boy into their house.

Gus was already tucked into a corner of the 
booth when Jake joined him.

“Sorry, Gus; guess I dozed off  longer than 
usual aft er lunch. How’re you doin’?”

“Pretty well, I guess,” Gus signalled the 
waitress. “What have you got there?” nod-
ding towards the fat envelope Jake plunked 
on the table.

“What I wanted to show you, my friend. 
Th anks to your mention the other day - you 
know, about trying to fi nd out if my sister 
knew more about the old story? Well, I 
phoned her son, my nephew, and by George, 
“ patting the envelope, “she did! She and our 
mother had actually written it out. Seems 
like Elizabeth did jot it down while our 
Grandpap was still alive and she and our 
mother put it together later. Th en Young 
Henry, her boy, Elizabeth’s that is, got pretty 
interested in the history of our family in 
general and he worked with Elizabeth up 
until she died, compiling the ancestry and 
all that stuff . Anyhow, he found her manu-
script of Grandpap’s story and sent me out 
a copy - on that fax machine thing I’ve got 
hooked in with my printer. Never really use 
it, but it came in right handy this time. Look 
here, Gus….” Jake fl ipped the envelope over, 
opened the fl ap and pulled out the pages. He 
passed them across to Gus.

“Whew, Jake, this is really something!” Gus 
rifl ed carefully through the pages, stopping 
to read a passage of neat script here and 
there, looking up at his friend with enthusi-
asm as he scanned. “What a treasure to have. 
Is it as you remember?”

“You know, it is! Which is actually remark-
able, I suppose - I mean, that I have remem-
bered it as well as I have over all these  years. 

It must be some eighty-four or -fi ve years 
ago that I fi rst heard it. Th ere’s a few bits 
I’ve forgotten, but now that I’ve read them, 
they’ve sure come back!”

“Th at’s great, Jake, really great. I’m so 
pleased for you. Now you’ll really be able to 
tell it at the Library, eh?”

“You know, I think it will work - no matter 
that it’s old an’ all, or that it’s maybe not what 
stories are much nowadays. I mean, they’re 
all so sort of realistic and set in modern 
times; except the cartoon stuff  - and good ol’ 
Scrooge, of course! Th ing about this one, is 
that it apparently did happen. Young Henry 
added some notes of Elizabeth’s and his 
own; they did quite a lot of research, back 
through old parish and local history records 
and such. Th ey found a few references to the 
event that certainly seem to verify Grand-
pap’s story! Not bad, really, considering it’s 
going back to about 1790 or so.”

“Not bad? I’d say it’s darn good,” his com-
panion said grinning and picking up the 
pages again to look at the neat writing. “Your 
sister certainly had beautiful handwriting 
- don’t see much of that these days - every-
thing’s typed - or texted!”

Both men were silent for a moment, drink-
ing their coff ee, holding the mugs out for 
refi lls as the neat little waitress came along 
with her steaming pot. Jake put down his 
mug, looked at Gus steadily for a moment, 
cleared his throat and said: “Want to tell me 
about it?”

Gus was silent still, then looking up his 
friend, shrugged and said, “Not much to tell: 
Ellen’s left  me.”

Stunned briefl y, Jake gathered his wits - 
what did you say to an elderly friend who 
loses a wife, not to illness or mind-stealing 
deterioration, but to her own will?

“Gus, I’m so sorry. What ,,, what hap-
pened?”

“Dunno’ really. She just said she’d had 
enough, needed more than sitting here, 
piddling away the last years of her life when 
there were grandchildren and all sorts of 
other things she could be doing in a big-
ger, warmer place. Not that Lethbridge and 
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39 Lakeshore Drive, Hay River NT  X0E 0R9  Phone (867) 874-3539 In-season (867) 874-3872

The Hay River Museum Society Board extends to all
Yuletide Greetings and wishes for a bright New Year!

Thanks to the many people, businesses and organizations that helped make our 10th Anniversary Year 
so successful. Your contributions - through financial aid, volunteer work, visits to the Centre or the various 

events we mounted - are greatly appreciated. As always, your participation in whichever way made, has helped 
ensure the continued operation of the Hay River Heritage Centre. 

Kicking off our Celebration Year was the ‘Celtic Evening’ held last January - all reports indicated that this was a 
popular event much enjoyed by all who attended. Several other events or displays were held at various venues until 

we opened the summer season in May with ‘Victoria Day Celebrations’ at the Centre. In late August to mark the actual 
tenth anniversary of our  opening ‘Viewing Day’ in August 2000, we welcomed many visitors including Hon. Jackson Laf-
ferty, our MLAs and the Director  of the Prince of Wales Northern Heritage Centre as well as Hay River residents and visi-

tors to an outdoor gathering - yes, with speeches and lots of good food! It was a wonderful afternoon with good  weather, the 
grounds finally coming into shape and allowing for our fine Northern tradition of ‘being together in good company’. 

This year we were able to add a new glass display case to accommodate the items of clothing which have been generously 
donated over the years. This adds another interesting display for visitors, as do donations of a mounted bison head, an impres-
sive bald eagle, a ptarmigan and two northern flickers. We were also delighted to display ‘Ichy’ , the fossilized jaw of an ichthyo-
soraus which was found on the Hay River near the 60th Parallel some years ago and was loaned for display by Prince of Wales 
Northern Heritage Centre. Displays from ITI, Wildlife and Forestry divisions and from NCPC of the Taltson River Hydro Generat-

ing system also added to a ‘Natural Resources and How We Use Them’ display; there was also ’Ole Stoney’, a rock of some 
two-billion years which was also loaned for display. In October, the Society hosted the first conference of the ‘Small Museums of 

the NWT’ which brought together representatives/operators from as far away as Ulukhaktok and as near as Fort Smith.
Work continues on the outdoor display items - and volunteers to work on these restoring projects are needed - if you’re interest-
ed and have some time this coming summer, please contact a Board member - we’ll be happy to put your talents to good use! 

Contributors:
Royal Canadian Legion Br. 250 * Ring’s Drug Store * Judy Langille * Hub Publications Limited * 
GNWT Department of Education, Culture & Employment - Prince of Wales Northern Heritage 
Centre * Poison Painting * Carter Industries Ltd. * The Source * Territorial Quick Print * Alex 

Pinto * Finning (Canada) * Northland Utilities Ltd. * Shawn Carter * Maria Anderman 
* Lori Uhlenberg * the many Hay River Ladies who Bake & Serve at High Tea * 
Susan Gagnier & Woodshed * Marilyn Barnes * Sharon Brunes * Buffalo Air * 

Danny Patterson * Beautification Committee * Wanda Beaulieu * Hay 
River Senior’s Society * Kingland Ford * all the Musicians & 

Entertainers who shared their Talents *
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St. Andrew’s Anglican 
& Grace United Church

Christmas Eve: 
7 PM Family Service

11 PM Christmas Eve Service
Christmas Day:

10:30 AM Morning Service
Sunday Morning:

10:30AM Morning Service
 

Hay River Pentecostal Chapel
7 PM Christmas Eve Service

 
Roman Catholic Church

Christmas Eve: 
5 PM Family Mass at Assumption

7:30 PM Christmas Mass at St. Anne’s
12:00 AM Midnight Mass at Assumption

Christmas Day:
10:30 AM Christmas Mass 

 
  

Hay River Baptist Church 
Christmas Eve:

7 PM Christmas Eve Service
 
 

Hay River Ministerial Association
New Year’s Eve Service at
 Roman Catholic Church

Friday, December 31st - 10 PM
Speaker - Rev. Georgina Bassett

Holiday Church Services

We would like to thank all our 
customers for their support

over the years.
We wish you all a

Very Merry Christmas!
Ph: 874-6337 Fax: 874-3866

Toll-free 1-888-397-0883
Fax 1-800-661-0886

sales@mssltd.com
www.mssltd.com

MEDICAL CLINIC
CHRISTMAS HOURS
December 27 & 28 – Closed
 January 3 – Closed

The staff at the Medical Clinic
wishes everyone a

Happy Holiday Season!

Hay River
Holiday Hours:

CLOSED
Saturday, Dec. 25th

CLOSED
Sunday, Dec. 26th

Open 10am - 4pm
For Gas only

Monday, Dec. 27th

❄
❆

❆
❆

❆

❄
❆

❆

❆

southern Alberta is always that much warm-
er in the winter,” he added in a weak attempt 
to lighten the facts. “Anyway, she packed 
as much as she could handle, said we’d talk 
later, in spring or something and took the 
plane out of here this morning.”

Gus’s face was bleak. Jake searched for the 
‘right thing’ to say.

“Th at’s one hell of a blow,” he said slowly. 
“Does your son know she’s coming for longer 
than just Christmas?”

“I suppose Dennis knows; she didn’t really 
give me any details like that, other than she’s 
going to them for now, for Christmas, New 
Year’s. So whether she’s told him she’s going 
to be there long term or not, I don’t know. 
Don’t even know if Denis and his wife will 
want her there on a permanent basis - it’s 
just a blasted mess, far as I can make out.” He 
paused, took another swallow of the cool-
ing coff ee. “Th ing is, I sort of felt there was 
something bothering her for the last couple 
of months; tried to talk to her a few times, 
but she just wasn’t responding, you know? 
Obviously I couldn’t get through to her - 

maybe I never could.”
“Gus, you’ve been married, what, more’n 

forty years, isn’t it? You must have some kind 
of communication aft er that long, for sure? 
I mean, you really didn’t have any idea this 
was in her mind?”

“Never thought it was anything so seri-
ous or that she’d take this step, no, I didn’t. 
I know she didn’t enjoy the long winters - 
heck, most of us don’t as we get older, seems 
to me. But we’ve been away a couple of times 
to break the winter - we were actually talk-
ing about a short cruise in the new year, or 
maybe a week in Hawaii or some nice spot; 
she seemed really taken with the idea when 
I fi rst brought it up. I just don’t know what 
sparked this - what’s set her to this decision. 
I just know it’s a bloody pain, an’ right now I 
don’t know what to do about it.”

Jake stayed quiet for a bit, then: “Well, my 
friend, I’m no one to give marital advice re-
ally - but, you know, perhaps this is just a bit 
of ‘cabin fever’ or ‘being bushed’, as we used 
to say. It was not un-heard of years back, you 
know, only it most oft en seemed to come in 

January and early February, usually at the 
middle of ‘dark-days’ - that’s what we used 
to call it in the arctic, the time when the sun 
was gone below the horizon for four, fi ve, 
six weeks at a time. ‘Course, we don’t get it 
here like that - I mean, we have short, short 
daylight, but the sun’s still there, not out 
of sight,   unless it’s behind clouds. I think 
they call it something like ‘daylight depriva-
tion’ now, or some such fancy name. But, 
whatever, people do get depressed or really 
out-of-sorts, miserable, do uncharacteristic 
things. Perhaps it’s something like that that’s 
got into Ellen?”

“Well maybe,” Gus considered. “Certainly 
she isn’t actin’ like her usual self. I guess that’s 
what’s got me scared, Jake: this isn’t really 
like Ellen, the Ellen I’ve known all these 
years. I don’t know whether to go aft er her or 
just let her be.”

“Why don’t you hang on a day or so, then 
give her a call and see how she’s feelin’, fi nd 
out if she wants you there or is thinking of 
coming back soon?”

“Th at’s probably what I’ll do, I s’pose. She 
can be mighty stubborn over things if she’s 
set her mind on it, though.  Either way, 
it’s not shaping up to be much of a ‘merry’ 
Christmas right now.” He gave Jake a shakey 
smile .

“Hey, I meant it when I said we’d share 
Christmas dinner - I cook a pretty mean 
turkey, you know!”

“Yeah? Well, I’ve got pretty good at the 
goodie side of Christmas things - we joked a 
lot about that, Ellen and me. She’d make the 
cake, but I got to do all the shortbread and 
cookies. Even ginger bread men to hang on 
the trees for the kids. Where’d all those years 
go, Jake - where’d they go?”

“Off  into memory, old chap; into those little 
grey cells they keep jabberin’ about, telling 
us to ‘exercise’ them all the time.” Both men 
chuckled a little as they paid their check, left  
the warmth of the café.

Th at night, Jake stirred awake to strong 
winds thrashing about in his few spruce 
trees. Out of bed, he pushed his face against 
the window and found it plastered with 

driven snow. Billy wriggled on his mat, sit-
ting up as if asking Jake what he was doing 
wandering about in the dark. 

“Just checking on the weather, lad,” he told 
the dog. “Maybe get a drink of hot milk, read 
a little.”

He propped himself against his pillows 
with the mug of hot milk and picked up the 
pages of Grandpap’s story once more. Th ere 
was a snowstorm in that story, he recalled, 
and Grandpap had always managed to tell it 
so that Jake, his brothers and sisters, could 
almost feel the cold whiteness that had 
covered that old countryside a couple of 
centuries ago. He listened, fancying he could 
hear his grandfather’s voice whispering the 
words that had captivated them all so well. 

He hoped he could do ‘Th e Story of the 
Christmas of the Black Lamb’ as well for the 
children of this new century when he told it 
that coming Saturday.

On Saturday morning, Jake hurried up 
from his aft er-breakfast nap to answer his 
phone. It was Gus. 

“You all set for tonight, Jake?” his friend 
asked. “Your voice in good shape? No coughs 
or sneezes?” Gus sounded in much better 
spirits, Jake thought.

“Well, considerin’ you just spoiled my nice 
little nap, yeah, I’m in ‘good voice’, I think,” 
he replied, deepening his voice for eff ect.

“Glad to hear it, pal,” Gus shot back. “Looks 
like the weather’s clearing up, so I’ll see you 
at the library tonight. I really want to hear 
the whole of that story of your grandfather’s.”

“You will, you will. Hey, Gus, you sound 
chipper - talk to Ellen?”

“She called me last evening, says she got to 
Denis’s all right and is settling in, enjoying 
the grandkids. We didn’t talk about much 
else, nothing’ about when she’ll be back or 
such.” 

“You OK with that?”
“For now, I guess I am; not much choice, 

really. See you later, Jake.”
“Yeah, at the library. Cheerio.”
“You know, Billy-lad, I’m just getting too 

damn old for this kind of bother. What 
makes people hurt each other, anyway? So 
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Everyone here is hoping your Christmas 
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stupid, so stupid. Yes, yes, you can go out. Come on, then.”
He watched the dog make his slow, arthritic way  round the 

garden boundaries, wondering sadly if Billy - or he - would 
see another summer, let alone another winter. His own ar-
thritis was kicking up this morning and he debated whether 
to take a pill now or save it for later. Such a big decision, 
he thought derisively: “to pill or not to pill”; how senseless 
that life fi ltered down to such a question. Jake shook off  the 
morbid mood and once more answered the phone. It was his 
next door neighbour.

“Good morning, Jake,” Cindy’s bright young voice came 
over the receiver. “I just thought I’d check in and see how 
you’re doing today, see if you need anything or if you’d like a 
ride to the Library this evening?”

“Th at’s very kind of you, Cindy,” Jake was courteous. “Well, 
actually if you are going to the store, I could use some milk - 
a two-litre carton would be fi ne, if it’s not a bother.”

“Of course not, I’ll drop it off  when I get back, should be 
just before lunch time.”

“Th at will be fi ne - and thank you, Cindy.”
“No problem,” her friendly tone made him a little ashamed 

that he hadn’t really wanted to talk to anyone right then. 
He puttered through the morning, ate lunch, then retired, 

with his alarm set, for a good aft ernoon rest so he’d be quite 
ready for the Library Presentation. He was still mulling over 
the few additional pieces of ‘Th e Story of the Christmas of 
the Black Lamb’ that had turned up in Elizabeth’s rendition: 
he must not forget them tonight …... 

Jake tossed in the cockpit as the Dakota bucked and 
dropped again. He fought with the controls to keep the air-
craft  in the air - not much further, the Channel was behind 
them now, Southampton, too; Andover, Berks ahead, then 
southwest of Windsor, the ‘secret’ airfi eld, tucked back in 
the country somewhere between Wokingham and Reading. 
Th e port engine was down, there were holes in the fuselage, 
two of the small crew dead or badly wounded. Th is was not 
supposed to have happened this late in the war, December 
of 1944, a cold, bitter winter with snow and deep hoar frost 
this far south; the aircraft  was heavier and heavier, colder and 
colder, build-up on the cockpit window getting thicker, mak-
ing it almost impossible to see anything beyond the vague 
outline of the nose, the yawing becoming harder and harder 
to compensate; chances of landing in any kind of safety slim-
mer and slimmer even if they reached the fi eld ….

He woke with heaving chest and a fi lm of perspiration on 
his forehead. 

Struggling up to lean on his elbows, Jake felt dazed and 
sick: this particular nightmare had not haunted him for 
decades, yet the horror and fear were as intense as that awful 
night when he’d struggled to get them home to that ’secret 
fi eld’ buried in the Berkshire countryside, so near to his 
own childhood home. He’d always believed deep inside that 
there had been more than luck and skilful piloting that had 
brought the Dakota down onto that snowy strip of England, 
more than good fortune that, despite the wounds, his crew 
had all survived. He’d been awarded the DFC for bringing 
the DC-3 home that dreadful night - and right now, he wasn’t 
even sure just where the old medal was among his bits and 
pieces, the memobralia of life that accumulates for all.  

And it didn’t matter, really, in the end or very much. He’d 
done his job at the time and he’d managed to do it right on 
that night. 

Which was what really mattered, Jake thought as he lay 

back down on his pillows, glancing at the clock and realizing 
he could rest for another half hour before he needed to get 
some supper, spruce and dress up for the evening.     

As he drove slowly to the library for the evening’s perfor-
mances, it suddenly hit him: what had always been under-
neath his rarely examined feelings on that fl ight back from 
the Continent and their mission was the sense of his Grand-
pap and ‘Th e Story of the Christmas of the Black Lamb’ .

“I’ll be damned,” he murmured as he pulled up at a stop 
sign. “It must have been the snow and the danger, they must 
have tangled up in my head with the Story somehow. Well, 
either that or maybe miracles did happen in that area! Guess 
I’ll never really know.”   

Gus met him in the entryway, a large platter in his hands.
“What have you got there, Gus?” he asked.
“Now, what do you think?” his friend was smiling slyly. “All 

that talk about turkey and cooking got me wound right up.” 
He lift ed the covering cloth from one end of the platter and 
Jake’s own smile broke out as he beheld the stack of perfect 
gingerbread men. “Th ought I could add these for the kids 
here tonight.”

“Not just for the kids,” Jake remonstrated. “You’d better 
make sure you save me one, pal!”

“We…lll, maybe - if the Story’s really good!” he said, with-
drawing the platter from Jake’s reach.

“Humphh,” was Jake’s reply.
Jake was last but one on the programme; he was glad in a 

way, because he could listen to all the other performers. On 
the other hand, he had to sweat through his own little bits of 
stage-fright, most of which comprised sudden doubts as to 
whether or not the Story was good enough or appropriate 
aft er all. 

“Now,” said the nice little library lady, “another treat 
tonight: Mr. Jackson Briggs - Jake - has one of his special 
tales for us.” She handed the mike to him and Jake pulled the 
straight-back chair he’d requested forward a bit and folded 
himself down to its support.

“Tonight I’m going to tell you ‘Th e Story of the Christmas 
of the Black Lamb’ . Th is is a very old story that has been told 
in my family for more than two hundred years, most of those 
time in the same farmhouse where my great-great-great 
grandfather, Henry Warford Briggs was born in 1783. Th eir 
family farm was near to a small village - Finchampstead - in 
the country of Berkshire in south-east England - I was born 
and raised in the same house. My Grandpap told this story to 
me and my six sisters and brothers every Christmas; he was 
also named Henry Briggs - and this Christmas Eve, in Eng-
land, another Henry, my nephew, son of my elder sister, will 
be telling the story again - and in that very house. Th is is not 
quite what we have become used to in the 21st Century as ‘a 
Christmas story’ - but it has always seemed to me, especially 
as I grew up, to be very much what Christmas was - IS - re-
ally about. My Grandpap always swore the story is true - and 
he was known by all to be an honest man.  So …..

‘”Th e Story of the Christmas of the Black Lamb’ : Th e win-
ter of 1790 was a bitterly cold one, with heavy snows, deep 
frosts and cold winds. It came early and by Advent, much of 
the south of England was as snow-covered as was the north. 
Gales blew in off  the Channel or down from the North Sea 
or right across the breadth of the land from the Irish Sea, the 
North Atlantic, the Arctic Ocean Th ere was much suff ering 
among the peasants and the poor and the wealthy didn’t fare 
much better, for food was scarce for all, and fuel to heat large 

houses was just as hard to get as it was for small cottages. 
Many trees which would never have been touched in normal 
weather were felled; livestock grew thinner and thinner as it 
became impossible to forage in the pastures and the har-
vested hay and feed would not last through to spring, and so 
was rationed. Th e animals of the wild, too, met starvation, 
and fi shing was fraught with more than usual dangers as the 
seas ran high continuously. George III was king, the ‘Farmer 
King’, the ‘Mad King’. Th e French Revolution had begun just 
across the English Channel; William Pitt the younger was 
prime minister, and although the King had recovered from 
his mental breakdown, the country on the whole was not 
really in a healthy state.

“My great-great-great grandfather’s parents had a small 
freehold on the boundaries of the estate of one Lord Rothby, 
and their village, Finchampstead, also lay just on the bound-
ries of that estate. Lord Rothby was a countryman himself, 
and like the King, keenly interested in developing ideas and 
ways to improve agriculture. He was a good and fair ‘em-
ployer’ by the standards of the day, a hardworking man who 
did not shirk or shrink from taking his turn at a plough or 
in pitching hay or working with his livestock. His particular 
interest lay in sheep as the wool trade was fl ourishing as 
English woolen cloth began to be a popular and coveted item 
in the world markets. Some of Rothby’s lands included parts 
of the Ridges, hilly folds that could be grazed by sheep suc-
cessfully where cattle and horses would have found but little 
nourishment. Rothby ran several fl ocks of diff erent breeds, 
but one of his best was of the Horned Dorset Downs, a breed 
which ‘lambs down’ much earlier than most others. Th e 
Dorset Downs drop their lambs as early as Christmas. Great-
great-great grandfather Briggs’ father was a shepherd of good 
repute and oft en would work for Lord Rothby, tending his 
own small fl ock along with the lord’s larger ones and pastur-
ing both along the Ridges and down the short valleys of that 
area. Th e two men were of an age and nature, and had grown  
up knowing each other; their association less one of master-
and-worker, more of mutual respect and friendship - and the 
fondness of sheep. When the fl ocks were brought down to 
the lower pastures close to the home farm and bryes of the 
estate and my ancestors’ to his own small farm, in good time 
for the lambing, the elder Briggs would still help tend the 
ewes for Rothby. With the weather so sever, feed becoming 
so short, both the shepherd

and the lord were much concerned as to the safety of the 
ewes and the chances of lambs surviving. Th e cold and short-
age of food took its toll among the people as well as amongst 
the animals. Congestions of the chest, fevers and general 
malaise struck many; the old and the very young had little 
resistance against illness; whilst the nuns and the healthy 
women of the whole area - all rank aside - with the priests 
and pastors of the parishes and chapels were beset day and 
night, the ones with nursing, the others with burying. 

“Christmas-tide of 1790 was naught but stress and trouble 
throughout the kingdom.

“Th at Christmas Eve, Lord Rothby sent word to the Elder 
Briggs that three of his Horned Dorset ewes were lambing 
and that one was in serious trouble. Great-great-great grand-
father, then a boy of about eight years went with his father 
to the estate byre, leaving an older brother to tend their own 
animals. Th eir mother - they say her name was Miriam - 
was back from a day spent with the Lady Rosalind in the 
stillroom of the great house where many of the women of the 
estate and parish worked under the Lady’s direction prepar-
ing what medicines and poultices they could for use on the 
estate and in the village. Miriam had two children younger 
than my great-great-great grandfather and the smallest, a girl 
of less than two years, was very sick. In the Lord’s house, his 
two youngest children lay ill, also. 

“Among sheep, twins are not uncommon, the ewes with 
their two teats for nursing can handle such births; but when 
triplets are birthed, one must needs be raised by hand. Th e 
Dorset ewe in trouble in Lord Rothby’s bryre that Christ-
mas  Eve was one of his prize animals in the fl ock, a lovely 
creature with always a fi ne fl eece, always a successful mother. 
When my great-great-great grandfather and his Da’ arrived, 
one lamb was birthed and being tended by a shepherd boy; 
but the ewe was having diffi  culty dropping the second lamb. 
Th e lord and the Elder Briggs knew the animal needed assis-
tance and worked side-by-side to see the twin safely deliv-
ered. Great-great-great grandfather was set to whisking off  
the little body while the ewe bleated weakly to the newborn. 
It was then the men realized there was yet a third lamb for 
birthing and that the ewe was fast losing her strength. At last, 
though, the tiny creature lay on the damp straw, not breath-
ing, while the ewe lay by exhausted and scarcely breathing. 
Lord Rothby bent to the mother, pushing on her rib cage, 
blowing his own breath across her nostrils; the shepherd 
- that would be my great-great-great-great grandfather, I 
suppose - lift ed the last lamb, wiped it off  quickly, opened 
its small mouth and put his own to it, breathing in life. He 
signalled his young boy - great-great-great grandfather - to 
bring a handful of fresh straw and swathed the lamb in it 
back on the bryre fl oor. Th e little body in its pitch balck coat 
still did not move.  

“Now, as my Grandpap told it, the bryre door opened and 
the Lady Rosalind entered with an armful of clean rags. 
A Dorset county gentlewoman also from a working-farm 
estate, she had few airs about her and knew the ways of farm-
ing and countryside as did her husband. Th at night, though, 
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Season’s Greetings
Aurora College would like to wish 
its students, and the whole town of 

Hay River, 

 A Merry Christmas
and

Happy New Year!

HAY RIVER

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 2011

from the Management & Staff of

KEITH’S WATER SERVICE

Regular deliveries scheduled 
for Saturday, December 25 

will be done on
Friday, December 24

NO DELIVERIES CHRISTMAS DAY
Regular schedule back in effect Dec. 27 

Regular deliveries scheduled 
for Saturday, Jan. 1

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

Saturday, Jan. 3, 2010

an associate of 

874-2686

fear knocked at her, for their youngest 
child, a boy of four, was worsening. But, as 
she took in the scene and knelt beside her 
husband, the shepherd, my great-great-great 
grandfather, the lambs and ailing ewe, she 
showed only concern for the plight of the 
animals. Lord Rothby was still working on 
the ewe which was slowly breathing more 
easily. Th e fi rst two lambs were recovering 
and bleated soft ly, the ewe answering now 
with a wavering bleat of her own. Th e last 
lamb, the black lamb, still lay seemingly 
dead. Th e Lady Rosalind pushed aside the 
shepherds hands, placing her own on either 
side of the small frame, nodding to the Elder 
Briggs to continue breathing into the ani-
mal’s nostrils: as the shepherd breathed, the 
lady gently squeezed the lamb’s sides. More 
minutes passed, says my Grandpap, and 
then - at last! - there was a faint stir beneath 
the lady’s hands, a twitch of the small mouth 
as the shepherd blew his breath again and 
again. More pressure, more breaths and then 
the little black body stirred, the head jerked 
and the black lamb was breathing!

“”Wrap him warm in these rags,” Lady 
Rosalind says to my ancestor, “then let the 
boy come with me and we will take him to 
the house.” Lord Rothby was set to deny this 
idea, but his wife stood fi rm. “Th is lamb has 
chosen to live; his chances of doing so will 
be greater if there is warmth and constant 
care for him now; the ewe cannot feed three 
of them, so he will have to be hand-raised, 
so we will do so. Besides,” she added to her 
husband, “our son is far sicker than we fi rst 
thought and he has been crying in delirium 
for the sheep - perhaps the sight of the lamb 
will comfort him.” She was pleading now, the 
story goes says my Grandpap, and the lord 
no longer protested.

“So my great-great-great grandfather went 
through the snow and winds with Lady Ro-
salind to the house and  up a wide staircase 
to the wing where the nursery was, where 
the two young children of the Rothby’s lay 
in their illness. Th e black lamb was nestled 
against the lady’s breast, tucked beneath her 
cloak as she knelt by the little boy’s bedside, 
pushed the cloak aside and drew the black 

lamb out into the warmth of the room, for a 
fi re was built in the small hearth, and a kettle 
hung on the hob, moistening the air. 

“Th e restless child quieted a moment and 
his mother called to him; he turned to her 
voice and she showed him the tiny lamb 
which suddenly straightened in her arms 
and reached forward its little head towards 
the boy. In that fl ash of moment, as my 
great-great-great grandfather later told it 
to his family, the boys eyes cleared and his 
small hand came out from beneath the 
covers to touch the black lamb’s reaching 
face. Th e lamb nuzzled the boy’s palm - and 
the Lady Rosalind placed the little creature 
beside her son on his bed, covering the lamb 
once more with the rags she had brought to 
the bryre.

“By early morning, the boy was almost 
fully recovered, as was his sister. Th e black 
lamb lay beside him still, and was being fed 
ewe’s milk by hand. It had gained strength 
steadily through the last of the night and on 
Christmas Morning stood sturdily by itself.

“Th at was not the end of the Christmas of 
the Black Lamb, though. Great-great-great 
grandfather and the shepherd, the Elder 
Briggs, came quietly to the great house in the 
aft ernoon, enquiring of the lord’s son and 
the lamb. When the Lady Rosalind heard 
that her friend Miriam, feared for the life of 
the Briggs’ small daughter, she gathered up 
the black lamb, wrapped once more beneath 
her cloak and returned to the Briggs’ house 
with father and son. Th e lady whispered to 
Miriam and knelt beside the bed where the 
faint little daughter lay. Once more, the black 
lamb was placed beside the child, once more 
the child quieted, opened her eyes and once 
more a small hand touched the soft , little 
black face as it reached towards her. 

“Once more a child recovered. 
“Over the Twelve Days of Christmas, from 

the Day to the Feast of Epiphany, the Lady 
Rosalind and the Black Lamb went into 
a dozen small houses and a couple of the 
nearby bigger ones. In each visit, a young, 
very sick child touched the little black face - 
and recovered. 

“Th e lamb grew in those days, fed on de-
mand by many willing hands. Lord Rothby’s 
favourite ewe also recovered and nursed 
the twins she’d fi rst dropped into a healthy, 
gamboling pair. When Easter came and the 
country also birthed again with an early, 
mild and bountiful spring, the two female 
lambs of the three born on Christmas Eve 
did not go to slaughter for Easter meals, but 
were selected to grow into strong Horned 
Dorset Downs ewes. Th e triplet, the Black 
Lamb did well with his human up-bringing 
and was companion to the the Rothby’s son 
all through that year. Lord Rothby and the 
shepherd watched his progress closely and 
my great-great-great grandfather was also 
companion to the Black Lamb and the young 
Rothby. Th e Black Lamb grew into a great 
ram - and the story goes, said my Grandpap, 
that the line of the Black Ram of the Rothby 
Horned Dorset Downs fl ock could still be 
traced in some fl ocks in Berkshire - there 
were Dorsets on our own farm descended 
from the Black Lamb of Christmas, 1790.”

Th ere was a moment of silence as Jake 
ended his ‘Story of the Christmas of the 
Black Lamb’ and then warm applause broke 
out - and Jake saw, from the corner of his 
eye, more than one surreptitious dabbing at 
eyes. 

On Christmas Day, 2010, Jake and Gus 
sat down to a fi nely roasted bird with all the 
trimmings, including Gus’s contribution of 
trifl e from an old, old recipe. Th e friends and 
Billy, comfortably full, retired to easy chairs 
and a new mat, to spend a peaceful evening.

“I hope you won’t mind, Jake,” Gus spoke 
tentatively, “but I took the liberty of send-
ing a copy of the copy you gave me of your 
great-great-great grandfather’s story to Ellen. 
She phoned me this morning, thanking me, 
thanking you for sharing it. Jake, she’s com-
ing back on January 4th!”

“Aha, my friend, so the Black Lamb is still 
doing his work, a couple of hundred years 
later! I’m truly happy for you, Gus. And for 
Ellen - this is great news.”

“Th e thanks are to you, Jake, you and the 
Black Lamb, I guess,” Gus smiled at the older 
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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

On behalf of 
the Chief, Council 

and
the members of the 

Katl’odee’che
First Nation
WE WISH YOU
ALL THE BEST 

DURING
THIS SEASON!

The Band Office
will be closed

December 17th at 3PM
until January 4th

man who was obviously pretty tired aft er the 
cooking eff orts of the Day. “Did you hear 
from your nephew in England?”

“I did indeed - they phoned, too, very early 
this morning. Young Henry wanted me to 
know that they had  told ‘Th e Story of the 
Christmas of the Black Lamb’ to all the fam-
ily which had gathered at that old farmhouse 
outside Finchampstead and revived the 
tradition. Apparently all there were much  
taken with the tale and intend to make sure 
it’s not forgotten - they’re going to tell it in 
each branch of their family from now on - 
and I’m making copies for my three kids to 
pass to their children. So, somehow that little 
Black Lamb which was so close to not mak-
ing it, will still work his magic - or whatever 
it was that worked. Funny, isn’t it? Good stuff  
comes around just as much as the bad, don’t 
you think?”

“Yes, I do, Jake. And I’m not likely to doubt 
that ever again.”

Th ey raised their small glasses of whisky to 
the Christmas of the Black Lamb, while Billy 
drowsily opened one eye - and shut it again.

Finis

Author’s Note: Th e breed of Horned Dorset 
Downs sheep was still in existence in the 20th 
Century and as far as I know, still is. Th e vil-
lage of Finchampstead in Berkshire is real, as 
are the Ridges - I spent much of my childhood 
there. Th ere was indeed a ‘secret airfi eld’ back 
beyond ours and my grandfather’s property on 
the Nine Mile Ride; around the corner from 
the Ride on the road to Reading was a Cana-
dian Army Camp at Arborfi eld. Th e Briggs’ 
and the Black Lamb are invention. Happy 
Christmas.

THE GRADE ONE/TWO CLASS FROM  » ÉCOLE BORÉALE presents the play “L’arche de Noël” during the 
school’s Christmas concert at the Hay River Legion on Dec. 16.

ANDY SPIRIDONICA PHOTO 

CHRISTMAS CONCERT
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Merry Christmas 
HUBT H E

HAY RIVER, NORTHWEST TERRITORIES

From the Staff 
Delivering best wishes to all of our customers, 

friends, and neighbours! 
Thank you for your loyal support. 

We look forward to serving you in 2011.

The Hub’s Holiday Hours:
We will be closed 

Friday, December 24 - Monday, January 3
There will be no paper on December 29. 

Our next paper will be 
Wednesday, January 5, 2011
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