
by Roger Varley

It is unlikely Uxbridge skateboard-
ers will see a park opened for them
in 2011 – if ever.

Chief Administrative Officer
Ingrid Svelnis said Tuesday no park
is likely to be built in 2011 since a
location would first have to be deter-
mined and planned for and then pre-
sented for public comment.

But in looking over budget pro-
posals offered by the parks, recre-
ation and culture department coun-
cil balked at the $400,000 price tag
put on construction of a skateboard

park, especially since a location has
not yet been determined.

In addition, Mayor Gerri-Lynn
O'Connor wondered how many
skateboarders would use the park if it
was built. She said it would be hard
to justify spending $400,000 on a
facility if its users numbered only 25
or so.

This was just one subject
touched on Monday and Tuesday as
council continued the preliminary
stages of their 2011 budget delibera-
tions.

Another subject that generated
much discussion in Tuesday's budget

meeting was community halls.
Councillor Bev Northeast said

the township's community halls
might need to look at having
Internet connections to make them
more attractive to possible renters,
while Regional Councillor Jack
Ballinger wondered what is the best
way to promote the halls as places to
rent.

Councillor Pat Molloy, chair of
the finance committee, agreed the
township “can't just let the halls sit
there”, but added that the communi-
ty halls also cannot be viewed simply
as revenue sources. Nevertheless, he

said he expects to see Zephyr Hall
rentals increase now that it has been
fixed up after being “neglected” for
so long.

Mayor O'Connor challenged her
councillors to work together to come
up with innovative ways to market
the halls and give her a report by
April.

When facilities manager Bob
Ferguson spoke of roof repairs at the
arena, the subject of solar panels was
raised. Ms. Svelnis suggested that
money be set aside in the upcoming
budget to allow staff to investigate
the feasibility and cost of installing

solar panels on suitable township
building roofs.

In discussing the public works
department's multi-million-dollar
operating and capital budgets, coun-
cillors reflected on some minor
issues, but basically left director Ben
Kester's projections unchallenged,
especially the doubling of capital
spending on roads from 2010. 

MASSES FOR THE MESSIAH - There was record breaing attendance at Trinity United Church on Monday and Tuesday, as the Uxbridge Messiah Singers, directed by Tom Baker
(inset) performed Handel’s Messiah.   Photos by Stuart Blower.

Female Cardinal, Sandford by Pat Asling
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Jan. 6. Have a 
wonderful holiday!
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Save 50% - 80%
on ALL In-Stock

CHRISTMAS TOYS

Boxing Week Blowout
We’re open at 8:00 AM on Dec 26th

UXBRIDGE

CANADIAN TIRE UXBRIDGE

We’re OPEN
8 am - 6 pm
Boxing Day

Dec 26th

STORE: (905) 852-3315

AUTO
SERVICE: (905) 852-9857

Plus 100’s of “CANADIAN TIRE UXBRIDGE ONLY” In-Store Specials!!!

Mastercraft 18V
Cordless Drill Office Chair

3 yr
Warranty

SAVE
60%

SAVE
60%

ONLY
$69.99

ONLY
$39.99

ONLY
$39.99ONLY

$69.99
Reg.$179.99

Reg.$99.99

54-2713

*limit of
1 per
customer
please* off our regular prices

(Pneumatic seat height adjustment)
(1 hr charger,18V Lithium-Ion Battery,carry tote)

68-1343 *limit of 1 per customer please

The best Christmas present ever?
It must be something that comes
from the heart, lasts for a while,
may be completely impractical
but is “just the thing”. Many
gifts from years past come to
mind, but one stands out far
above all the rest. The big sur-
prise is that the gift wasn't my
gift at all. 

On a shelf at the cottage is a
well-read book, The Stars: A New
Way to See Them, by H.A. Rey.
You might recognize the author's
name: he is far better known as
the creator of all the Curious
George stories. Inside the front
cover is a dedication: “To
Gordon, for the new cottage.
Take your kids outside at night
and look up. You will be amazed.
Best wishes, Ken. Christmas
1963”. It is my dad's book, a
thoughtful gift from his best
friend.

With no electricity, our sum-
mer cottage forces kids to reac-

quaint themselves with tradi-
tional ways to entertain: playing
make-believe, card games, read-
ing, exploring, puzzles, swim-
ming, crafts, board games, and
after a blazing sunset, star gaz-
ing. Without lights, we get an
unobstructed view of the heav-
ens. No light pollution washes
away the Milky Way - it streams
across the sky, a flowing ribbon
of millions of stars. 
Just like the ancient Greeks and

Romans, we can gaze up at night
and see patterns among the stars.
They named some of these pat-
terns after the heroes of their
myths, placing them above Earth
for all eternity. They remind us
mortals below of the morals to
be heeded. 

It was during a particularly
rainy week at the cottage that I
discovered H.A. Rey's volume.
Tired of losing yet another board
game to my brother, I turned to
the big book on the shelf.

Wonder of wonders! Here were
all the constellations, laid out
with stick-figure drawings to
make them easy to recognize,
along with the story about how
they came to be in the heavens. 

When the skies finally cleared,
my world was forever changed. I
found animals, people, tools, a
crown. There were all the heroes
from those stories! Using Dad's
binoculars, I could see even
more: clusters of stars, colours,
doubles, auroras, planets, air-
planes, and eventually satellites.
Ken was right: it WAS amazing!

My passion for space grew with
the NASA program. A scale
model of the Saturn V rocket
towered over my desk, with a
paper maché moon landing area
for the LEM, complete with tiny
astronauts. My “treasure box”
contains the cassette I recorded
from the TV in July, 1969, as
Neil Armstrong took his “one
small step” on the moon. A fam-

ily trip to the Kennedy Space
Centre was a dream come true. 

Dad's last Christmas gift to me
was the balance of the money I
needed to buy my first telescope.
He didn't live long enough to
look through it, but he knew he
was rocking my world big time.

The next time I see Ken I must
remember to tell him what an
amazing gift he gave us all in
1963. 

When she isn’t gazing at the stars,
Nancy Melcher is an occasional
contributor to the Cosmos.

A “starring” gift by Nancy Melcher

Photo of Tuesday’s lunar eclipse by Stuart Blower



Christmases on the farm in the 40s
and 50s was not the big gift-giving
event it has now become. Santa
always came and the stockings were
always hung and found in the
morning with great delight. Of
course, we were ignorant of what
children elsewhere might be receiv-
ing so we were generally happy. 
The school Christmas concert was

the most anticipated event of the
season in our one room, one
teacher school. We began practices
soon after school opened in
September while our teacher made
wonderful multicoloured crepe
paper costumes for skits, plays,
dances and recitations. It was
always held in the church so the
older boys were given the task of

going up early and getting the stove
going. My first concert didn't go so
well as I recall - I was six. We were
on the platform singing when
Santa arrived with his jolly “Ho Ho
Hos”.   My response was “boo hoo
hoo” and I had to be taken down.   

Another time, on the night of the
concert, the road was plugged with
snow and we had to travel the two
miles by horse and sleigh, a not
uncommon occurrence but usually
done during daylight. By the end
of the concert the road had been
ploughed and we came home in a
neighbour's stock truck. 
There were the usual church serv-

ices on Sundays leading up to the
day but no service on Christmas
Eve or Christmas Day. That was

strictly for family. My grandparents
always came from Brookdale and
sometimes my mother's bachelor
brothers, her unmarried sister and
her father in later years, all from
Lindsay. The elders spent the after-
noon talking while we kids played
with whatever new toys we had
acquired. My favourite gifts were
books and I could spend the whole
day reading. Often we joined the
neighbour kids on a convenient hill
to tobbogan. 

One year we each got a pair of
skis. They were wooden with
leather bindings and we spent
many an hour tramping the farm
on those skis. They needed to be
waxed regularly, something we
were never very good at. I still have

them, and
haven't used
them for years
but don't want to
part with them.
In those days we
really did have a
lot more snow
than now, and
the roads were
often blocked,
sometimes for
days. Once when
this happened, I
was adamant
about going to
school, so Dad
put on his skis
and skied all the
way to Epsom
with me riding
on the backs of
them. I have no
memory of how I
got home that
day but I do
remember that

part and often wonder how he
managed, even though I wasn't
very big at the time.

Pat writes the Sandford News for the
Cosmos.
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I'm not sure if my favorite
Christmas present was the actual
present or the circumstances sur-
rounding it.   
I was at that age. You know, the

one when you start to ask ques-
tions, not so much because you
really want to know, but because
you've heard the older kids talk-
ing.     
The one present I really wanted

that year was roller skates. Yes,
the ones that needed a key.  I
wanted them SO much and
begged Santa for them. I could
see myself skating around the
school yard across the street,

endlessly circling the pavement,
maybe getting good enough to
skate in the roller derby that I
would watch on t.v. on Saturday
afternoons.

Christmas Eve finally came.  I
couldn't sleep and used every
excuse a child can come up with
to stay up, just a few more min-
utes. My parents used the line
that Santa wouldn't come if I
wasn't asleep, but I needed to
know if the older kids were
right, and I needed to know if I
got my roller skates! All of a sud-
den, a sound came from the
kitchen door, and I heard foot-

steps in the hall. I looked up just
as Santa came around the corner
into the living room! I don't
know who was more surprised,
me or him. 

“What are you doing up?  You
should be asleep by now!” 
I was so surprised and happy to

see Santa in my house, proving
the other kids were wrong, that
it took a while to realize I might
not get my present, my roller
skates! What could I do to con-
vince Santa that he should leave
my present?

Santa told me that since I was
up, I could share his cookies, but

then I had to go straight to bed.
Oh yes, Santa, anything you say!

So, we had a nice chat about
the reindeer, and Mrs. Claus, my
Mom took a picture of Santa
and me in my Christmas jam-
mies, then Santa told me he had
to go, but if I could help him
bring in a few things, it would
help him get back on schedule.
He sent me to the kitchen door
for a bag of presents that I was to
bring to the tree. Oh, the excite-
ment of seeing those all gifts the
elves had    wrapped, just like my
Mom did, with ribbons and
bows. Santa told me I had to go

to bed before he put out the
gifts, so off I went, hoping that
he would leave my present. 

The next morning at an
extremely early hour, I couldn't
stand it anymore, and got every-
one out of bed and gathered
around the tree. There it was, a
present that was the right shape
and size as a roller skate box with
my name on it. Oh joy!!  I had-
n't ruined everything by staying
up, Santa had brought my roller
skates, with the key!

Lori writes the Udora News for the
Cosmos.

Happy holidays to 
all of our readers 
and advertisers! 

We're excited to be 
celebrating our 
sixth Christmas, 

and look forward to 
an exciting 2011.

Santa Claus - the “wheel” deal by Lori Tomkinson

Christmas on the farm by Pat Asling

COME
HOME

FOR
CHRISTMAS

Trinity United Church
20 First Ave., Uxbridge

CHRISTMAS EVE

Dec. 24th Services

4:30 pm - 
Informal Family Service 
followed by a 
Pot Luck Supper

7:00 pm - 
Formal Service, 
Singing & Candle Lighting

10:00 pm - 
Worship Service, 
Holy Communion,
Singing & Candle Lighting

ALL ARE WELCOME!
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Uxbridge: 8,200 delivered by mail, 700 available in stores and boxes.

Publisher/Editor Conrad Boyce 905.852.1900
Advertising Coordinator Christine Wetzel 905-852-1900

38 Toronto Street North, Unit One, Uxbridge Ontario L9P 1E6
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web site:  www.thecosmos.ca
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other errors or omissions in advertisements.  All material herein, including advertising design is copyright-
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Christmas town
Cars have been flowing in a steady stream through Elgin Park of late, drawn by the
Optimist Club's third annual Fantasy of Lights. From 6 p.m. to 10 p.m., from now until
Christmas night, the park is a fairyland of coloured lights in settings both beautiful and
whimsical, complete with a lighted maze that delights children and adults alike.

The downtown core likewise is ablaze with lights draped over every tree along the
Brock Street retail section, while the street lights are festooned with brand new
Christmas illuminations and colourful winter holiday banners. Christmas music plays
from the carillon in the library tower and from the street clock in front of Rutledge
Jewellers. The whole downtown is filled with the sights and sounds of Christmas and we
believe the town has never looked better at this time of year.

But it's not just the physical adornments that have transformed Uxbridge into what
could fairly be described as Christmas town.

Trinity United Church was packed to the rafters on Monday and Tuesday for two glo-
rious performances of Handel's Messiah, which is produced and directed impeccably by
Thomas Baker every two years. The Music Hall was similarly crowded last week with
Nancy Einsmann`s traditional offering of the Christmas ballet, The Nutcracker. Add in
all the smaller Christmas concerts and special events that have littered the calendar this
month, all produced and performed by (mostly) local talent, and one sometimes won-
ders who can be left to form the audiences.

We suppose there are other communities of Uxbridge`s size that do Christmas well,
but we think we would be hard pressed to find one that offers the variety, the number
of options and the outstanding talent that are found within our borders.
We hope that many of you have taken the opportunity to see and hear some of what
this town has offered and that, in doing so, you have found you are part of a much
larger family, a community family. And we hope that you have also found that it does-
n't take a lot of expensive gifts to make for a truly memorable Christmas.
To our readers, our advertisers and our contributors, we wish that you find peace and

contentment during this Christmas season – okay, and that special gift, too. I held my new treasure under a
slagheap of wrapping paper,
Styrofoam, and mangled boxes.
To a kid not yet in high school,
it was the equivalent of gold
buillion. I’m sure they weren’t
the only gifts I received that
Christmas but they were the
only ones I slept with that night
– one on either side of the pil-
low. 

I had asked for the
Beatles’ compilation
albums known by the
colour of their cover
jackets: Double Red
and Double Blue.

I remember how I
held them by the
edges so as not to
smudge them with
the oil from my fin-
gertips. I applied
barely enough pres-
sure to the sleeves so
as not to crease the seams. As I
held them I could feel tiny paper
fibers mingling with the glossy
finish. And I remember the
smell: a heady bouquet of cello-
phane, cardboard, and ink. I
stared at the twin gems in rever-
ence and disbelief.

The Fab Four were guests at
Christmas dinner. I propped up
the album covers at the far end
of the table, safe from flying
gravy and salvos of errant stuff-

ing. Enthralled with my heroes,
I lobbed a grenade across the
table: I would grow my hair like
John Lennon. My dad eyed the
figure on the album cover with
the granny glasses and shoulder-
length mop and declared “Over
my dead body.”

And with that, my teenage
years were officially launched.

The images are a little dog-
eared now but I seem to recall
not leaving my bedroom for sev-
eral days. Occasionally, my
mother would poke her head in
the doorway to ensure I still
owned a pulse. In my bunker, I
listened to those albums over
and over again. I studied the
liner notes, found all the typos
(there were a couple), and mem-
orized every lyric right down to
the background blabbering in “I

am the Walrus”.   
The Beatles changed how I

viewed the world. The music
exposed a reality beyond the
button-down Camelot of my
suburban existence. Those
Christmas gifts became the
soundtrack for that youthful rite
of passage known as rebellion.

I no longer have the albums. I
pawned them off at
some long-ago yard
sale. By then they no
longer held iconic
status. Years of play
on substandard
equipment had left
them more useful as
salad bowls than
musical timepieces.

My son is now the
same age as I was
that fateful
Christmas. Perhaps
out of a sense of nos-

talgia, Double Red and Double
Blue top my list for Santa this
year. I’m not sure a coaster-sized
CD with a lyric sheet that
requires a telescope to read will
hold the same magic as those
classic vinyl discs. But the mem-
ories would still be golden.

Roger regularly contributes his
outlook on life to the Cosmos in
his column Ravenshoe Ramblings.

A red and blue Christmas by Roger Pires
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Penny for your paper
My favourite Christmas present? There have been many over the years, but

the one that jumps out arrived when I was around nine years old.
Under the tree was the printing set I had asked for. Complete with rubber letters, numbers, a wooden type

stick to help compose the sentences and an ink stamp pad to transfer words to paper.
What a thrill. I had two favourite uncles - Ted and Bill – who learned the trade with the Uxbridge Times-

Journal. I could now be like them.
I spent hours learning to use my new possession, watching as the words appeared magically on paper.
Younger sister Barbara and brother Barry would often be watching this procedure and were quite interest-

ed in what I was producing.
Their interest sparked an idea in my young mind. How I could turn this gift into a moneymaking venture?

Publish a Stemp Family newspaper.
So, in secret, I worked hard and finally I held in my hand Issue #1 of the Stemp Family News. How to

make money with this issue had to be well thought out.
Our parents were very hard workers and provided us with a comfortable home full of LSD - love, securi-

ty and discipline. But there was always a shortage of money. Not unlike many other families in the early
40s with World War II going on.
However, every week the three of us would get our 5 cent allowance. Not much, but, in those days, with

some ingenuity, one could spread that allowance over three stores along Brock Street and come home with
a bag of treats.
Finally, my first issue, neatly folded, meant our family now had its very own newspaper. Mom and Dad

looked up with interest. Barbara and Barry were very excited.
“Can we see it, Harry?” they both asked.
“Yes. But it isn’t free. You both have to give me a penny to read it.”
The room went quiet as the two of them stared at me in puzzlement. Mom and Dad sat quietly watching

the business negotiations.
“Why should we pay to see the paper?” asked Barbara.
My mind moved into high speed. I knew I had to come up with a good reason if I was to make the sale.

At that moment a thought entered my mind that would serve me well in my future career which, at the
time, I didn’t even know what it would be.
“Because your names are in it,” I said.
They both stared at me and left the room. It was ages before they came back and I began to wonder if

the paper was going to be a success.
A few moments later, a penny in their small hands, they bought the paper.
They weren’t disappointed. I was careful to print some very nice things about them as well as Mom and

Dad. They went away happy, Barbara busy reading the paper to Barry, who, at the time, was too young to
read.
At that moment I realized that names make news – the secret of small community newspapers being a

success.
Saturday night I headed down Brock Street with seven cents! Those two with four cents apiece.
Sadly, Barbara died a few years ago. Barry, who was very young, probably doesn’t remember. Before her

death, Barbara loved to tell the story of how Harry got started in the newspaper business. “On the backs
of Barry and me,” she would laugh.
And 65 years later, after owning the Uxbridge Times-Journal, along with a number of other papers, I still

love the only profession I have known. Still writing about various events and inserting names of those peo-
ple who are important to my extended family of Uxbridge. And, very, very fortunate, that many still enjoy
reading the “Stew”.
Have a wonderful Christmas and may 2011 be kind to you.

the barris beat
column by Ted Barris

Best Christmas present ever
It happened after I'd graduated from Ryerson in 1971. I'd learned about a

position writing press releases and biographies about up-and-coming rock 'n' roll musicians. They called it A&R,
an artist and repertoire position. My employer would be one of the biggest recording labels in the world -
Warner Brothers. And, they told me, I would be working from a brand new office in Yorkville, the heart of
Toronto's pop music world. I wanted that job so badly I could taste it. I applied in June, got it in September
and was told I'd start in December. It would be my biggest, best Christmas present ever. Then, the roof caved
in.
“Sorry to have to tell you this,” the Warner Brothers flunky said on the phone that December. “Changed their

minds. No A&R office. No job.”
“Some Christmas present,” I lamented. But all was not lost. Soon after the recording biz job evapourated, I

learned that one of my résumés had landed at, of all places, the University of Saskatchewan in Saskatoon.
Turned out the audio-visual department at the U of S needed someone who could write, produce and direct tel-
evision. Well, I'd just spent three years studying all that at Ryerson; why couldn't I do it? Besides, I'd never
been west of Sarnia, Ont., in my life. Being single, on my own and with no responsibilities, I figured, “Why
not?”

There was one hitch, however. The day I agreed to take the job in Saskatoon, the commercial pilots at Air
Canada decided to press their demands for a new contract - especially during the high-demand Christmas peri-
od - and walked off the job. And since Air Canada was the only airline flying into Saskatoon back then, I found
myself stuck on the ground in Toronto. It didn't seem to bother my potential U of S employers. They and I
expected the strike would end in a matter of days and, I felt sure, by Christmas I'd be settling into my new
role as the resident audio-visual producer at the campus of the University of Saskatchewan. But the pilots'
strike dragged on and on.
“Pilots are still out,” my friends at the student residence where I was living would call out each evening after

dinner. “Let's say 'Good-bye' to Ted one more time.”
Without a word of a lie, all my post-grad Ryerson pals, all my sister's under-grad pals and a whole bunch of

hangers-on visited a pub named “Doc's” at least a dozen times leading up to Christmas, through Christmas and
on towards New Year's. That's how long the Air Canada pilots remained off the job and that's how often they
said “Good-bye” to me. So, I'd gone from anticipating a Christmas job with a big recording company, to a con-
firmed Christmas job at a western Canadian university campus, to endless Christmastime good-bye parties at
Doc's pub drowned in copious amounts of draft beer and late-night choruses of “Auld Lang Syne.” My future,
to say the least, looked tenuous. My career felt stuck in neutral. The Christmas of 1971 seemed a total bust.
When the strike finally ended and the Air Canada pilots began returning to work, it was nearly a month into

the new year. My friends at the residence had either grown tired of singing “Auld Lang Syne” or (returning to
their own lives) had decided that recovering from yet another drinking and singing binge at Doc's was not
worth the expense or the hangover; they had moved on. My sister and a couple of friends were the only ones
left to see me off at Pearson International that morning - Jan. 31, 1972. When I arrived in Saskatoon, three
hours later, I stepped off the DC-9. In those days passengers actually walked down a set of stairs outdoors
before entering the airport. And that's where I met my new boss.
“Welcome to Saskatoon,” he said. “It's minus 52, the coldest day of the winter!”
The hair inside my nose froze instantly there on the tarmac. I wondered what the heck I was doing out in the

middle of the Prairies so far from home. I also wondered if I'd made the right decision to seek my fortune in
a place as remote and frigid as Saskatoon appeared to be.
“By the way,” my new boss added. “Tonight, if you're not doing anything, why don't you come to an evening

class I teach at the university on TV writing?”
“Sure,” I said, pretty much forgetting about the commitment until later that afternoon when he reminded me.
But it so happened the after-hours writing class included an evening student named Jayne MacAulay, the
woman I would later marry…
And thus the best (if a little belated) Christmas present ever.

stemp’s stew
column by Harry Stemp

$29999
Regular

BOXING DAY BLOWOUT!

$17999
Only

SAVE
40%

Yardworks 12A / 20”
Electric Snowthrower

60-3983

Sunday Dec 26th and Monday Dec 27th Only while Quantities Last!



When Conrad asked whether we
would be willing to write a story
about “your favourite Christmas
present from seasons past, or
your ideal one for the future”, I
instantly thought about my
skates.
It's hard to remember when the
tradition started, but every year,
probably from the time I was six,
I got new skates for Christmas
because  I had outgrown last
year's pair, and I also received
three books. I started out read-
ing the Bobbsey Twins, then
Trixie Belden, Nancy Drew and
finally, Agatha Christie's
Hercule Poirot series.
For most people, knowing that

they would be receiving skates
and the next in a series of books
every year probably wouldn't be
that interesting, exciting or spe-
cial.  But it was for me.
I don't think that, as a child, I

would have put it quite this way,
but I loved the sense of tradition
and security it brought into my
life. There were lots of other
gifts, for sure. But somehow,
knowing that I would have new
skates and new books to read
always made me very happy and

excited.
When I was young, my dad and
a couple of the other fathers
would get together and put up a
skating rink in the little parkette
in front of our house. They put a
small square inside the larger
square so that the big kids could-
n't play hockey (we had lots of
outdoor hockey rinks) and the
smaller kids would also have a
place to skate.  
The dads watered the rink reg-

ularly and, for the most part,
cleared it off. But if it had
snowed during the day, the kids
would clear it off after school.
We would skate around and
around until it was suppertime.
Because the rink was right in
front of the houses, most of the
kids were allowed out after sup-
per. The neighbours would all
turn on their lights so we could
see where we were going. As we
say now, “Those were the days!” 

When I wasn't skating, I was
reading. I had two brothers
when we lived at that house.
One was three years younger
than me and one was ten years
younger … like, newborn!!!

So my bedroom and my books
were my refuge. By the time my
third brother came three years
later, we had moved to a bigger
house, I was 13, and there was
no outdoor skating rink around.  
Sometimes my dad would drive
my brothers and I to the arena,
but it just wasn't the same as
skating outside and being able to
walk to the rink - without your
dad and your brothers.
Years later my

parents divorced
and the first
Christmas after
they separated
was really tough
and stressful.
My parents got
together “for the
sake of the kids”
but it was just so
unpleasant.

As we sat
around the tree,
I couldn't imag-
ine what my dad
or mom would
have bought for
me. I had moved
out by then, so
all I was really
expecting was
cash from my
dad and clothes

from my mom.
Imagine my joy when I opened

a box with new skates in them! I
still have the skates, even though
the blades are a little rusty. They
were the most comfortable
skates I had ever owned.  The
boot was molded and used
Velcro closures so the fit was fab-
ulous.

And my mom - well, she
bought me a Special Edition of

Agatha Christie stories.
There's comfort in things that

don't change.

Susan Fedorka writes Designed
Lifestyles for the Cosmos.
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The comfort of a gift by Susan Fedorka
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I had to think hard about my
favourite present. A few weeks
ago, I reached far back into my
memory looking for it, trekking
backwards over years of
Christmas mornings. Dozens of
memories gently assaulted me,
memories of waking up, shaking
with anticipation over the con-
tents of the stocking at the end of
my bed before my eyes had even
fluttered open. Of the familiar
sensation of grabbing at the bot-
tom of my stocking and finding
the reddest, most delicious apple
and the most perfect orange you
can imagine sitting in the toe
waiting for me. Of racing down
the stairs, knocking my fingers
against the banister and seeing
the twinkle of fairy lights illumi-
nate Santa's gifts, laid out for
each of us so lovingly. Of the
familiar scent of fire and morn-
ing, mingling together,
Christmas flames crackling in the
fireplace and bringing us all out
of any lingering fatigue. Of the
ceremonial present receiving, an

undisturbed Carroll ritual of ter-
rible importance. Of the smells of
Christmas morning breakfast, my
favourite meal of the year. 

Among all these memories I
cannot distinguish more than
one or two specific gifts. I can
see the emerald ring from when I
was seven, the family computer
we unwrapped together a few
years later, my Shakespearean
Lexicons I coveted in theatre
school… but I have to reach far
back in my mind to retrieve
them. They're buried under lay-
ers of hours spent together as a
family, the docility of the morn-
ing and the languid pace of the
afternoon. I reach further and
further, deep into wrapping
paper and tissue, far under the
Christmas tree adorned with
years of homemade orna-
ments…and I think I've found
it. The best gift I ever received. 
My moccasins: plain as day, but

soft and warm as anything. The
year the Uxbridge Tannery
closed, I spent the entire fall

hinting to my mother how much
I'd love a pair of the handcrafted
labours of warm, enduring love
it produced. I wanted a pair of
mocassins so badly, and I knew if
I didn't get them this year, I
never would. And sure enough,
there they sat Christmas morn-
ing. Simple, soft, warm…I can
still feel the soft silkiness of the
insides when I slipped my hands
in that first time, the fire just
beginning to warm the room.
No beading, a light tawny
colour, my moccasins were per-
fect. Understated and perfect.
My chronically cold feet
screamed in delight at the gentle
warmth as I slipped them over
my icy toes. And I tell you, they
only get better with age - years
later, they sit faithfully beside my
bed, reminding me of that
Christmas morning when I sat
with a contented smile and
toasty feet all day long. 

But as I think back to that
morning, and remember what I
felt when I saw those beautiful

slippers, the memories soften
and recede and I fall back into all
those other memories of
Christmas morning. The memo-
ries that keep me company
through the year are not ones of
specific gifts, but of annual tradi-
tions. And I realize that the rea-
son I love Christmas so much is
because it's the one morning
each year when each of the seven
members of my family belong to
each other, and no one else. We
bustle and hop 364 days of the
year, but that one morning calms
our scattered lives and pulls us
together. Those Christmas
mornings I have with my broth-
ers and sisters  are some of the
memories I cherish the most. 
So maybe my moccasins don't

quite reach top billing for
Christmas gifts - no, maybe it's
the puzzle we receive as a fami-
ly every year without fail. It sits
in the front hall by lunchtime
Christmas day, splayed out on a
card table older than time. As
each family member whirls

about the day in our parade of
traditions, we'll stop occasional-
ly to fit a piece of the picture
into place. I'll sit for hours with
my brothers, father, cousins,
stopping by and leaning over my
shoulder, nudging stubborn
pieces into place. Within a few
days, it sits completed, the final
fitted piece a cadence to end our
festive celebrations. Yeah, you
know what…that's definitely my
favourite. 

Jennifer writes her column Far
From Home both here at home
and from her other home in
Dublin, Ireland.

As I write this, I'm sitting on a
relatively comfortable, royal-
blue seat in a Greyhound bus,
listening to the crunch of chips
from the girl in the seat behind
me, and being distracted by a
medical show of some sort play-
ing on the laptop of the guy
three rows in front. The scenery
outside my window is kind of a
bland, bare forest coated in
snow, and the sky is just
about to get dark. I'm
three hours in on what
will probably end up
being a five and a half
hour trip home. The
anticipation is building,
and I could not be more
excited to get home.

My family is the high-
light of Christmas for
me, every year. I love
Christmas in general -
the tree, the decorations,
the carols, the Christmas
Eve church service…it's
my favourite holiday by
far, and  definitely one of
my favourite times of
year. And while gift giv-

ing is a pretty big deal with my
family, it's never been the
biggest thing. 

However, there is one
Christmas in particular that I
will always remember as the
quintessential experience of a
Hurlburt family Christmas, and
as the Christmas I received the
greatest Christmas gift ever.    

It was about three years ago,

when my family was all seated
around the tree, in traditional
fashion. We'd usually take turns
opening presents so we'd all get
to see what everyone else got,
but this time my dad gave a lit-
tle speech before we started.

Anyone who knows my dad
knows that he can be a man of
few words, but he always makes
them count. And this

Christmas, he talked to us about
how we need to appreciate what
we have: he talked about how
we have so much, and some-
times need to be aware that giv-
ing to help other people can be
so much better than getting. So,
that Christmas, he told us that
he and my mom had decided to
sponsor a young boy in Vietnam

continued page 8

Slippers and jigsaws by Jennifer Carroll

Family - the best gift of all by Amy Hurlburt



The Gift of Family
from page 7
... with World Vision. We still
gotpresents, but my parents
budgeted in the sponsorship of
that little boy over getting us
stuff that we might have liked
but didn't really need. They now
sponsor two kids, whose pictures
are right up with the four of us
on the refrigerator in our home,
and seeing them is always a
reminder of the gift I have in my
parents, and my family in gener-
al.

My parents have taught me
what it is to see other people as
more important than my own
needs and my own desires, and
they've always loved me and

been there for me. They don't
make a big show of all they do to
support others: as a matter of
fact, they'll probably be embar-
rassed when they discover I've
been publically talking about
them, but they're truly great
people that I'm proud to call my
parents. My siblings and I have
definitely been influenced by
their example, and we've seen
humility, generosity, and gen-
uine love in our parents, and
have been doing our best to fol-
low in their footsteps. Their love
for others, for each other, and
their dedication to being good
examples, and positively influ-
encing us kids is amazing.

Since I am, in fact, rather poor,

I don't sponsor a kid on my
own: instead, I send him letters
and sort of fill in the roll of
being a sponsor-voice for a little
guy named Andres Garcia in
Bolivia. He's just eight years old,
so I often get letters from his
mom or brother on his behalf.
The connection with him and
his family is one thing I contin-
ue to appreciate, and something
I am glad to have the opportuni-
ty to continue developing.

My family, and the influence
each member has had on me is
worth so much more than any-
thing I've ever found wrapped in
colourful paper and shiny rib-
bon under the tree. And as I sit,
thinking about my family, I'm so

thankful for the influence
they've had on me and for the
love that we share. And I'm so,
SO excited to get back and see
them. Merry Christmas, every-

one!

Amy is a former USS co-op stu-
dent with the Cosmos, now at
journalism school in Ottawa.

Thur sday,  December  23 rd 20108The  Uxbr idge Cosmos

New Year’s Eve
Pub Open

Regular Service
Or

Reserve in the Dining Room
(special menu) 

37 Main Street Uxbridge, TEL: (905) 852-6126

Open Boxing Day Sun. & Mon. 
Open New Years Day 12 Noon to close

I have spent 40 Christmases on
this earth, and yet, when the
topic of "Best Present Ever" was
presented to me to write upon, I
was stumped. What could possi-
bly constitute the best present
ever, when one has been blessed
to receive so many over the years?
Before I let myself sit and hash
my way through the cobwebs of
my memory, however, I decided
that I would go with whatever
popped instantly into my head,
for that must be a gift that was
worthy of remembering.

Surprisingly enough, I didn't
have to go that far back into the
archives to come up with a gift
that brought a smile to my face. It
wasn't just one gift, actually, but
two, and it wasn't the gifts them-
selves, but the notion behind
them.

I begin with remembering two

things that I didn't get when I
was young. One was a Barbie
outfit that I had spied in the
Stedmans that used to be on
Brock St. It was the most beauti-
ful emerald green dress, with
matching shoes, and I begged
my mother to buy it for me. It
was $8 then, and my mom told
me that if I wanted it, I had to
save for it and get it myself. Eight
dollars is an astronomical amount
for a child with a 25 cent a week
allowance, but I worked hard to
get that money together. One
Saturday we finally went to
Stedmans together to buy the
coveted outfit, only to discover
that it was gone. I can still recall
the sinking feeling in my stomach
as I searched the peg to see if it
was hidden behind other pack-
ages, had fallen down behind the
shelf. Crushed doesn't even begin

to describe my emotions that
day. It obviously made an
impression, because I never for-
got that dress.

Another crushing blow to my
childhood was when my parents
didn't buy me an authentic
Cabbage Patch doll when they
first came out. I remembered the
mania that surrounded them, and
the despair and envy I felt when
my best friend showed me the
two, TWO, dolls that her mom
had secreted away in the trunk of
their station wagon. I just had to
have a Cabbage Patch doll, that
fake baby powder smell, that
unique name. Not that year. Not
ever.

Now, back to the present, no
pun intended.

Six years ago, we had just
moved into our house. It was
Christmas, and Brian and the

girls had obviously done their
shopping together, because the
girls were over the top excited
about me opening my gift. It was
a massively big bag, and they were
dancing about begging me to
open it, quick! I saw two large
parcels in the bag, and reached in
to pull the biggest one out. It was
a Cabbage Patch Kid. Bethany
Rose. She smelled wonderful. We
oohed and ahhed over her a bit,
then the girls begged me to open
the other one. I tore back the
paper to reveal the 2004 Holiday
Edition Barbie. Splendid in her
emerald green dress, with match-
ing shoes. I cried.

We needed so many things that
year, practical things for the
house, and I almost scolded Brian
for not being more sensible with
our money. He just looked at me
and told me that there was lots of

time for toasters and curtains and
bathmats, but that Christmas was
a time for dreams to come true,
and that he had wanted mine to
finally come true.

All the gifts I have ever
received are truly special, but
those two brought back the joy,
wonder and pleasure of
Christmas, with and understand-
ing and appreciation that I never
would have had as a child.

May all your dreams come true
this Christmas, but if they hap-
pen not to, don't lose hope. They
may someday.

Lisha Cassibo is a reporter for the
Cosmos and regularly writes her
column A Blonde Moment.

Childhood delights - in adulthood by Lisha Cassibo
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There are few true surprises in
life. It is rare to be swept off ones
feet by the sheer force of a gen-
uine shocker. I consider myself
fortunate to have borne witness
to a few such surprises as they
have happened to others, to have
been instrumental in the execu-
tion of an actual surprise party
and to have had a few momen-
tary bolts from the blue thrown
my way over the years. Alas, the
greatest of these surprises, the
revelation of my newly born
children's gender, never hap-
pened on the 25th of December,
so for the purposes of this article
I must delve further back.
It was Christmas, 1979. The

gift I was unknowingly about to
receive had never been put on
my list. There was no point. I
was 13 years old, and in our

house that meant I was three
years away from obtaining the
ultimate in personal adornment.
This thing I had long sought
after, the beautification, prettifi-
cation, titivation of my lowly
auricles, remained out of reach.
My earlobes remained naked.
Nothing drooped or dangled
from them, there was nothing
silver or gold penetrating my
lobules of connective tissue. In
short, I had to wait until I was
16 to get my ears pierced. 
Little did it matter that I was

the only one within my circle of
friends who was not allowed this
rite of passage. My pleas for
inclusion were met with that old
standard, “If all the other kids
stick their heads in the oven,
would you do the same?” Our
rule was 16, and 16 it would be.

End of story. 
But it wasn't the end of the

story. My mother remembered
her own tussles with my grand-
mother. Her naked lobe equiva-
lent was socks. The holy grail of
her teenage quest was stockings.
My mother wanted to wear
stockings like the other girls in
her class who were mostly two
years older than her due to her
late birthday and a skipped
grade. 
I don't know when the decision
to acquiesce was made. I was not
privy to this information and too
much time has passed for accu-
rate recollection. But I know
that, once the decision had been
made,  my mother would have
been giddy at the thought.
Christmas is the season for giv-
ing. And when you have tucked

a one-two sucker punch of joyful
giving under the tree, you can't
help but feel the magic. She
knew it was going to be a
moment. She orchestrated the
flow of gifts to ensure my little
package was among the last. My
father, an aspiring photographer,
was nodded at or nudged, as the
tiny parcel left her hand and
entered mine. It was light. It
made no noise when I shook it.
And in the end all it contained
was one sheet of folded paper. I
was bowled over as the realiza-

tion hit me - naked no more, my
earlobes would soon join the
ranks of the embellished. 
It took a few days but I was

soon singing a reworked version
of an old Christmas carol.

Silver and gold, silver and gold,
Mean so much more when I see
Silver and gold decorations
On ev'ry earlobe on me!

Shelagh is a roving reporter for the
Cosmos.

Silver and gold surprises by Shelagh Damus

A
New Year
in Spain!



The year was 1983 and the big
hit that Christmas was Cabbage
Patch dolls with adoption
papers.

It was also the year my daugh-
ter Carrie was born and was
diagnosed after many long weeks
of worry with Cystic Fibrosis
and was in Sick Kids for 23 days
in late November. We as a fami-
ly were trying to keep up with
the Christmas shopping and
planning for the holidays but it
was proving to be more than we
could handle at the time.
Racheal our other daughter was

just four years old and the only
thing she wanted for Christmas
was a Cabbage Patch doll and
there was no convincing her that

other dolls were just as precious.
By the time we got Carrie home

from the hospital with all of the
extra treatments she would
require with home care and feed-
ing we found out Cabbage Patch
dolls were sold out everywhere.

We shopped at every store that
sold toys and called stores many
miles away hoping to find one
Cabbage Patch doll available. We
even had our name in many
stores hoping a miracle would
happen and someone would
return a doll before Christmas.
Racheal was fixing up a space in

her room for her Cabbage Patch
doll and was also marking off the
days as they counted down to
Christmas when she would open

her best present.
We sat down with Racheal to

explain how toys can be sold out
and that Santa doesn’t always
have the toys we ask for and how
important it is to remember we
will be together.

But she just kept saying Santa
would bring her a Cabbage
Patch doll and we were not to
worry.

Christmas Eve arrived and we
still didn’t have a Cabbage Patch
doll for Racheal and we went to
bed that night knowing that in
the morning Racheal would
learn at four years old there real-
ly wasn’t a Santa Claus and mir-
acles don’t happen.

On Christmas morning I was

handing out gifts from under the
tree and found a box at the very
back on the floor hidden by a
blanket and lo and behold a mir-
acle did happen, because in the
box was a beautiful Cabbage
Patch Doll. And as soon as
Racheal opened the one gift that
she had wished so hard for she
turned and gave her Cabbage
Patch doll to her baby sister
Carrie. This was the best present
that we as a family have ever
received.

This Weekend...

Dec. 22-25  Fantasy of Lights  Third
annual display of lights in Elgin Park. See
page 7 for more details.

Fri., Dec. 24 FREE Skate with Santa!
2:15pm – 4:00pm, Uxbridge Arena. Bring
the whole family!

Sun., Dec. 26  No Farmers’ Market
See you Jan. 9!

Next Week...

Wed., Dec. 29, 9:30 a.m.  The Oak
Ridges Trail Association is hosting a 2+
hr hike or snowshoe in Durham Forest. Meet
at the Durham Forest parking area on the
east side of Conc. 7, 1 km south of Durham
Rd. 21.  Joan Taylor 905 477 2161

Fri., Dec. 31, 9:30 a.m.  The Oak
Ridges Trail Association is hosting a 2
hr, 10 km, moderate to fast and hilly hike or
snowshoe in the Walker Woods.  Meet at the
parking area on the east side of the 6th
Conc., 2 km south of Durham Rd. 21 at
Albright Rd.  Joan Taylor 905 477 2161. 

Fri., Dec. 31  New Year’s Party and
Dance, Royal Canadian Legion 109
Franklin St. Uxbridge, all night buffet, DJ,
party favours and champagne. $75 per cou-
ple. The celebration is from 8pm - 1am. Let’s
bring the New Year in together!

Fri., Dec. 31  New Year’s Dance
Brougham Hall. Sponsored by Land over

Landings.  Raffles and prizes, all-night buffet,
cash bar. $25 per person.Call 905-683-
5929. 

Sun., Jan. 2 Music Fest at Reachview
Village from 10-11 a.m., a great place to
showcase your talents.  All Welcome.  For
more info please contact Jo at 905-852-
6487.

Sun., Jan. 2 Bottle Drive for Scott
Central Public school's grade 8 Graduation
class. Proceeds will help support their trip to
Montreal. Trucks will be in Sandford,
Leasdale, and Zephyr, please support the
class and donate your empties that day to
the students who will be knocking on your
day.

Sun., Jan. 2  No Farmers’ Market
See you Jan. 9! 

Upcoming...

Fri., Jan. 7 Relatives of the Rainbow
is a new group that invites all bi-sexual, gay
and transgender peoples. Please "come out"
for a coffee @ 7pm. at Coffee Time in down-
town Uxbridge,  look for the table with the
rainbow flag. For further information contact
bitheway79@gmail.com.

Sat., Jan. 8, 7:00 a.m.  The Oak Ridges
Trail Association is hosting a hike or
snowshoe on the Al Shaw side Trail. This is
a 1.5 hr. 4.5 km moderate pace hike. Meet
at the trail entrance on the west side of Conc.
6, 1.5 km south of Durham Rd. 21.  Joan
Taylor 905-477-2161.

Sun., Jan. 9 FREE Ice Skating!
Uxbridge Arena  1:00-2:00pm, Hosted by
Uxbridge Skating Club. Grab your skates
and helmet and bring the family to the arena
for a free skate. The Uxbridge Skating Club
will be on hand to show you how or give you
the tips you need to glide around the rink.

Jan. 13-15, 20-22  Kiss Me Kate!
Annual Broadway musical from OnStage
Uxbridge. See page 8 for details.

Ongoing....

Indoor Farmer’s Market  Sundays, 11
a.m. to 3 p.m. Next Market Jan. 9.

Shuffleboard For seniors Oct. 4 - Apr.
27, Mon. & Wed. 9 a.m. Ux. Seniors
Centre. All welcome.

Uxbridge Youth Centre Hours Monday
to Friday 3 - 9pm. Saturday 12 - 5pm.

Hospital Auxiliary “Chances Are”
Store on Bascom Street accepting good
winter clothing. Proceeds to Cottage
Hospital.

If you have a community event you’d like us
to mention, please contact us at cosmos-
boyce@powergate.ca or 905-852-1900.
The deadline for our next issue is 6 p.m.
Sunday..
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Coming Up Wishing the
happiest of
holidays to all
our customers, 
friends and neighbours!
From Maria, James, 
Gina & Debbie at

Mondo Hair Salon
19 Brock Street West   905-852-9616

30 Brock Street West
905-852-9616

Good News!
"The Committee for a Community Christmas” 

invites Uxbridge and area residents to the

“Christmas Day Dinner”
The dinner will be held at
Uxbridge Seniors Centre, 
Marietta Street, Uxbridge
beginning at 12.30 p.m.

There is NO charge.

Whether you are new to the community, away from your
family, home alone or would just like to have a healthy,

festive Christmas dinner with friends, please join us.
If you would like to be our guest this Christmas, please

call and reserve your place (905) 852-7O16.
Transportation is available for those who require it.

From the staff at your Canadian Tire
Uxbridge.... Wishing you all the best
this Holiday Season.

Cabbage Patch by Bev Northeast
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When I was 13 years old and we
sat down to open Christmas
presents, I couldn't help but
notice the two largest items had
my name on them. I did my best
to wait patiently while my par-
ents prepared their coffees, but
I've always been an early riser
and had already been up for two
hours. Eventually, after a very
long time, they were ready and I
immediately went for the largest
box.

I very carefully removed the
wrapping paper and folded it
neatly on the floor. (You don't
really believe that, do you?)
Inside I found a colour tv. This
might not mean much these
days, but at the time, for a kid to

get their own colour tv was very
cool.    
My dad seemed eager for me to

open my other 'main' present,
which seemed odd. How could
you top a colour tv? I attacked
the second present in the same
dignified manner in which I'd
opened the tv. Inside I found
something very unique, and it
did top the tv - a TRS-80 Colour
Computer. This was the very
early days of home computers
and I didn't know anyone who
had a computer at home. The
first IBM Personal Computer
had only been introduced the
year before and wouldn't domi-
nate the market for a number of
years to come. My computer had

16 KB of memory, which we
upgraded to 64 KB a short time
later. It came with some games
that plugged into the side of the
computer, similar to early game
consoles. Programs were stored
on cassette tapes and everything
was typed in uppercase, because
the computer didn't recognize
lowercase.
Once it was set up, my dad and

I began playing around on it. Of
course, the first thing we did was
try out the games. They were
definitely simplistic by today's
standards and the graphics were
terrible, but at the time, it was
revolutionary. We read through
the manuals and learned to pro-
gram in Basic. After a while, we

started buying computer maga-
zines, which would include the
code for new games and simple
programs. Together, we'd type in
the pages of commands. It
would be a few years before I'd
take a typing course at high
school, so this was a slow
process, often taking days. Then,
once you'd finished, you'd
almost always end up with errors
that were very difficult to find.
We'd spend hours upon hours in
my bedroom, staring at a tv that
was rarely used as a tv.
Sometimes I'd wake up in the
night, see the green glow coming
from the corner of my room and
my dad would be there, typing
away. He was hitting a key or

two every second.We kept at it
and, eventually, became pretty
good at it.

My dad and I had never been
really close. We got along quite
well, but we had different inter-
ests. He was into steam engines
and other mechanical 'stuff'. I
was into academics and cross-
country running. It was the
closeness that this old computer
brought that made a great
Christmas present my best
Christmas present.

John writes the “Can You Dig It?”
gardening column for the Cosmos.

He was new to New Brunswick. He was new to
the parish of Prince William and Dumfries cum
Queensbury and Southampton. He was the new
Anglican deacon and this was his parish. He
arrived  mid-June, 1968, with his new bride,
Karen.  During his first five months he had per-
formed 18 baptisms, four marriages and four
funerals.  
In December, 1968, his wife started getting pains

in her side. She had had these pains before when
she lived in Windsor, Ontario. When she went to
her doctor there, he found nothing wrong with
her. The deacon took his wife to a doctor in
Fredericton who examined her, took some x-rays
and discovered the problem. There was a blockage
in the uretur tube that runs from the kidney to the
bladder and she would require immediate surgery.
The operation was scheduled for December 23rd.

The young deacon had to make plans quickly. He
arranged to have Anglican priests handle the
Christmas service at each of the four churches in
his parish, both on Christmas Eve and on
Christmas Day.  And then he prayed: “Your will
be done….”
On December 24th, the major surgery was com-

pleted and his wife was recovering beautifully.
The young deacon felt humbled. On the eve of
the birth of the Christ-child, God had given the
young deacon the best Christmas gift ever: the life
of his wife. This would be the beginning of 42
years together, and still counting. He was and is
most thankful.

The He is me.

Stan Taylor is a science writer for the Cosmos.

A gift of life by Stan Taylor

Christmas computer brings closeness by John Statham

The UXBRIDGE YOUTH CENTRE
would like to wish everyone a safe and relaxing Holiday season. We have been
in successful operation for over two years, and have big plans for our future! We
rely on volunteers and financial support from a wide range of donors, including
the community of Uxbridge, to maintain high quality programming and space for our youth. If you
would like to donate to the UYC, simply go to our website www.uxbridgeyouthcentre.com and
click the “donate now” button. Tax receipts will be issued for donations over $10.  We thank you
for considering the UYC as you make your community donations this holiday season!



GET YOUR HOUSE READY FOR THE HOLIDAYS!
Professional, reliable Housecleaning (also do offices).
Hourly or custom quotes available. Willing to do a one
time cleaning as well as regular ongoing service.
Colleen at 905-985-2950.
FOR SALE: 02 VW Beetle Turbo, Auto trans blk tan
leather int, loaded, snow tires, 137 km, well main-
tained, $5800. 705-228-1074.
HOME FOR SALE: 26 Munro Cres. Testa Heights,
Uxbridge - Lovely 2+ 3 bedroom bungalow, new paint,
finished basement, new upgrades, quick closing possi-
ble, Open House Dec 12th 2-4 PM, www.carels.ca, #
1014S, 905-862-3924.
CLEAN SWEEP CLEANING: Residential/Commercial.
Free estimates, bonded and references. "A clean envi-
ronment says it all!" 905 960-0523/905 473-1907 or
email tw-cleansweep@hotmail.com. 
FOR SALE: 2 Nordic Winter Trac radial Motormaster
tires, P205/75 R14 on new rims. Very low mileage. Fit
Ford Ranger. Asking $100. 905-649-2244.
MAKE NEW FRIENDS and welcome people into the
community! MyCommunity is an organization that
offers free gifts to individuals in the community who
are experiencing a special occasion in thier lives: new-
comers, wedding, birth, or major anniversary. We need
an Uxbridge representative. Simple, enjoyable, and
some renumeration is paid. Please contact Tamara
McKenney at 905-862-0796 for more information.
GENTLE YOGA CLASSES begin Wednesday,
January 5 at 1:15PM at 85 Second Avenue. Improve
balance, flexibility and muscle tone, while calming the
mind. All welcome. Limited spaces available.
PILOGA CLASSES begin Friday, January 7 at 9:30AM
at 85 Second Avenue. Enjoy the combined benefits of
improved flexibility and balance from yoga, with
increased core strength from pilates while mind and
body connect in this multi-level class. All welcome. Call
905-852-1099 or email jillwatson3@gmail.com by
December 30 to register. 
FOR SALE: Bench saw $99.00, small, little-used
Deep freeze $199, 1989 Alfa Milano sedan needs
flatbed to move $699, antique Harvest table $1100.
Also beds, gas stove etc. call us 905-852-7770.
FOR SALE: White Kenmore frost free fridge, execel-
lent working condition.$250.00 30"W x 29"D x 67"H.
Call 905-985-6625.
FOR RENT: Large 3 bedroom country house in Udora.
$1250 per month plus utilities. Call Carl (905) 904-
0070.
GRAIN FURNACE FOR SALE: Forced air grain fur-
nace, heats up to 5000 sq.ft. $2500. Retails for $5000.
905-862-2498.
WORK WANTED: Experienced to do: carpentry
,rough or finish. Painting exterior and interior. Drywall
repair and installation. Basic plumbing ang other minor
repairs. 905-852-1424 or e mail at wilhelumson@hot-
mail.com
FREE PICKUP of working or not working appliances.
Fridges, Stoves, Washers, Dryers and Freezers. Also any
aluminum, copper, brass and car batteries. 905-985-
6625.
FOR SALE: 2001 Arctic Cat ZL 800 ESR snowmobile
with studded carbides cover. 905 852-0430.
FOR RENT: Uxbridge 2 Bedroom apartment.
$850/mo. Freshly painted and recently renovated with
laminate floors. Big bright picture window overlooks
park. Storage and parking. Hydro is extra. Kim 905-
852-4540.
FLORIST WANTED: Part time position in Uxbridge.

Busy retail florist looking to add to our team.
Candidate must have floral design experience, able to
multi task and work in a fast paced environment.  Must
be able to lift up to 40 lbs.  Please apply in person with
resume and portfolio to La Petite Fleur, 43 Brock Street
West, Uxbridge ON.  
WANTED: Used scrabble games, wooden, even if miss-
ing pieces. Will pick up. 416-402-4290.
HELP WANTED: Part-time carpenter for deck & reno-
vation company. 416-705-9993.
WANTED: Dry firewood. Got any in the garage you’re
never going to use? 905-852-7395.
LOST: Earring with three blue balls, somewhere in
Uxbridge. 905-852-6487.
FOR SALE: 2007 Open Deck, 4 place Snowmobile
Trailer - Tandem Axle 100" X 20' Deck Ramp, Heavy
Axles, Electric Brakes, All Galvanized. $3,250. Brian @
416 990 5535.
FREE: Single bed 905-862-0909.
FOR RENT: Uxbridge:  Indoor riding arena available
for rent to small groups, coaches and riders - Call 905-
751-4625 or email  martha.horsepros@gmail.com
FOR SALE: SNOW TIRES.Bridgestone, Blizzak. Set of
4 nearly new tires. 185/65R14 - steel belted radial. No
rims. Asking $225. 905-852-6543.
NOW HIRING FT and PT drivers with AZ license for
busy horse transport company.  Call Dave at 416 678
3534.
FOR RENT: Bachelor apartment available downtown
Uxbridge. Quiet, well maintained, stairs. $595/mth.
Heat included. Hydro extra. References required. 905
852 7559 or 647 339 4566.
HOUSECLEANING: Reasonable rates, references
available. 905-862-2429.
FOR SALE: "Estate" brand undercounter dishwasher -
came with house, brand new, used once - $50. 905-
852-6865 
FOR SALE: 4 Snow tires - not on rims - Michelin x-Ice
215/70 R 15 98Q M+S - used one season. $150. 905-
852-6865
FOR SALE: "Estate" brand refrigerator - came with
house, 1 year old, would make a perfect 2nd fridge -
$150. 905-852-6865.
FOR SALE: Little Tykes Doll Playhouse, 48" tall with
furniture and a pink ferrari, $30 (905) 852-1084.
FOR SALE: Snow Blowers 1 Noma Electric blower
$25, 1 gas 5hp, self-propelled with tire chains, needs
tune up, $95 obo (905) 852-1084.
FOR SALE: 4x4 Suzuki ATV - 1991 Quad Runner with
Snow Plow - $2,000, 905-852-3139 after 6 pm.
FOR SALE: Nintendo Wii game system (like new, in
box) includes; wii console, all wires and sensorbar,
white and black remotes, nunchucks, motion plus acces-
sories, wii sports game, wii sports resort game, rock-
band country game, supermario brothers game, and
band hero game with guitar, microphone and drumset.
In store value of over $550. Asking $400 or best offer.
Jessica 416-706-2970.
ORGANIC DELIVERY FOR UXBRIDGE & AREA:
Fresh produce, breads, dairy & grocery items. Visit
www.Well-Healed.ca for a full product listing or call
416-689-8980.
FOR SALE: 4 snow tires on wheels - P205/70/R15,
used one season. fit Venture, Montana, transport, $40
each. 905-852-5693.
FOR SALE: Farm-fresh grainfed turkeys, 19-28 lbs.
Will deliver in Uxbridge area. 705-357-1261.
CLEAN AIR: For sale Respiraide 200T air purifier,
extra set of filters incl., used 1 month, $3500 new, best

offer gets it 905-852-5514.
FOR SALE: Snowmobile wear : mens:blue/black jack-
et & pants Size L $250.00  ladies:blue/black jacket &
pants Size M/L $250.00, full-face helmets Size M & L
100.00 each. Like new...used twice. 905-862-2196.
MOVING SALE: Items must be sold-Frigidaire gas
stove, Kenmore washer & dryer, kitchen table & 4
chairs, poker table, coffee table & 2 end tables, chil-
dren's 5-drawer dresser, TV tower (3 shelves), 2 storage
ottomans, children's wooden dollhouse. Call 905-852-
3828
WANTED: Looking to rent accomodations for our-
selves and 20 horses. Will look at all options. Desiring
to move before Feb. 1st. Please leave a message at
(905) 473-9324 or e-mail john_angela@live.ca 
WANTED: Beautiful Tortoiseshell cat looking for for-
ever home after being abandoned by owners. Approx 2
years old, spayed, vaccinated, loves people Adorable 4
mth old male, tabby kitten looking for kind loving fam-
ily. 905 852 1814.
FOR RENT: UDORA! Clean and cozy lower unit. Fully
renovated, 2 bedrooms, full bath, gorgeous big kitchen
adjacent to living/family room with wood stove. Fridge,
stove, washer/dryer, fully fenced yard. Utilities includ-
ed. $1100/month. Call Sharon at 705 228-8202. Good
credit a must.
FOR RENT: 1 Bedroom Apartment for Rent in
Uxbridge - Separate entrance, parking, new floors,
freshly painted, no smoking/pets. Quiet, upscale neigh-
borhood. Suitable for professional or mature adult.
Utilities included. Call 905-852-2902.
FOR RENT: Ski Season or Short Term Collingwood
Condo 3 Bedroom, 3 Bathroom condo, located only a
short 5 minute drive to the ski hill and 2 minutes to
downtown Collingwood. Available for Ski Season rental,
weekly rental or weekends. 3 bedroom reverse-plan
layout, with 2 bedrooms + ensuites (1 with jacuzzi tub)
on the main level; 1 bedroom + ensuite, kitchen and
great room on the 2nd level. Gas fireplace, contempo-
rary casual decor, and warm, chalet-feel. Close to both
the Georgian Trail and a stone's throw from Georgian
Bay- you couldn't ask for a better location! Pet-friend-
ly (by request), non-smoking, washer/dryer on site,
ground floor storage locker and ample parking. Call
Glen or Corrie Buchanan 905-852-0158
corrie.buchanan@yahoo.ca
AVAILABLE: FREE PICKUP OF ANY TYPE OF
METAL, GOOD OR NOT. Appliances, air condi-
tioners, microwaves, batteries, propane tanks, any type
of wire, BBQ's, computers, plumbing fixtures, pianos,
cars, trucks, boats, trailors, tractors, farm machinery,
skidoos, lawnmowers, motorcycles etc.etc.etc. NO JOB
TOO BIG OR SMALL WE TAKE IT ALL! We also clean out
sheds, garages, barns, stores, factories. (905)952-
9844 (24hrs) / (905)473-1907.
FOR SALE: IKEA Ceramic farm-style apron sink, white.
Brand new, still in box. Will sell for $200 (new $399).
Call 705-357-2356
FOR SALE: Hay for Sale, Round and Square Bales,
Claremont area, 905 852 2742.

Thur sday,  December  23 rd 201012The  Uxbr idge Cosmos

Garage Doors

Low & Low Limited
FUNERAL DIRECTORS

130 Years in Business  – 5 Generations
Honesty • Integrity • Fair Prices

Since 1875 Uxbridge Chapel - 23 Main St. S. 905-852-3073
Port Perry Chapel - 1763 Reach St.  905-985-7331

        UPRIGHT
GARAGE DOORS•ELECTRIC OPERATORS

Fast dependable service & repairs
Sales & installation of quality doors and operators

905-852-1981
www.uprightdoorservice.com

We offer a 10 year pro-rated warranty on 
spring & cable repairs

DOOR
SERVICE

THE

WORD OF THE WEEK

UXBRIDGE

BRANCH

905-852-3162

www.biblesociety.ca

“... and they will call him
Emmanuel, which means
‘God with us’. ”      

- Matthew 1:23

Cosmos Business Bulletin Board

Classified

ARE YOU
CELEBRATING:

• the birth 
of a child?

• a wedding?
• a landmark anniversary?

• coming to a new home in Uxbridge?
You may qualify for a unique, 
personalized Keepsake Gift, 

compliments of community-minded sponsors.
“Community is an important Safety Net”

For information, 
contact Tamara McKenney 

at 905-862-0796.

CLASSIFIEDS
FREE FOR 3 WEEKS!

cosmosboyce@powergate.ca
or 905-852-1900

Deadline:  Monday 5:30 p.m.

STAN -  Your Local
Handyman

Give me a call - No job too small
905.852.6970 or 

(cell) 416-705-6970
stanski@sympatico.ca

 

L. MARTINS

PAINTING
Interior & Exterior

Wallpapering, 
drywall & plaster repairs

Crown moulding - 
Home renovations

905-852-7129
ONE-OF

-A-KIND

GIFTS

WISHING YOUR FAMILY

A SAFE AND HAPPY

HOLIDAY SEASON

9269 
3rd Concession

Early Style Canadian
Handcrafted Pine Furniture

905-852-2275
www.gilldercroft.com

PROMOTE
your business 

here!
ONLY

$20/week
ISA Certified Arborists

Established 1981 - Fully Insured
• Bucket Trucks, Professional Climbers
• Pruning, Removals, Stump Grinding

David Watts, B.Sc. (Agr.)
www.uxbridgetreeservice.com

905-852-5313

Tree Service

HANDCRAFTING

CUSTOM

PINE

FURNITURE

SINCE

1973

RIGHT HAND
MAN

Uxbridge - Cell
647-333-7746

SNOW CLEARING

Your Best Man
for the Job!

www.myrighthandman.ca

Snow Clearing



By Roger Varley

One good thing about the Uxbridge
Bruins having a comfortable lead
over their opponents in the standings
is that it allows them to have a terri-
ble game, as they did Friday, without
suffering dire consequences.

Unfortunately, after redeeming
themselves slightly on Saturday, they
followed it up with another poor
home game on Tuesday.

Despite the fact that they scored
four times in a 6-4 loss to the
Lakefield Chiefs on Friday, the
Bruins' play could only be described
as horrible. Admittedly, they only
had 15 players dressed, but Lakefield
were also four short on the bench.

The resurging Chiefs, who have
won six of their last eight games,
took charge from the opening whis-
tle, scoring their first goal just 15 sec-
onds into the first period and making
it 2-0 five minutes later. Callum
Lynch, assisted by Matt Allen and
Nick Kucera, scored for Uxbridge on
a power play, but the period ended
with the Chiefs ahead 3-1.

Despite playing poorly, the Bruins
showed a few flashes of brilliance.
Flavio Fiorucci, Kurt Batty and
Derek Davis combined on a perfect
passing play early in the second, but
the referee disallowed the goal. So,
15 seconds later, Scott Van Allen
combined with Batty and Davis on
another perfect play to make the

score 3-2.
L a k e f i e l d
came back
with two

more goals, including a power-play
marker, before Van Allen scored his
second of the night after taking a
long, long pass from Davis. And that
play worked so well that Lynch made
the same pass to Evan Haga a minute
later for Uxbridge's fourth goal.

The Chiefs finished off the scoring
in the third on a breakaway against
goalie Chris Seiler. Seiler had already
made more than a couple of great
saves on Chiefs' breakaways, because
of Bruins defensive lapses.

The Bruins redeemed themselves,
however, the following night with a
7-4 win over the Little Britain
Merchants. Haga and Steve Posteraro
shone for the Bruins as Haga scored

three goals and Posteraro had a goal
and two assists.

Posteraro opened the scoring in the
first with an unassisted short-handed
goal. The Merchants soon tied it up
but Haga responded with two before
the period ended, with Posteraro get-
ting two assists and Davis counting
one.
Little Britain roared back in the sec-

ond to tie the game, but Batty, Davis
and Van Allen teamed up to score
two goals in a row. Batty notched the
first and Van Allen the second.
In the third, the Merchants made a
last gasp effort, scoring one more on
the power play, but Robert Posteraro
put the game away with an unassist-
ed goal late in the period and Haga
potted an empty-netter to put the
icing on the cake.
Back at the arena on Tuesday to face

the Port Perry MoJacks, Bruins again
found themselves in the hole early as
Port Perry scored 12 seconds after the
opening whistle. But Davis evened
the score, assisted by Batty and Van

Allen.
In the second, the teams traded

goals, with Davis, assisted by Batty,
and Robert Posteraro, assisted by
Matt Allen, scoring for the home
team. Haga could have put the
Bruins ahead but missed on a
flubbed penalty shot.

Davis scored his hat-trick early in
the third, assisted by Batty and Van
Allen, to put the Bruins ahead, but
then the roof fell in. The MoJacks
stormed the Uxbridge net and scored
five unanswered goals to take an 8-4
win.

The Bruins remain in first place in
the OHA Jr. C Central Division with
21 wins, five losses and one overtime
loss for 43 points, nine ahead of the
second-place MoJacks.

The Bruins can now rest up for a
bit. They travel to Lakefield for a
game on Tuesday at 7:30 p.m. and
don't return to the arena until
Tuesday, Jan. 4. to host the Georgina
Ice at 8:15 p.m.

Sorry, but I have to disagree with
the editor when he suggests we
should all forget St. Johns and
get on with the present. It is too
late for the physical structures
but how can anyone who has
spent 25-35 years of their life for-
get the institution? Most of the
former staff would agree that
unless you have lived in
Uxbridge for more than 20 years
you really don't understand what
an impact that institution had on
the community. Firstly, it sup-
plied several hundred job oppor-
tunities over the years. It con-
tributed greatly to the sports
aspect of the community as well
as donating a lot of volunteer
time to different organizations
and needs of the town. The
kitchen staff, with the support of
the administration provided
“Meals on Wheels” for many
years to the Red Cross. 
To many staffers the admin, and
boys who were committed to its
care, were a second family; the
staff were family. The thousands
of boys who passed through the
doors were well looked after,
being given medical and dental

care - I am sure I saw, and treat-
ed at least 99.9% of those youth.
They were given wonderful
sports opportunities, well pre-
pared and healthy meals, educa-
tion supplied by accredited and
well-trained teachers and a vari-
ety of crafts. 
In the earlier years, each boy was
given a chance to learn a diversi-
ty  of skills by which he might
earn a living- woodworking,
metal work, welding, barbering,
cooking, tailoring, farming,
automotive and more. They were
given outings to places of inter-
est; I recall one camping/hiking
trip to Algonquin with four of
the boys, my young son and
Brian Kennedy. Do you think
that all those boys forgot what

they learned at St, Johns? 
Yes, there were some bad things
happen! Abuse happens all
around us it seems and newcom-
ers to town may have heard only
those stories, but they are only a
miniscule part of the full story.
Let's forget the bad and remem-
ber the good; bury the bad in the
rubble build a monument to the
good, lest we forget. 

Pat Asling, DDS
Sandford
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UXBRIDGE MEMORIAL COMPANY
108 Brock Street West, Uxbridge L9P 1P4

Dave & Lori Tomkinson

Tel: 905-852.3472  • 1-888-672-4364 • Fax: 905-852-0085
uxmemco@interhop.net

DECORCRAFT
PAINTING

60 years experience...
We do the best because

we hire the best!
905-852-4078

cell 416-723-5617

   Ashley Armstrong   416.671.3249    asharmstrong676@hotmail.com 

~Colour Consultation ~Space Planning 
~Blinds and Shutters ~Custom Draperies 

~Furniture and Finishes 
~Kitchen and Washroom Design 

  Interior Design Services 

Letters to the Editor

FINDER'S KEEPERS
Quality used books, clothing, handbags and footwear

BOXING WEEK BLOWOUT
• 50 - 80 % off all books, 

clothing, handbags, footwear etc.
• Hundreds of items only two dollars

• All stock must go to make room for new inventory

Sale begins Tuesday, December 28 
and runs through to Saturday January 8.

Holiday Hours: 
Closed Sat. Dec 25, Sun. Dec 26, Mon. Dec 27, Sat. Jan 1

Open Sun. Jan 2   12 noon-4pm

24 Toronto St. North   905-862-3499 

Bad weekend for the bruins

Helping you be ready for life! 

Best 5 year GIC rate 

������
������ � !���"�����#�

�$$� ������������������

2011201120112011    CALENDARS ARE HERECALENDARS ARE HERECALENDARS ARE HERECALENDARS ARE HERE    
Great selection!Great selection!Great selection!Great selection!    

Come in and help yourself.Come in and help yourself.Come in and help yourself.Come in and help yourself. 
EVANS FINANCIAL SERVICES 
38 TORONTO STREET NORTH, UNIT #2,  

(905) 852-3184   www.investsmart.ca  

416.671.3249     

~Shutters ~Wood/ Faux Wood Blinds ~Roman Shades 
~ Roller Shades ~Pleated Shades ~Cellular Shades 

~Vertical Blinds ~Panel Track 
 

*Offer ends December 15th 2010* 

30%-50% off Custom  
Window Treatments 

HELP WANTED
ROSTA INC. requires an ORDER DESK/WAREHOUSE PERSON

ROSTA is a manufacturer of dynamic machinery components used in a variety of
industrial applications. With their head office and manufacturing facility based in
Switzerland, ROSTA is represented worldwide through distribution and sale part-
ners. The successful applicant must be a highly motivated, self disciplined individual.
You must be a team player and be able to maintain an organized working environ-
ment. Your duties would include the handling of phone inquiries, processing of cus-
tomer orders, shipping and receiving and inventory management for the ware-
house. You must possess a strong command of the English language, both written
and oral. Fluency in French would be a definite asset. You must possess a valid dri-
ver’s license with a clean abstract. A working knowledge of computer operations
including MS Word, Excel and Accpac Plus (if possible) is required. Ability to lift
heavy items and forklift experience preferred. References are required.

Our compensation package includes: a base salary with potential for bonus.
Salary commensurate with experience. Qualified candidates should email a detail
resume to info@rostainc.com Attention: Managing Director.
We thank all applicants interested in this position; however, only those selected for

an interview will be contacted.
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Being a veterinarian, I of course
always wanted some sort of fuzzy,
scaly, feathered or, in this case, slimy
creature for Christmas. I never did
get a pet for Christmas (smart par-
ents) except for once. 

I was an avid reader of comic
books as a youngster and one of the
advertisements on the back page
caught my attention. It was for Sea
Monkeys. The thought of my own

aquarium full of sea creatures was
enthralling. The ad showed these
monkeys as very human looking
and I was sure I could train them to
do all sorts of tricks. I don’t think I
ever bugged my parents more for a
present (well, maybe a Barbie) than
I did for Sea Monkeys.
Christmas morning, 1971, there

they were - my package of Sea
Monkeys. Package? Where were my

cute little slimy friends? This is not
what I had expected. The instruc-
tions told me to add water and
these “Monkeys” would appear. In
reality they were just dehydrated
brine shrimp cysts that would hatch
when the water was added. Not
cute and definitely not trainable. I
debated with myself for months
about whether or not I should add
the water. Truth be told, I was kind

of scared that they would emerg as
some sort of yucky monsters.  It
was my first of many experiences
with misleading advertising.
I never did add the water. But

that’s not to say it wasn’t fun. Before
Christmas morning, imagining
what they would be like and what
tricks I would teach them was a lot
of fun. And after Christmas, look-
ing at them every day for months as

I debated whether or not to bring
these things to life or not was also
fun in a weird sort of way. I imag-
ined having to save my family as the
Sea Monkeys multiplied, left their
aquarium and tried to take over the
house. As I said… a weird sort of
fun.

Karen  writes “Pets and their People”
for the Cosmos.

I recalled a number of Christmases
past, but really was unable to decide
on a special one, only to remember
some of the memorable happenings.
Back then, the Eatons Santa Claus
Parade was held at the end of
November each year. My parent’s
early Christmas gift was a trip to see
the big parade. This would equate
today with a trip to some exotic
place far away, and we were so excit-
ed. It meant gettng up early to do
barn chores, have a quick breakfast,
then off to Toronto in our 1929
Pontiac. The streets were lined with

children and parents of all ages,
eager with anticipation. Then the
lovely floats would come, followed
by Santa himself, who afterward
would head into the Eatons store
and up to Toyland to meet with the
children. What a great day!

Christmas itself was much the
same every year, and we looked for-
ward to it as an opportunity to see
our aunts, uncles and cousins,
whom we seldom saw throughout
the year. It was a time of good food,
gifting, games and skating or other
sports, as the weather permitted.

Dinner usually consisted of roast
goose or chicken, raised on the
farm, along with vegetables all
grown in the host’s garden. Dessert
was mince pie, tarts, cookies, and
always plum pudding with sauce.
All this feast was prepared by the
ladies, and planned well in advance.
An evening meal of salads, cold
meats, christmas cake, more tarts
and cookies was served around 6
p.m. We had hardly recovered from
dinner and scarcely ate anything at
the latter meal! If only some of this
repast could be saved for the follow-

ing week, but that was never the
case. On one occasion I remember
the ladies trying their hand at mak-
ing creme puffs, with success. They
were delicious.
Gifting consisted of home made

clothing, games, books, sometimes
a new toy. Then, while our parents
played a few rounds of euchcre, we
tried our hand at Monopoly, a new
game at the time. 
I wonder now how our parents

pulled this off year after year with
hard times, food rationing and
much uncertainty due to the war,

but somehow they did.
All too soon we would have to

head back home to put on the fire
(no central heating then) warm the
house, and take care of the evening
barn chores. Those were great days,
and the celebrations leave us with
wonderful memories of a simpler
time.

Helen Harrison contributes the
Leaskdale News to the Cosmos.

Looking back on my years grow-
ing up in Scarborough and the
heart-warming Christmas days
spent with my family, one partic-
ular Christmas has remained in
my memory due to what it meant
to me as a 13-year old boy trying
very hard to find freedom and
personal expression. I remember
1971 as the year I experienced my
own personal Christmas story.
I don't know how familiar you

all are with the 1983 movie  but
in a nut shell, it's about  a  boy
named Ralphie Parker who wants
nothing more than a Red Ryder
Ranger Model Air Rifle or BB gun
for short. Poor Ralphie's days are
spent obsessing over this gift
despite the fact that everyone tells
him that he'll just shoot his eye
out, which he very nearly does. 
My obsession was a 22-calibre

bolt action rifle, the kind that
held bullets in a separate chamber
underneath the barrel. We had a
natural shooting range behind our
cottage on Stoney Lake which
provided a teenage kid with all the
machismo he needed, away from
the pangs of high school and date
rejections from the grade nine girl
of his dreams (that’s another
story). Anyway, this rifle was to be
my own personal right of passage,

but I didn't expect to find it
under the tree, especially if Mom
had anything to say about it.
But Christmas morning arrived

and I awoke to the amazing smells
of bacon and eggs and the sounds
of hushed conversation echoing
down the hall from the kitchen.
Greeted with Christmas hugs, I
was invited to make my way into
the living room to begin the
exchange. I remember stealing a
quick glance under the tree, scan-
ning the perimeter for a quick
glance of any long skinny present
that could only be the object of
my  all-consuming desire. No
luck, oh well. Who was I to com-
plain? I was opening some great
socks, a pretty cool shirt (even for
Mom), Levi's blue jeans (all the
rage in ‘71). 
Finally, my dad stands up and

stretches his back and comments
about what a great guy Santa is
again this year. I smile and nod
my head with a stiff upper lip that
rivals John Wayne in The Longest
Day, not noticing that dear old
dad has left the room rather pre-
maturely. He returns, clutching
something behind his back and
gives me one of those father-son
stares that I remember to this day,
the kind that says “I'm trusting

you on this one, don't let me
down.” From behind his back he
produces a long skinny present
wrapped in green and red paper
covered with bulbs and Christmas
leaves. I numbly take the present
from him and immediately begin
to tremble. There goes the stiff
upper lip. With my first tear I see
a shiny polished barrel with the
words “Winchester Model 600
.22 Calibre” and I enter the zone
where all reality becomes a sound-
less, misty void. I can neither hear
my mother's instructions nor see
her wagging finger as she warns
me about shooting my eye out. I
only see this magnificent gift on
my lap and my dad standing over
me smiling with his hands on his
hips, and suddenly I realize what
it must have meant to my parents
to make the decision that I was
ready for this responsibility.
That's a feeling that I carry with
me to this day. Thanks Mom,
thanks Dad...I can take it from
here.

Paul Millage write “Going Green”
for the Cosmos.

Budget  Talks - from page 1 
... Mr. Kester estimated roads projects
will cost $2.86 million in 2011, com-
pared to $1.43 million in 2010.
Mayor O'Connor expressed some of

the frustrations local councils feel about
dealing with upper levels of government
when the subject of bridge and culverts
came up. Referring to the fact that gov-
ernment agencies such as the provincial
Ministry of Natural Resources and the
federal Ministry of Oceans and Fisheries
have a say in where and how culverts
should be constructed, “including where
to place stones”, she said “it shows how
ridiculous things have got.”
Following Tuesday's discussions, Mr.

Molloy pointed out that what has gone
on so far have just been the preliminar-
ies.
“When we come back on Jan. 10, we'll

be cutting and moving,” he said, noting

the budgets presented by the depart-
ments are “wish lists”. At that time,
members of council, having just gone
through an election campaign, will also
be attempting to get their wish lists
approved, trying to have projects they
campaigned for approved.

“Everyone wants something,” Mr.
Molloy said.
But he noted that every department

budget proposal put forward so far as
been more than was budgeted last year.
He said he doesn't realistically see any
reduction in the budget for 2011,
because of increasing costs and wages.
He added, however, that council has not
set a targeted percentage increase, opting
instead to cut whatever and wherever
they can and come up with the best
result.

No monkeying around with this gift by Dr. Karen Bardecki

The spirit of Christmas past by Helen Harrison

Christmas story - 1971 by Paul Millage



Twas the week before
Christmas,
and all through the rink
Not a player was resting,
or taking a drink

The skating was fast,
and the passing was quick
Many goals were scored,

the flick of a stick

Oh what a feeling,
to score that big goal!
Nothing is better,
for a hockey player's soul

When the whistle blows,
the game to an end
We line up to shake hands,
and good wishes we send.

Wishing you a very Merry
Christmas and a prosperous 

New Year from the Senior
Men's Sofa League!

When I was young, I had
the unfortunate experience
of having my parents
divorce. Fortunately, it
wasn’t a messy affair like
such things tend to be. But
it wasn’t a whole lot of fun
either. A few years after
the divorce occurred, my
father met the woman who
would become my step-
mother, and actually pro-
posed to her on Christmas
Day. I remember the
news shocking me a little at
the time…I’d known it was
coming, but it was still a
surprise. However, it was-

n’t until a year later on
Christmas morning once
again that I realized exactly
what this meant.

It was 2 a.m., no exaggera-
tion. I have this problem on
Christmas Day. If I wake up
at 6 a.m., or even later, that’s
all fine and well. But if I’m
up for any reason in the
middle of the night, it’s
game over. Because it’s
Christmas morning!

So, I groaned at my clock
and slunk downstairs to see
what I had in my stocking. I
may have also ‘accidentally’
woken up my sister at some

point in this process. Oops.
We entertained ourselves

for the long five hour wait
between 2:30 and 7:30.
Dad had made it very clear.
Presents no sooner than
7:30. Rebels that we were,
we snuck downstairs and
used the computers, read
books, ate an unhealthy
amount of the candy con-
tained in our stockings, and
got pretty hyped up on
Christmas high (a valid con-
dition, trust me).
Finally, 7:30 rolled around,

and we charged boldly into
my dad’s bedroom, waking

both him and my stepmoth-
er by screaming “IT’S
CHRISTMAS!!”

They groaned, a reaction
even more despairing than
my own five and a half
hours earlier, and rolled out
of bed. It was indeed
Christmas, and although
most parents would never
tell their children this, my
dad likes to get presents
more than I do.

I’m not sure where in this
strangely fond memory it
hit me, but I realized some-
thing that morning. Despite
the fact that I had to wait

another week to celebrate
the holidays with my mom,
despite the fact that she was
in another house entirely, I
felt at home. It occurred to
me that I hadn’t lost a fami-
ly at all. My family had just
gotten bigger, and my step-
mother was as much a part
of it as anyone else.

So you could say the best
Christmas present I’ve ever
received was finding the
family I thought I’d lost for-
ever… plus one.

Sean writes Tiger Talk for the
Cosmos.
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•  Free Range Poultry
•  Farm Fresh Beef
•  Ontario Lamb
•  Preservative-Free Deli Meats
•  Hormone-Free Meats

3 Brock Street West
OPEN SUNDAYS 11 a.m. - 4 p.m.

HAPPY HOLIDAYS AND A WONDERFUL NEW YEAR
FROM ALL OF US AT THE MEAT MERCHANT!

V I E W P O I N T S

How well do you know the highways and byways of
Uxbridge Township? The first person each week to call
into our office number, 905-852-1900, and correctly

identify the location of our photo, will receive a prize; this
week, it’s two tickets for Kiss Me Kate in January. Last week’s
viewpoint (lower photo) was the store window at Select Art
Galleries; it was guessed by Ken Peachum of Siloam.  We’ll
have the answer to the upper photo next week. Photos by
Conrad Boyce.

GAME NIGHT WITH THE BRUINS
Support Uxbridge’s Team!
Hockey Night in Uxbridge

8:15 p.m., Uxbridge Arena
Sports Entertainment At Its Best!

Tues., Jan. 4
BRUINS vs.
Georgina

Check out all
things Bruin at:

www.uxbridgebruins.com

A Progress Report

The last thing Stephen Bruce's staff
did as they completed the work on
the manse was to install the newly-
built storm windows on all the win-
dows, upstairs and down. Insulation
has been blown into the attic, and a
lot of cracks and crannies have been
fixed. The Township's heating bill
for the manse should be substantial-
ly less this winter. 

Last week, on the stormiest day of
the season, the moving truck arrived
in Leaskdale  with a load of furni-
ture from Parks Canada in Ottawa.
The dining room suite and bed-

room suite, the old Victrola for the
parlour, the table for the hall, and
the lovely “side by side” for the
library were unloaded into the
manse, ready to be unwrapped and
placed in their new/old home. 

The room that was the library is
now almost completed. The floor,
trim and ceiling are painted. Last
week, Jim McTaggart hung the
wallpaper, a sedate gold stripe that
resembles Maud's choice quite
closely. After the holidays we will
tackle the front hall, the front stair-
case, and the upstairs hall. Maud's
photos show a very distinctive floral
wallpaper in these areas, but we
have no clue as to the colours. 

If anyone feels like wielding a
scraper or paint brush in the early
new year, all help will be gratefully
received.

Burn the Mortgage
Thanks, Harry Stemp, for the
words of support in your column
last week. To answer your questions
about the Burn the Mortgage cam-
paign:
Ron Baird will design a special
plaque that will bear the names of
all the donors to this special cam-
paign. The plaque will be installed
in the foyer of the church, near the
huge donor wall already in place.
There are four reward “perks” for

donors to choose from:
• One free rental of the Historic
Leaskdale Church for an event
(wedding, party, meet-ing, etc.)
• One free tour of the Manse and
Church for a group of any size
• One free life membership in the
Lucy Maud Montgomery Society of
Ontario (value $150)
• A Victorian Tea in the Manse,
catered by members of LMMSO.
The response to this latest and last

appeal has been incredibly positive.
We are so grateful for the cheques
we have already received, and for
the encouraging words and wishes
from so many people. 

It has been mentioned more than

once that this whole series of suc-
cesses: the acquisition of the manse,
the designation as a National
Historic Site, the formation of the
LMMSO, the purchase of the
church, the ongoing work on both
buildings and the establishment of
the sites as a tourist destination, can
all be traced back to the vision and
de-termination of one person.
Many of us remember Wilda Clark,
the feisty, dedicated woman who
passed away too soon to see all that
has been accomplished. Without
Wilda, none of this would have
happened.

BOLSTER
Limousine Service

Travel in Luxury!
Weddings, Special Events,  So Much More!

bolsterlimo@rogers.com

705-513-1222

The best gift  by Sean Wetselaar

Tom Doherty
BA, MDiv

Counselling and Psychotherapy
Individual, Couples and Family

tom@dohertycounselling.com
www.dohertycounselling.com

905.640.4839
416.910.7284

One Stop 
Shopping
www.deanwat-

sonchrysler.ca
• New  • Used

• Service  • Parts

Dean Watson Auto Sales
253 Toronto Street South

905-852-3313

Meanwhile, Back at the Manse by Barb Pratt  

SOFA Smiles
with Fred Bendell
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The owners and staff of Low’s Furniture
wish everyone a

Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year

Boxing Week SaleBoxing Week Sale

20% Off
on all Bedding and Quilts

up to 30% off
store wide

50% Off
on all Christmas Decor

Store Wide

Starting December 28th

Starting in the New Year
Our new store hours are 

Monday 9-6
Tuesday 9-6
Wednesday 9-6
Thursday 9-8
Friday 9-6
Saturday 9-5
Sunday 12-4

At Christ’s birth, over 2000
years ago, the angel proclaimed
“I bring you good news of great
joy for all the people…a Saviour
has been born…he is Christ the
Lord…glory to God …and on
earth peace…” (Luke 2:10-14)
Looking around us today we

see anything but peace. In fact,
we see the universal problems of
conflict and violence every-
where; between races, ethnic
groups, nationalities, in our
neighborhoods, families, mar-
riages and even within ourselves.
“Violence,” Chuck Colson has

said, “is fundamentally a disor-
der of the soul.”
It springs from an inner despair,
no purpose, nowhere to go,
nothing to build, nothing to care
about; a sense of a worthless and
meaningless existence, a hope-
lessness that leads to social chaos
with the sad results of a world
littered with the debris of broken
lives, broken homes, damaged
children, discarded partners and
destroyed friendships. Where is
the peace the angel promised?
Is it even possible?

In his book The Purpose of
Christmas author Rick Warren
says “The reality is that there can
never be peace in the world until
there’s peace within nations. And
there will never be peace in our
nation until there is peace in our
communities. There won’t be
peace in our communities until
there’s peace in our fam-
ilies. And there won’t be
peace in our families
until there’s peace in
our individual lives.
That won’t happen
until the Prince of Peace
reigns in our hearts.”
It has been wisely said

that there is a God-
shaped vacuum within
each of us. Until God
himself fills that void
there is an inner rest-
lessness and dissatisfac-
tion that leads to conflict within
ourselves and with others.
The Bible says “What causes

fights and quarrels amoung you?
Don’t they come from your
desires that battle within you?
You want something but you

don’t get it. You kill and covet,
but you cannot have what you
want. You quarrel and fight. You
do not have, because you do not
ask God.” (James 4:1-2)
That verse pinpoints the cause

of conflict and violence in the
world. It comes down to you and
me. We are, by nature, self-cen-

tered, we want our own way and
if anybody gets in our way there
is bound to be conflict. We are
determined to fight for what we
believe to be our rights. Peace is
impossible until our nature is
changed.

No amount of good works or
improved behaviour could
change our self-centered nature.
We required a divine solution.
The awesome message of
Christmas is that God provided
that divine solution. He came
to us. He sacrificed His rights,
became a man, Jesus Christ, who

was also called
“Immanuel,” (which
means “God with us”).
Jesus gave His life for
us, making it possible
for us to have a person-
al relationship with
God. He can
change our nature-
bringing us inner
peace, purpose and
hope.
In order to find satis-

faction and inner
peace, Jesus says

“Come to me, all you who are
weary and burdened and I will
give you rest.” (Matthew11:28)

We can only find peace by
receiving God’s Christmas gift,
Jesus, give up our rights, as He
did and allow Him to change

our nature so we can follow His
example.
Dare we take that step?
This is God’s personal

Christmas message to you:
You may not know me but I

know everything about you.
(Psalm 139:1)

And it is my desire to lavish
love on you. (I John 3:1)

Jesus died so that you and I
could be reconciled. (II
Corinthians 5:18-19)

His death was the ultimate
expression of my love for you. (I
John 4:10)

I gave up everything I loved
that I might gain your love.
(Romans 8:31-32)

If you receive the gift of my
son Jesus, you receive me. (I
John 2:23)
Come home and I’ll throw the

biggest party heaven has ever
seen. (Luke 15:7)
My question is….Will you be

my child? (John 1:12-13)
I am waiting for you. (Luke

15:11-32)

This Way by Vince Winder The secret of Peace




