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COPYRIGHT  
Copyright remains with the respective authors. Stories contained in this ebook 

are unedited by the organisers. 

 

 

COMPETITION 

Congratulations to all entrants in the 2011 Gold Coast Writers Association 
Christmas Competition. 

All entries were posted on the GCWA website www.goldcoastwriters.org. They 
were then voted on electronically. 

 

 

WINNER 

Congratulations to: 

Granny Bren 

Candice Lemon-Scott 

Nora Lleuful 

Luz Maria Lleuful 

Gerald Moller 

Marge Norris 

Kathlyn Tedder 

For the story, Christmas Magic compiled and edited by Candice Lemon-Scott. 
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Competition entries in order 
of votes received 
 

STORIES 

 Christmas Magic by Candice Lemon-Scott   

 The Last Christmas by Joan Songaila                

 The Robbery by Helga Glinatsis              

 A Christmas Mashup by Vacen Taylor    

 Arabia, a Back Lane and Christmas by Gary Ivory  

 An Unusually Happy Christmas by Julie Boyd   

 Crows Can Sing by Di Morris  

 Making Memories by Jill Smith     

 The Four Months of Christmas by Michelle Critchley  

 Christmas at our House by Sue Crake  

 Christmas by Robert Young     

 Christmas by Caroline Glen  

 A Christmas Poem by Kate Russell    

 Belgian Christmas by Lynette Reilly  

 The Milk Punch Christmas by Owen Clement   

 Christmas Eve by Pat Ferguson  

 It’s never too late by Lindsey Pettitt  

 The Special Christmas Day of a Boy by John Millett  

 EveryDay Is Christmas Day by Mary May Simpson    

 Season’s Greetings from Queensland by Di Morris 

 Christmas 2011 by John Tassell   

RECIPE ENTRIES – The YUM Section 

 Avocado and Mango Salsa by Sue Crake      

 Brandy Sauce by Sue Crake         

 Gingerbread by Marion Martineer    
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Christmas Magic  

By Candice Lemon-Scott  

 

‘Christmas – Magic’ 

Magic at Christmas still happens!!…Yes…but I don’t mean the kind in present-laden shops, 

‘gifts galore,’ where the one with the most money gets the latest and best…No…I mean real 

Christmas magic…the one in fact, that warms your heart and makes you feel the joy. 

But, before I tell you this story, I want you to sit back….close your eyes, relax and listen… 

*** 

Far away, in a country way up North, lies a town covered in snow. So much snow in fact, you 

have to dig yourself out of your front door. 

Outside it is cold, minus 20 degrees. It’s a crisp cold where one wants to be in cosy and warm 

clothes whilst being outside. It is Christmas Eve, and the snow is falling slowly, as only 

powdery-soft snow falls and swirls. All the house windows in this town are lit and the 

chimneys of each house are billowing out smoke from the hot, warming fires inside. 

People are walking the streets, greeting one another, ‘Merry Christmas’ in passing. The smell 

of fresh ginger bread, hot cinnamon wine and roast dinners cooking are in the night’s air. The 

choir is singing at the local church. Pretty ice flowers, made by the frost, cover the windows. 

In a not so bright corner of the street, sitting on an old rag, is an elderly man, wearing tatty 

clothes and shoes. A hat, that’s seen better days, is upside down in front of him on the 

ground. It contains a few coins passersby have donated. The man’s hair is curly and wild, his 

beard is long and grey. The wrinkles in his face tell of many years of living outside. The cold 

makes the old man shiver. His only friend is a bottle of cheap rum. Now nearly empty, it has 

warmed him from the inside against the night’s cold. The once shiny, blue eyes are now dull 

and have lost their sparkle. His vision is blurred from drinking, Christmas! He thinks. 

Everyone has loved ones, a warm home and a dry bed to sleep in…not me!! Jesus, I wish my 

life would change. With that, he sinks to his side, freezing…then passes out. 

*** 

‘Thank goodness that’s over. I couldn’t deliver another Christmas tree if I tried. Now let’s 

head home and enjoy Christmas Eve with our families,’ he chuckles merrily. 

The two Christmas tree delivery men are about to finish their day’s work, bringing Christmas 

to the townsfolk’s homes, when the second man notices a strange shape on the ground. 

‘Hold on a moment, I think there is something under that pile of snow over there.’ 

‘Good gracious, you’re right! I can see a hand,’ the other man gasps, ‘I hope he’s not dead!’ 

The two men hastily unbury the limp form from the snow and feel for signs of life. 

‘He’s barely breathing,’ utters one of the men, in shock. He takes off his coat, to wrap around 

the frozen man he has just dug out, ‘We’ll have to get help urgently or he’ll die.’ 

‘The only thing open now is the church. They’re holding Christmas Eve mass. Let’s get him 

there, quickly.’ 

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/candicels/
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Without hesitation the two men lift the frozen man into the front of their sleigh. They wrap 

him in their jackets. One of the men holds him tight to try and warm him with his own body 

heat, while the other rides the reindeer-led sleigh in great haste to the church, shivering as 

they ride, and praying for his life. 

The mass has already finished when they arrive. The rider wastes no time as he tells their 

story to the monk, while his companion remains in the sleigh trying to warm the nearly 

lifeless body they’ve found. The monk quickly grabs his coat and wraps the frozen man in it 

as well. 

‘Let’s take him to Alex and Natasha’s house. They have a spare room and Natasha is a nurse. 

She’s our best chance of saving him,’ the monk says as he squeezes into the front of the 

sleigh as well, embracing the frozen man and adding his body heat as well. He starts praying 

from the depths of his heart, much deeper than he’s ever prayed before, begging God to spare 

the life of this unfortunate man. The rider hastens the reindeer to pull the sleigh as hard as 

possible, wasting no time in getting to Alex and Natasha’s house. 

The sleigh pulls up outside the house. Peering through the window, Alex and Natasha see the 

urgency in their arrival, and dash to the carriage. They all lift the man gently from it. The 

monk and the two men, nearly freezing to death themselves, and all shivering, work with the 

couple to do their best to help save this poor man as they carry him into the warm home. 

Natasha’s mother Maria appears, looking concerned, but Natasha takes charge immediately 

and there is no time to think of the man’s uncertain future. 

‘Mum, run a very hot bath. Alex, you can stoke up the fires. We need the house very warm. 

Would you two men undress this poor soul and put him in the bath, and Father will you keep 

praying for his salvation? We have to get his body temperature up as fast as possible before 

we lose him.’ 

Everyone works like clockwork, until finally the beggar begins to warm in the bath tub. 

‘Natasha, these are some of Joe’s old clothes. This poor soul will need them more than Joe 

now.’ Maria speaks softly as she passes the bundle of clothing to her daughter. The clothes 

belonged to her dear husband, who died just a few years before. She had been unable to let 

them go. 

‘Are you sure Mum?’ Natasha asks gently. 

‘Oh yes! Joe would have done the same if he were here today. Please take them.’ 

‘Thank you. Can you get the spare bed ready? We’ll need hot water bottles to warm it and the 

quilts need to be warmed in front of the fire.’ 

Maria sets to work without hesitation, understanding the urgency of her assignment. This 

man’s life is depending on it. 

Natasha returns to the bath tub. She feels the water temperature and immediately pours more 

hot water in. 

‘I need your help my friends,’ she says calmly, looking to the Christmas tree delivery men, 

‘We need to rub his skin to help get his circulation moving again. Use the soap.’ 

The three of them begin rubbing him down, hoping to see some pinkness appear in the ghost 

white skin. 

Meanwhile, Alex returns from stoking up the fires to see what else he can do. ‘I’ll shave the 

poor soul,’ he says, ‘This man should have his dignity back.’ 
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They all work hard doing their very best but it all seems futile. Nothing seems to have 

changed. They can only pray for the best now. The delivery men and the monk help dress the 

beggar and place him in the warm bed Maria has prepared before they leave. 

The family sits in silence for a while, each one fighting the beggar’s battle in their own 

minds. Eventually Maria breaks the silence. You two should go to bed, I’ll keep the fires 

blazing and the hot water bottles warm. That’s all we can do now.’ 

Maria vigilantly warms the spare quilts in front of the blazing fire and exchanges them for the 

cooler ones on his bed, reheats the hot water bottles and stokes the fires. The night is long and 

Maria’s prayers are the only sound to be heard as Tom, Maria and their two children, Gerda 

and Marco, sleep. ‘Wake my friend,’ Maria says as she rubs the man’s cold hands, ‘Please 

wake.’ 

Between exhaustion and the wee hours of the morning Maria’s eyelids started to fail her. She 

can barely stay awake but the old man’s condition has failed to improve. Then she has an 

idea. 

‘Tchaikovsky. Come here boy,’ she calls. The family’s pet Husky obediently appears. ‘I need 

you to help me tonight, Tchaikovsky. We must keep this poor soul alive and I can’t do it 

alone. Jump on the bed boy and use your body heat. Snuggle in tight. You must keep him 

warm.’ 

The dog leaps on to the bed without hesitation, breaking the rules he knows never to break, 

but following the instructions as though he understands the importance of every word. 

‘If the angels come, do not let them take him! Do you understand me boy? They’ve already 

taken a good man from our home. I will not let them take two.’ The dog looks into her eyes 

as though he understands, and worms himself in closer to the man. 

Maria looks into the man’s face, still hoping to see his colour return, but even in the darkness 

his pallor is visible. She touches his arm gently and takes herself off to her own bed for a few 

hours of much-needed sleep. 

Tom dreams that he awakes in a strange house. In his dream, he slowly goes downstairs and 

into the kitchen. He boils the kettle and makes himself a cup of tea. Then he sees a Christmas 

tree and a present with his name on it to open. Amazed, he leaves it under the tree, 

whispering ‘May God Be With You,’ to the kind family who put it there. 

Warmth…a dim comfortable warmth surrounds the old man as he slowly gains consciousness 

early on Christmas Day. The strange smell of toast and coffee, as well as faint sounds of a 

woman singing, has awakened him. He finds himself in a warm and comfortable bed with 

fresh sheets. In the dim light, he opens his eyes to find himself in a cosy, decorated room. I 

must be in heaven, …how did I get here…am I still dreaming?’ His thoughts overwhelm him. 

Everything is real to the touch. The room is filled with smells: lavender from the bed sheets 

he is in; cooking food from the kitchen; distant singing and sounds (he touches his eyes as if 

to make sure this is not an illusion and they are not playing tricks on him), and … hang on 

…where is … (touching his face now), …this can’t be…. Where is my beard? I have had my 

beard for such a long time. 

‘This can’t be!’ he says aloud. 

As if by magic his whole life has changed and turned around. He lies there, puzzled and 

confused, but with growing comfort that the change of life of which he had requested, is 

actually taking place, and he is now in warm clothing, and in out of the crispy cold. 
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Tom leisurely stretches his limbs and thinks, I really have died and gone to heaven. 

Then a lovely smell wafts in from the kitchen as his door opens and in comes a woman, 

smiling with twinkling eyes. She carries a tray in her hands that is laden with things to eat 

that he’s only ever dreamt about. 

It’s all too much to take in and tears start to trickle down his thin, pale cheeks as he is given 

this heavenly food. 

‘Get that down you love! My name’s Maria. 

‘And I’m Tom,’ the old man says. 

‘Pleased to finally meet you, Tom,’ the woman says. 

No one has ever said that they were pleased to meet him. 

More tears come as the woman called Maria begins to explain how the two men from the 

town had picked him up, and carefully put him into the sleigh, where they had taken him to 

Alex and Natasha’s house. She tells him how the family had been elected to take urgent care 

of him, as everything was closed for Christmas and Natasha was best qualified to help him, 

being a nurse. So it was, they had taken him in and he had been bathed, given a haircut and 

shaved, and dressed in warm clothing. 

After his meal, Tom settles back among the pillows, which smell of lavender, and releases a 

huge, satisfied sigh of contentment. After his sumptuous meal he feels like royalty. 

How many years has it been since he’s slept in a bed? he wonders. It seems like a lifetime 

ago. 

After the rest and a hearty meal, Tom finally has the strength to leave the room. He slides out 

of bed and goes downstairs. Natasha is busy preparing Christmas lunch. It is just as she’s 

beginning to gather the ingredients for her famous turkey stuffing when she sees Tom 

standing in the doorway. She gasps, hardly believing the change in him from when he had 

first arrived at their house the previous night. The beard is gone, the shreds of clothing 

replaced with those that had once belonged to her father. She can now see his pale skin, 

removed of grime and dirt, and deep eyes that reflect like the lake in summer now the hair is 

cut short. It isn’t just the physical changes that strike her though. It is something else. 

Something like hope that seems to radiate from him like the lights on the Christmas tree. 

Maybe I’m just imagining it, she thinks. Maybe that’s just what I want to see. After all, 

nothing would bring her greater joy than to know she had been able to bring a glimmer of 

happiness to someone who has gone without for so long. 

As her eyes meet with Tom’s she is suddenly aware that she has been staring at him. She 

blushes deeper than the red stocking that hangs from the fireplace, and gets busy mixing the 

ingredients for the Christmas turkey stuffing. 

‘Can I help?’ he asks. 

His voice is softer than she imagined. Once again, she is shown never to assume anything. 

‘No, I’m fine, thanks.’ 

‘I’d like to help. You have all done so much for me already. I don’t want to be a burden.’ 

Natasha smiles. Burden? Nothing could be further from the truth. Since his arrival at the 

house it’s as though something missing has been returned. He is indeed a gift to her home. 

That’s when it strikes her. Perhaps it’s no accident that he’s close to her father’s age. The 

clothes that had once belonged to her father even fit him well enough to be his own. His 

presence seems to be filling a gap in the happiness of Christmas that appeared the first year 

after her father’s death. The first Christmas without him had been tarnished with a sadness 

everyone felt but no one mentioned. That gap remained, and had created a cold draft, as  
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though the icy wind from outside had filtered into their home. But today that gap has been 

closed by the man standing before her. She barely remembers feeling so cosy warm, and 

content. But she knows she would sound completely foolish if she spoke to him in this way. 

‘Let me assure you, you are nothing close of a burden. We’re so glad you’re here. But if you 

insist, you can help me stuff this turkey.’ 

With that Tom takes hold of the turkey’s legs and they laugh as she stuffs it full of the 

flavours of Christmas. 

Later that morning, Tom goes out to the big barn in the backyard, with the young, energetic 

children, Marco and Gerda. 

They are very friendly to Tom, forever reminding them of their grandfather, of whom they 

had not seen for a long time, since he recently passed on. Also, Tom is wearing some of his 

clothes, but the children are a bit young to understand it. 

Tom helps the children to feed the family pets, Tchaikovsky the dog and Prancer, the 

reindeer. The reindeer has long antlers which are heavy on his head. 

The dog is given a good feed of leftovers and a nice juicy bone. Then they leave a bale of hay 

for Prancer and the reindeer watches, very inquisitively, everything Tom is doing. 

The children get some dishes and Tom puts some water in them both for the pets. 

Then they all return indoors and the children sit near the warm fireplace, as they have all 

brought some small logs in, out of the barn, for stoking the fire.  

Before long, when the lunch is almost ready, little Marco staggers into the dining room with a 

pile of plates stacked high. He struggles with the load, but setting the table for Christmas 

dinner is his special responsibility and he is determined not to let the family down. 

‘Can I help you with that load?’ Tom asks. 

‘I’ve got to get my chores done or there’ll be no Christmas dinner today,’ replies Marco, 

emphasizing the enormous importance of his role. 

‘Well we wouldn’t want that to happen, now would we,’ Tom replies with a knowing smile, 

‘Let me help you then, I certainly don’t want to miss out on Christmas dinner. I’m REALLY 

looking forward to it.’ 

Tom allows Marco to instruct him and together they enjoy setting the table. They place the 

plates, cutlery, glasses and all the bonbons on the table, having a little laugh as they work. 

Tom has always found it easy to talk to children. They make no judgments and happily 

accept you for who you are, he thinks. 

‘Well done son, that is the grandest Christmas table I’ve ever seen,’ smiles Tom as they stop 

to admire their finished work. It truly is the grandest he’s ever seen. It had been many years 

since Tom had been invited for a Christmas meal and even more years since he’d had anyone 

to enjoy it with. From his smiling face, a little tear of overwhelm runs down his cheek. He is 

truly blessed to be here today. 

‘Marco, can you start putting the food on the table,’ comes a voice from the kitchen. Both 

Tom and Marco respond and before long the beautiful table is covered in the most superb 

meal Tom has ever seen with the most wonderful people Tom has ever met seated around it: 

Alex, the head of the family; his wife, Natasha; Maria, the grandmother; Marco and Gerda, 

the two children, and ‘oh yes,’ Tchaikovsky, the Husky who surely saved his life, sits right 

beside Tom’s chair. 

The room also is tastefully decorated. Mistletoe, freshly picked in the forest, has been placed 

over the window rail. A big pine Christmas tree is standing in the corner of the room, 
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 decorated with candles and angel hair. A hand-carved Crip sits in front of the tree, 

commemorating the birth of Jesus. 

The family begins to help themselves to hot food, and the wine is poured. Tom watches on in 

awe. His heart aches with longing when he sees the children laughing and selecting food for 

their plates with joy. These are a different kind of people, not on the poverty line like he is. 

As a child, he never had the luxury of going to school and always felt like an outsider. 

Tom starts to reminisce about his past life and what his destiny has become. As a child, there 

were never any presents under a lovely green pine-scented Christmas tree, nothing special to 

eat, no one really cared. His father used to say, ‘Christmas! Humbug. There’s no money for 

all this nonsense.’ 

When he was old enough to work, he became a gardener and looked after an elderly lady’s 

small piece of land. Mrs Hobbs, who he worked for, had been very kind to him, and gave him 

a bit of lunch from time to time. Sometimes stale bread or leftovers she had. 

One day in September, on a brisk, fresh day, he went to work as usual, but there was no reply 

to his persistent knock. Finally, a neighbour popped his head over the fence. 

‘Looking for Mrs Hobbs?’ she asked. 

He nodded and was told that she had died in hospital after suffering a heart attack. 

He wandered around aimlessly after that, and ended up sleeping in a shelter, but the few 

belongings that he had were stolen and he moved on, becoming homeless. 

He remembered little of those times except the feeling of being very tired, cold and hungry. 

He thought that no one cared if he lived or died. But low and behold today he had awoken in 

a heavenly room with lace curtains at the windows, a side table with fresh juice, a comfy 

down covering him and the sounds of laughter, people talking, the bark of a dog and music, 

delicious cooking smells. What more could any man want? He thought, God has heard my 

prayers. 

Alex, seated at the head of the table, notices Tom’s still empty plate and responds, ‘Tom, 

please join us in eating this lunch and celebrate with us.’ So he does. 

The food is plenty, from dumpling soup as entrée, to a beautiful roast and a rich Christmas 

cake and homemade biscuits for dessert. There is so much food in fact that everyone could 

eat their fill a few times over. Soon everyone’s plates are full, including Tom’s. 

‘I’d like to say grace today,’ Marco suddenly announces, ‘Dear Father we thank you for all 

this yummy Christmas food, the special Christmas blessings and all the presents also and for 

the people here today. Please give Grandpa Jo a hug in heaven for me… oh and also thank 

you for sending me a new grandpa for Christmas. AMEN.’ 

The adults exchange looks of joyous surprise and Marco looks at Tom’s smiling and teary 

face for a moment and then goes and hugs him. 

‘I didn’t mean to make you sad. You really are just like a new Grandpa to me,’ he says, still 

hugging the old man. 

‘Marco, that is the most beautiful thing anyone has ever said to me and I’m so honoured that 

the tears just fell from my eyes. Those are happy tears, young man. You’ve made me very 

happy. About the best Christmas present I’ve ever had.’ He smiles a big smile from his tear 

covered face, as he hugs Marco back. 

The meal is splendid, everyone enjoys every bite of food, but the smiles on everyone’s faces 

and the Christmas magic that is served with it is the best part. 
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After this beautiful lunch finishes, Alex stands up and says, ‘Tom – my wife, grandmother 

Maria and I would like to make you a present.’ 

Tom thinks back to his dream about the present with his name on it. Could it really be 

coming true? 

Tom holds the wrapped present, that Alex passes him, and slowly opens it. He cannot believe 

his eyes. 

‘Jo, Natasha’s father, who sadly passed away a few years ago, had a cherished pair of boots 

and a thick, winter coat that he had loved and looked after. I think they will fit you perfectly, 

and you surely will need them this winter. We also would love you to stay with us as we have 

the room to spare and I certainly could do with another man’s help making furniture in my 

workshop.’ 

Tom is deeply moved, the generosity of this family overwhelms him, and he responds, 

‘Thank you all so much, I don’t know what to say. You have made this Christmas the best 

I’ve ever had. I would love nothing more than to stay with you and help you, Alex, in the 

workshop.’ 

With that said, everyone claps in applause and then everyone else goes to open their presents. 

The day shifts into evening, and Tom finds himself sitting by the fireplace with the family. 

Together, they give thanks to God for the lovely day and for Tom’s company. Then the little 

girl Gerda hands her new doll to Tom and they play together. Gerda feels so happy to have 

the new guest in the house. When she first saw him she had asked her mother who the man 

was, and she told her the story about Tom, the man they found in the street. Tom reminds 

Gerda of her own grandfather who she has lost. She likes Tom because he looks like her 

grandfather so much and because he is very kind. He even asked her mother if he could help 

give her some dinner because Gerda was only little. To her delight, her mother had said, 

‘Yes, please.’ But now she feels sleepy and she leans against Tom’s chest. Then he picks her 

up and puts her in bed. She is so happy. She remembers the special day. This morning she 

was dressed up so wonderful, then she looked around the Christmas tree. It was so beautiful 

with all the decorations, and she had found a wonderful present for her. Then the family 

enjoyed wonderful food and cake and sugar mead, and there was toasted popcorn for Marco 

and her. Tom kisses her goodnight. She smiles and falls straight to sleep. 

Slowly, the rest of the family retires to bed. Tchaikovsky and Tom remain. Usually the dog 

always stays close to his family and he likes to play around with the children. But today, 

when he saw Tom, he looked at him and being very clever, liked Tom and became very 

friendly with him. He jumped around Tom and sat on his lap. Tom felt so good because he 

was given a lot of love. Then Tchaikovsky went to the window and started making a funny 

noise because he was scared of the snow outside. Tom took the dog and got him to listen to 

what he said. Amazingly, Tchaikovsky stopped making the funny noise and was no longer 

scared. The dog and the man had now helped one another. Tchaikovsky lay down close to the 

chimney and all together they celebrated a very happy Christmas as Tom remembered the 

day… 

He had been picked up off the street. The wonderful people who took him in the sleigh were 

so kind. The poor man thought it was a dream but this was real. The wonderful opportunity 

he had to be taken care of made him very happy. For the first time in his life, he could feel 

Christmas. It had been a big surprise for him when he saw the decorated tree and also found a 

special present just for him. Also, he was around the family like he had never been before in 

his life and all together they celebrated and played and gave him a lot of love. He felt like he 

was floating up in the air, and he gave thanks to God for what he had been given. 
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*** 

As the years passed, Tom felt as though he had finally found his love, and a place in this 

family. While washing dishes, or sitting in front of a dancing fire with the blue, orange and 

yellow flames sending out their warmth, Maria and Tom would talk about many things of 

interest. He also enjoyed feeding the animals and connecting with them, their soft, soulful 

eyes, their fur coat. He found everything about them fascinating. 

‘Tom, what is your birth sign?…Scorpio! Wow! Same as me, that’s a good start…Do you 

like cards? Board games?’ 

‘Yes, we used to while the time away in the streets. I also loved music from a young age. Not 

that I have heard much in my life.’ 

‘Well, I have some great music.’ 

She played one of his favourites. He moved in time to the music, fast tapping to the beat, and 

got lost in the moment. 

As time went by Tom learnt how to read, and got great pleasure from the experience. Now 

the library is his friend which he visits often. 

It was a nice feeling, bonding with another person, the first in his life and would be a 

wonderful friendship. Friendship, a priceless gift. He whispered the word softly, ‘friendship,’ 

what a lovely word. Tom knew he had received a priceless gift, the gift of Christmas Magic. 

The Authors (in alphabetical order): 

Granny Bren 

Candice Lemon-Scott 

Nora Lleuful 

Luz Maria Lleuful 

Gerald Moller 

Marge Norris 

Kathlyn Tedder 

Compiled and edited by Candice Lemon-Scott. 
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The Last Christmas  

By Joan Songaila            

I am a child of only three, 

too scared to clamber on the knee 

of an old man upon his throne. 

I cling to my mother and hide my head. 

She laughs and takes me home instead. 

By six, I sit alone at school, 

impatient to be free from rule. 

The Christmas break will soon be here. 

I’ll buy a present for my Daddy 

and help my mum to deck the tree. 

I’m ten. My brother is the pits. 

He still thinks Santa brings him gifts, 

fills the stockings and eats the cake. 

‘There’s no such thing.’ He starts to cry. 

Serves him right … I will not lie. 

Soon it’s my children who cannot sleep. 

They wait for Santa and want to peep. 

We sort their gifts and pile them high. 

At dawn they wake with screams of joy 

and tear the wrapping from each toy. 

But now somehow the thrill has gone. 

I’ve posted cards to those alone. 

Like me, they’ve lost their mates and home. 

The children get money – what can I give 

to a new-age video game-playing kid? 

And now it’s here. Why do I dread 

this Christmas Day? My heart is lead. 

I’ve been to church. They’ll soon be here 

to take me home to share their dinner 

and cut the cake. They’ll say I’m thinner. 

They’ve pinned a flower on my lapel 

and listened while my tales I tell. 

The newest babe is on my lap, 

the toddler strokes my bony fingers. 

Like me, the Christmas spirit lingers. 

I ebb from family young and old 

and feel my body growing cold. 

Alone again, the flowers wilt. 

Mortality gives the final gasp. 

I’m soaring free, in peace at last. 
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The Robbery  

By Helga Glinatsis   

 ‘What happened to baby Jesus and the Christmas tree?’ asked Emily, tugging free from her 

mother’s hand. Her big brown eyes were full of alarm. 

In my flower shop I always decorated two windows; one in modern style with a jolly Santa, 

balloons and lots of garlands and glitter and the other with traditional European trimmings 

and a nativity scene. 

The nativity set was the last and most enchanting creation of Mr. Pion, an Italian artist from 

Melbourne. Each figure was hand crafted and brilliantly painted with great expertise and 

love. He had signed each item and prayed over it. 

Passers-by stopped their Christmas shopping, admiring and commenting on the piety 

reflected in the faces of the three Kings. Some even wanted to buy the set because over it 

hovered such a peaceful and holy ambience. 

The only drawback was the extra work of cleaning and polishing the window glass from 

sticky fingerprints and hand marks every morning. 

“Well, what happened?” Emily demanded. 

“I am sorry!” her mother apologized and tried to pull her back once more. 

I told her not to worry and spoke to Emily. 

‘We had a robbery in the shopping centre last night. Several men entered through the roof 

and took money from the supermarket till. Then they went towards the chemist shop but fell 

through the ceiling into my window. They broke the Christmas tree and took the baby Jesus.’ 

‘Joseph must have fought so hard he lost both his arms,’ I added, trying to make her smile. 

‘I hope the police can find the baby Jesus before Christmas!” Emily declared as she left. 

I hoped so too. 

Actually everything went wrong that day. Flower supplies were late and I had many 

arrangements to do. A courier didn’t show up. Outside was heating up like an oven and I 

worried how long my flowers would stay fresh. 

Two police officers who had searched for fingerprints came with the report. The thieves had 

worn gloves and I could start with my insurance claim. 

Mr. Pion took Joseph. 

‘ I can repair him , but I can’t make another baby Jesus in such a short time. We just have to 

pray that he is found somehow.’ 
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‘Thank you, Mr. Pion,’ I said. ‘I’ll tell all the children.’ 

A youth with spiky hair and a skate board under his arm lowered his voice, 

‘One red rose for my girlfriend, please. By the way, something is missing in your window….’ 

Several days passed. I was even busier than before. All the customers, especially the children 

that came with their parents, were worried. I told them to pray that we would find the baby 

Jesus. 

To my amazement they did what I said! I watched them putting their hands together to pray. 

‘Dear God, please bring the Baby Jesus back to us.’ 

By then I had to clean the window not only in the morning, but in the afternoon as well. 

Some children had pressed their lips and faces to it and left big marks. 

Several days passed before the gardener of our Shopping Centre decided to clean up some 

fallen palm leaves and wonder of wonders, there in a low bush lay the smiling baby Jesus. 

The gardener was dancing with excitement. 

‘The thieves must have thrown it away because it had no value to them!’ 

What joy rose up inside me! I had rarely felt so thankful. 

I put up a sign which said: JESUS IS THE REASON FOR THE SEASON. 

All children that came and saw clapped their hot, sticky hands and pointed. The window was 

so dirty that for a while I thought to change my profession and become a window cleaner 

instead! 
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A Christmas Mashup  

By Vacen Taylor             

 

On the scene ... 

 

It was the night before Christmas in a small town that no one really cared about. The day had 

been filled with the usual grey clouds and the chilly wind swept over the hills and into the 

township. The dreary winter weather had taken hold with a grip that wouldn’t let go. Only the 

very brave dared to come out, and only the very evil enjoyed such miserable weather. 

Gruesome had a reputation for having the most horrible weather, and attracting the odd evil 

traveller.  

A detective arrived at the scene with a lit cigarette in his hand. He was forty-

something, skinny and smoked far too much. His hair had been dyed dark brown to cover the 

grey, but it didn’t make him look any younger because he grimaced too much. He couldn’t do 

anything about his pale white skin, so he accepted what he had been given. He grumbled 

about the cold, reminding himself how much he also hated the snow. In fact he hated 

Christmas. Period. That’s why he worked on Christmas Eve, and he tried very hard to smoke 

his way through the night.  

‘I’ve never seen anything like it, sir,’ said a junior officer. ‘They stripped him bare 

and left him for dead.’ 

The detective looked at the body.  There on the street a naked, white haired, old man, 

with a beard that would give Santa Claus a run for his money, lay dead. The detective turned 

to look across the street at the shopping mall. He started to walk away. 

‘Where are you going detective Valentine?’ called the junior officer. 

‘To do a spot of shopping, and if I’m lucky have a chat to Santa.’ 

‘But what do I do with the body?’ the junior officer called out.  

‘Tag it and bag it,’ Valentine called back. He sucked in a good amount of deadly 

vapour, happy to feel the burn down his throat. Then when he reached the shopping mall he 
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dropped the cigarette to the sidewalk, thinking, if he wasn’t a detective he would take his 

half-smoked cigarette in with him, and happily break the smoking laws. Bloody do-gooders, 

passive bloody smoking ruined it for everyone.  

It was the music that rattled his mind and made his fists curl up tight. Deck the Halls 

and that horrible Fa la la la la. He shivered. Well, it was better than O Christmas Tree, he 

thought. As he walked through the mall disgusted by the hanging ornaments and Christmas 

tree complete with gory glistening baubles, he wondered why people bothered. Then he 

found what he was looking for, sitting in a chair. He snapped his fingers and everyone in the 

mall, except for Santa, stood still like statues.  

‘Ho ho ho, Merry Christmas,’ he said to Valentine.  

‘There’s nothing merry about it,’ said Valentine right back. 

‘Ah, an unhappy soul,’ said Santa. ‘Let me cheer you up.’  

‘If it’s unhappy souls you’re after, then there’s one outside across the street,’ said 

Valentine, sounding nonchalant. ‘Of course, you know that, because you already have his 

soul.’ 

Santa sighed and the music changed to O Come Little Children. And they did just 

that, demonic little children, appearing two by two. Each one stretching out their grey lifeless 

hands dusted with ash, fingernails lined with black muck from crawling out of the pit below. 

And as they crawled they hissed at Valentine. 

‘Come on, you’ll have to do better than that,’ said Valentine to Santa. He pulled out a 

cluster of symbols linked on a ring. He sifted through them one by one, lifting the occasional 

symbol up to the light to check. When the right one was found he placed the symbol on each 

child’s forehead and muttered a few lines in Latin. Every time he uttered the last word a child 

disintegrated. When the last child was nothing but a pile of ash on the not so clean non-slip 

flooring, Valentine shook his head. ‘Do I have to call for back up or will you just come 

quietly.’ 

‘Ho ho ho,’ said Santa, as he stood up.  ‘You know I have back up, too.’ He smiled 

evilly and something bubbled under his skin. Then Santa disappeared.  
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Valentine sighed heavily as he pulled his phone from his pocket. It’s woeful the way 

they run, he thought.  He hit speed-dial on his phone. ‘Yeah, it’s me. Jolly Old St Nicholas,’ 

he said then hung up.  

Even from his disgruntled glance towards the stationary escalator, still filled with the 

statues of people, it was painfully clear he would have to climb seven floors to reach the bad 

Santa. Valentine could feel exactly where Santa had appeared, but he hadn’t been bestowed 

the powers of transference. On purpose no doubt. So, he rushed towards the escalator and 

began weaving through the lifeless statues of shoppers. 

*** 

Meanwhile up on the seventh floor ... 

A witness to the rhyme.  

The shop assistant felt a strange sense of lightness from her fingers to her toes. When she 

looked around time had grabbed hold of everyone, but she had not taken the stillness pose.  

The worst was yet to come as her head forgot the time.  All manner of thought turned strange, 

and her mind heard things in rhyme.   

‘Merry Christmas,’ he grumbled to her, as he hurried on by her store. She couldn’t 

stop herself from frowning, and then shivered right into her core. Even though he was dressed 

in the usual red and white, he just didn’t look like a normal Santa Claus. His nose was spotted 

with bubbling warts and his eyes were ringed with red lines. There was something really 

creepy in the way he frowned, as he continued to rush on by.  

She felt compelled to stretch her head around the door to see.  

‘Merry Christmas,’ said another Santa, catching her by surprise. This one was 

cheerful with rosy red cheeks and a warm, endearing smile. 

‘Merry Christmas,’ she said right back. She watched them both disappear into a candy 

store four doors down. Then she thought about poor Mrs Wilson having to deal with that 

awful frown.  

‘Merry Christmas,’ it said, as it marched on by.  
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‘Merry Christmas,’ she said right back. A toy soldier marched right by her. That’s 

odd, she thought to herself. Strangely, the mall went silent and Little Drummer Boy started 

right up. Oddly, her mind kept going back, thinking about that awful first chap.   

‘Season’s Greetings,’ said a soft little voice. This time it was a sweet little angel, 

complete with silver star and feathery white wings. She too was in a big hurry, and apparently 

in need of sweet things.  

By now she thought poor Mrs Wilson would have her hands quite full, two Santas, a 

toy soldier and an angel had triggered her entry bell. 

She wasn’t exactly sure why she walked in that direction, but whatever the 

inclination, she was happy if she could help them. And as she walked towards the store she 

couldn’t stop the sigh. She was after all curious to know what everyone wanted to buy. When 

she reached the door, she gasped. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The two Santas were 

wrestling on the floor. The soldier was in several pieces. The angel was hanging from the 

ceiling and old Mrs Wilson was ... very tall. Mrs Wilson was watching with chilling delight 

as the two Santas pulled and grappled.  

‘Gouge out his eyes!’ screamed old Mrs Wilson. The bad Santa gave her a wink. 

‘That’s it, rip out his ho ho ho!’ Mrs Wilson encouraged from the counter.  

If the shop assistant was in the Twilight Zone then possibly she would have 

understood, but this was a down town shopping mall and this type of thing was just absurd. 

Right then she almost fainted when the Snowman appeared from out of thin air. Then two 

elves, a reindeer and a glorious bright light appeared next to the liquorish stand.  

‘You’re coming back with me!’ thundered the bright light. ‘This is no place for evil to 

be!’ 

‘Like hell,’ scoffed old Mrs Wilson. Then, electricity flew out of the store bell. 

The snowman turned into a reindeer and the elves suddenly had guns. ‘You’re coming 

back with us tonight!’ they yelled. ‘You should be still in hell!’  

‘Never!’ screamed old Mrs Wilson. ‘You’ll never catch me tonight!’ 

And in that very second, the bright light changed to a lasso. It leaped around Mrs 

Wilson’s body almost cutting her in two. Mrs Wilson didn’t have a hope in hell to put up a 
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decent fight. The elves shot poor Mrs Wilson at eleven o’clock that night. Mrs Wilson turned 

a dreadful colour, a horrible shade of grey. It was very clear poor Mrs Wilson would not see 

another day.  

The elves jumped onto the reindeers, scooped up the fairy and leaped into flight. The 

pieces of soldier came back together and disappeared into the light. The good Santa 

handcuffed the bad Santa, and grinned as he walked towards the door.  

‘Merry Christmas!’ he shouted, sounding jolly. And they disappeared just as they left 

the store. 

*** 

Meanwhile ... 

Back on the scene: The adjustment. 

 

Valentine had made several stops along the way. He was dealing with the constraints of an 

unfit forty something body, lungs filled with thick tar, and limited powers. All of which 

hampered his quick response time. As he reached the last step on the seventh floor he slanted 

his head towards the ceiling and mumbled a few nasty profanities at a higher power. His 

hands went to his hips, stretching up slightly, while taking in a few deep breathes to help him 

recover.  Then he composed himself.  

Valentine walked quietly up to the shop assistant and presented himself squarely in 

front of her. He looked at her carefully right up until she finally made eye contact. He 

decided to remain calm and talk politely, so not to frighten her any more than she looked 

right now. He had already noticed the slight tremor in her hands. This was completely 

understandable considering what she had just witnessed on Christmas Eve.   

 ‘Sorry about that,’ said Valentine, smiling like everything was normal. ‘It’s always a 

nasty business when they come to town.’ 

 He knew he looked like he only had about two weeks to live. Before he was taken up 

into the cotton ball clouds where he could sit and smoke his days away. But in actual fact he 

wasn’t going to die any time soon. This body was just a vessel, but he couldn’t tell her that.  
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He couldn’t grumble about being thrown out of heaven, like a disobedient child, and made to 

do community service for his sin. So he just continued to smile.  

 ‘You know there’s always one or two like you,’ he said, as he fumbled with 

something in his pocket. ‘I mean, who just stay awake.’ 

Rudolph, the red-nosed reindeer started to play. Valentine sighed. ‘That’s my queue,’ 

he said to the shop assistant. ‘There’s another incident three blocks away.’ He pulled from his 

pocket a blue Christmas bauble dusted with sparkling silver and held it in the palm of his 

hand. She stared at it.  

‘Sorry, but the adjustment has to be quick,’ he said in the most comforting way. ‘We 

can’t allow you to remember anything. That would be against the big guy’s law.’ He pointed 

up. ‘You know, the BIG guy upstairs.’ 

 The shop assistant blinked, twice.  

 ‘Never mind,’ he said casually. The flash took the shop assistant by surprise. 

Valentine knew it was the first time she had ever seen a bauble do something like that, and he 

hoped it would be her last. ‘Well, that’s it,’ he remarked to her. ‘You can go back to your 

store now.’ He watched her turn away looking forgetful and slightly pale.  

He had one more thing to do. He snapped his fingers and everyone came to life. Then 

he walked away blending into the crowd of shoppers.  

When he stepped outside it was snowing. ‘I hate Christmas.’ he grumbled to himself. 

With that he pulled out a cigarette and lit it up. He sucked in a good amount of deadly 

vapour, happy to feel the burn down his throat, thinking, only one hundred and ten 

Christmases to go. What a jolly thought. 
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Arabia, a Back Lane and Christmas  

By Gary Ivory  

By Decree a holiday had been granted to all those who professed to be Christian. Living in an 

Arab Muslim State governed by an Emir set many contrasts to life in the Western World. 

When this announcement was made, I considered my options and decided I may be better 

spending the day at work as my friendship groups were mostly Arab, Indian, Nepalese and 

Indian. Just one of my friends, a Nepalese man called Bichari was Christian. I was sure he 

would have to work in his usual job as a security officer on Christmas Day. Companies who 

employed labourers on low wages seldom took any notice of such variations in routine. 

As Christmas Day 2008 approached, I wondered quietly to myself just how did I come to be 

living in a Muslim country. The contrast of life between Australia and the Middle East had 

become more dramatic than ever as the incessant voices of Christmas in the form of e-mails, 

texts and the occasional Christmas card echoed another world. 

One morning close to Christmas, I arrived at work and found myself in a conversation with 

the Operator of my school Mr Fahad Al Muslamani. Fahad was a National Citizen, an Arab 

man of old fishing stock, educated and worldly. He asked if I would be spending Christmas 

Day with my friends. He of course thought western friends. When I hesitated, he exclaimed, 

“Mr Gary you know there is only one God. You must take the day. It is a gift from our Prince 

to you and all Christians living in our country. You need this!” 

Was he right? Did I need to prepare myself for this day and create my own way of marking 

Christmas in a foreign land? 

All day long my mind wandered back to my wife back home and to the many Christmases I 

had spent with my family, parents, uncles and aunts, and brothers and sisters, my own 

children, and in later years my grandchildren. I left work that day, and as I drove through the 

busy streets of a huge city which I had grown to love, I suddenly felt strange, a little like a 

fish out of water. A quiet pensive mood had invaded my headspace and I resolved to go for a 

walk. It was winter. The days were warm the nights cool. It was wonderful time to walk and 

enjoy the culture of a very different land. I got to thinking. Should I spend the day at home? 

Perhaps I should buy some Christmas decorations for my unit. Was that a good idea? Maybe, 

but not a Christmas tree as it was unlikely a gift would appear from Santa. 

I slept fitfully on a cool winter’s afternoon and woke to the sinking sun, bright red through 

the dusty sky. I thought about dinner for a moment and somehow in automatic pilot prepared 

for the walk I had promised myself. 

I set out along the back lane as the lights of the shops and restaurants were already shining 

and the lane brightly enough lit to walk. Without realising, I continued between two old 

buildings where two old Pakistani men plied their wares. Into the distance a long lane 

extended which at its end was home to the Islamic museum of the city, a tall imposing 

building with a tower that almost always felt like it reached to heaven. 
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It was just two days before Christmas and the city was seemingly oblivious to the 

approaching celebrations which highlighted the occasion in thousands of cities across the 

Christian world. The lane was especially busy and like always was home to thousands of men 

sitting and talking in the cool of the evening. Reaching almost the end and not wanting to 

cross the next busy road which led to the old markets and Mosque, I turned down the side 

street and headed towards the old city centre. From there it was an easy walk home across the 

square and the busy commercial heart of a bustling city. 

My first stop was the Arabian Library. I suddenly became acutely conscious of where I was 

at that moment and where I had once been in times long past. Staring me in the face were 

various Australian, American and British magazines all touting or featuring Christmas. The 

familiar Christmas trees, decorations and amusements adorned the front covers of the popular 

western magazines. I picked up the December Australian Women’s weekly and flicked to the 

recipe pages and instantly reflected back on the special Christmases I had experienced over 

the years, especially the years when life was full of fun and children. 

I left the shop and two steps later found myself in a Chinese cheap shop exhibiting an 

abundant range of Xmas Decorations, ornaments and cards. I wandered around and found 

myself seriously amused by the Chinese versions of Christmas which dotted among the 

traditional fair and stood out with significance. Many of the decorations were old and dusty 

and had been unpacked yet again for another year. 

I bought some bells and a small wreath and left the shop with lifted spirits. Yes, I could 

celebrate Christmas in a foreign land and resolved to buy some German stolen and plum 

pudding. I had seen some in Lulus and Indian chain of supermarkets. 

Nothing prepared me for what came next. 

Across the other side on this busy street there stood a newsagency Middle East style. 

Crossing the road with a brisk walk I took quick strides to the door, and there was confronted 

by a sight that literally took my breath away. I had to force back tears as the confusion of 

mixed emotions flooded my being. I looked across a store packed from floor to ceiling with 

the most amazing Christmas decorations I had ever seen. I realised the darkened windows 

were dark for a purpose. Hidden within the confines of the shop walls were dozens of 

combinations of lit Christmas pieces; shining tinsel of all shapes and sizes; Christmas bells, 

nativity scenes in fact hundreds of different and exciting pieces. It was an unimaginable 

scene. 

I wandered to the back of the shop, crossed over to the right side and came face to face with a 

set of stairs. I knew I would take those stairs as bright lights beckoned me shining down 

brilliantly from about 20 treads above the ground floor. I started the climb one step at a time, 

slowly rising to the top, never looking down and totally mesmerised. In a 15metre by 20 

metre space stood more Christmas Trees than I had ever seen in my whole life. In every 

conceivable colour and brightly lit, silver, white, green, pinks, blues maroon, purple and 

mauve, they all stood as bizarre looking sentinels heralding a Christmas I never imagined. 

After about 20 minutes of wandering, wondering and pondering I eventually purchased some 

small ornaments and left for home. 
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There was finally some excitement in my step as I returned home with intent to decorate my 

apartment with just a few but memorable pieces. I resolved to tell everyone I knew about this 

shop which was just 10 minutes walk away. I think the Indian man who owned the shop 

would have been pleased with me if he knew I had promoted him so well to the westerners 

and Indian Christians living in my apartment block. More than 30 units in my apartment 

block ended up decorated and a fabulous Christmas Party, resplendent with all manner of 

decorations, was held on Christmas Eve and enjoyed by all. There was even a Christmas tree. 

As the day faded on and Arabian Christmas Eve, the sound of “We wish you a Merry 

Christmas and a Happy New Year” echoed through our building as a lone guitarist 

accompanied the enthusiastic Christmas singers. 

I long to walk those laneways once more. An Arabian Christmas is now part of who I am and 

a memory like the many memories I have shared across the years. 
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An Unusually Happy Christmas  

By Julie Boyd     

There are two ways to live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as 

though everything is a miracle.  

Albert Einstein 

—————————————————- 

It was 4pm on the day before Christmas eve. A hot and humid evening, it seemed we were in 

for a typical Aussie Christmas, yet I felt momentarily numb. A highly disturbing email had 

just invaded my inbox.  

I could only afford thirty seconds of fury to engulf me before forcing my brain back into 

operational mode and into immediate damage control. My son was supposed to be on a plane 

the next day to be home for Christmas Day. The first we’d share as a family since he left to 

travel overseas five years ago. My knuckles were white as I picked up the phone to call the 

lawyer in Japan. Insistence on speMaking to someone who spoke English took another couple 

of precious minutes.  

‘What happened?’ I asked through gritted teeth. ’How can it be that we’ve spent hours and 

hours, and hours, preparing documents over the past six months. We’ve re-written bloody 

business plans across yahoo messenger. We set up a company there so the authorities are 

obviously satisfied with what we have given them. Why are they now saying we can’t have 

him there to run the company? That was the whole purpose of the exercise. If he comes home 

tomorrow, he won’t be allowed back in again and he doesn’t have time to pack up his house.’  

‘They did not have correct documentation,’ the stilted English of the Japanese lawyer accused 

back down the line. 

‘You must be kidding. You told us just yesterday that it was all fine. We’ve given them 

everything they asked for and a lot more. That was your job as a lawyer to find out what was 

needed. You were paid for that. What more do they want?’ I could feel the wall of Japanese 

reserve going up. Yelling was simply not done. ‘OK this is what is going to happen. You will 

call the visa office right now and tell them that there was a misunderstanding in translation 

and that they will have the new documents they are now asking for by tomorrow morning.’  

‘OK, I tell them. Goodbye.’  

The next call was to my son.’ 

‘Hi Mum, what’s happening?’ 

‘Sorry, love, but I have some news you’re not going to like.’ 

As I explained what had happened, he simply listened. I sat tight while he called the airline 

and was told he couldn’t change his ticket from Japan. I had to call from Australia. He 

wouldn’t be home for Christmas this year unless Santa had a spare seat. 
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I’ve learned when to beg and plead and when to be assertive with airline staff but I’ll forever 

bless the supervisor I spoke to when I called them. He understood the situation immediately, 

his friend had been caught the same way.  

‘It’s ok. I’ll alter the flight to give Jeremy another two weeks to resolve the visa situation and 

I won’t charge him. It’s not his fault the visa office has stuffed up.’  

A total of ten phone-calls in the space of half an hour flashed across the globe while my 

daughter decided dinner was a no-go and headed out to find Thai takeaway. 

At 3am I was wide awake. It was pointless trying to go back to sleep so I snuck out for a 

quick swim. Floating in the warm pool under a clear sky, I thought of the last Christmas we’d 

all spent together – when the kids had tried to bring in a flaming pudding for dessert. What 

we adults didn’t know was that the kids, then teenagers, had used an entire bottle of brandy 

trying to get a flame to stay alight. Grandma managed two bites before falling asleep on the 

table.  

Climbing back into bed with my laptop I surrounded myself by a nest of papers. Feeling a 

little like the ugly duckling trying frantically to change its environment I then proceeded to 

spend the most bizarre few hours I’ve ever spent on Christmas morning, translating three 

years of financial figures from Australian dollars into yen.  

As I faxed off the last page the rest of the household woke up and our Christmas started. 

Jorge-dog excitedly tearing wrapping paper apart to get to his new toys before turning his 

attention to helping everyone else was the only one showing any enthusiasm. 

Two days later my daughter and her mates took off. The next five days that I’d expected to be 

spending with my son were the most unexpected, heart wrenching and surprising time of my 

entire year.  

The visa office was in no hurry. After receiving the documents they went into an immediate 

go-slow. It was getting perilously close to the time when Jeremy would be forced to leave the 

country he had come to call home. Too bad that he was fluent in reading and writing 

Japanese. It wasn’t good enough that he had passed the highest possible level of Japanese 

culture exams. A feat that many foreigners never accomplish, and those who do usually take 

a minimum of ten years, I’m told. He had done it in two. 

Too bad that he’d spent a year in Europe gaining another degree, to bring yet more expertise 

to his chosen field of work. Too bad that he had worked his butt off to make a major 

contribution to the lives of the people he was working with. While I have every respect for 

the need for visa departments to carefully screen people before they are allowed in to a new 

country, their actions are unbelievably callous and often incredibly stupid. They have the 

capacity to destroy dreams and families in an instant and seem to not care less. 

To complicate matters his sister was due to visit on her first solo overseas trip. Carefully 

timed so that they could fly back together and go snowboarding and skiing, her trip was now 

also looking shaky. If he was deported as she was flying in, they could have had to wave to 

each other across the skies. She doesn’t speak the language so she’d be stranded; he’d be 

frustrated and I’d be furious. 
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I hit the panic button. No longer concerned about what they thought, I rang the lawyer.  

‘I’ll fly over myself if that will help.’  

The prospect of being confronted by an angry mother was too much for the poor bloke who 

suddenly lost his ability to speak English. The visa office then announced that the guy dealing 

with Jeremy’s visa had left on family business and wouldn’t be back for a week. 

I decided to bombard them with faxes. In English, one every hour on the hour. Not abusive, 

very polite. Requesting an immediate answer, so that plans could be made. This was a matter 

involving many people. 

A day later, on New Year’s Eve, they relented and called the lawyer who immediately 

emailed me. They had knocked it back again, and were refusing to say why. Bloody hell. All 

that work, all those sleepless nights, for nothing. 

I called my son. Totally deflated, I felt as if I’d been ten rounds with Mike Tyson and just 

copped a knockout blow, and it was his visa, not mine! He sounded surprisingly upbeat for 

someone whose future had just been pulled out from under him. 

‘So – do you have a Plan B?’ 

‘Yes, I do.’ 

‘Goodo – cos you’re going to need it. What is it?’ 

‘OK. Are you sitting down, Mum?’ 

‘Yesss. Why?’ 

‘I’ve got some news for you. Melissa already knows.’ 

‘How can Melissa already know? She’s on a houseboat with her mates…..’ My brain went 

into total meltdown. 

‘I’m getting married, Mum.’  

Body followed brain somewhere into the ether as I asked the question I had to ask. 

‘Is this just because of the visa?’ 

‘No, I proposed on Christmas Day. We were planning to come home later in the year after I’d 

got the business up and running. But this visa thing has kind of upset our plans.’ 

‘OK. Well, that’s a relief. So, I assume this is the lady we’re not supposed to have known 

anything about. What’s her name? Are you happy?’ 

My son has always been a private person, but to conceal a whole relationship was still quite a 

coup for him. Now he tells me she’s the reason he moved to Sapporo. She’s the one who took 

all those lovely photos of him looking so happy during his holidays and trips around the 
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country. I knew that something was happening of course. Mum intuition is not totally dead 

even if our kids like to think it is. 

My daughter’s reaction to the news was great excitement. Mainly because she was the first in 

the family to know and she’d kept the secret so well – usually an impossible feat for her. 

Jeremy had thought a new sister would be a nice birthday present for her this year.  

Her response when he told her was apparently ‘How big is she’. Only slightly taken aback by 

the question, he realised that pragmatic Melissa was just trying to figure out if she could 

borrow her new sister’s snowboarding gear so she wouldn’t have to carry so much on the 

plane. 

‘Her name is Maki. She is tiny and very beautiful and I’m really, really happy.’ 

It’s difficult to describe the next few moments. Relief that there really was a Plan B – just not 

one I was expecting. Happiness that he had found someone he loved so much. Excitement 

that I was about to be a mother-in-law – how weird is that? Frustration that we’d been 

through hell with the visa department thinking that all was lost and I’d not known this was an 

option. Disappointment I wouldn’t be there for their marriage – even though there was no 

ceremony and it was ‘just like paying your rates’, I was told. A tsunami of emotions flooded 

my little house as Jorge-dog crawled onto my lap, not too sure what to make of the tears that 

were streaming down my face. 

‘Can I speak to her? Is she there with you?’ There was dead silence at the other end of the 

phone as I wondered if I’d asked something wrong. 

‘She’s here. But I’ve just realised she doesn’t speak much English, as we always talk in 

Japanese.’ 

‘OK. Just put her on the phone. I‘d like to say something to her, even if she can’t understand 

me.  

The phone went dead again and I waited. It seemed like hours but have been only a few 

seconds. 

‘Here she is, Mum, she’s pretty shy.’ I heard nervous breathing. 

‘Hello, Maki. It’s Mum. Welcome to the family. I’m very happy for you both.’ 

A tentative, ‘Hello Mum,’ came back down the line before the phone was quickly handed 

back to Jeremy.  

‘You just exhausted her stash of English, Mum. You’ll both have to practice new languages 

now. Can you have a look at the astrology charts and let us know which will be the best day 

next week to get married please,’ he said. ‘I’ve just realised that whatever day we choose will 

be our anniversary for the rest of our lives’.  

The new moon in two days for new beginnings was exactly the right time. 

The frustration of the visa office was replaced by growing excitement and anticipation as yet 

another lot of paperwork was prepared for the marriage. Although Maki was in her twenties,  
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her Mum still had to provide written permission as her parents are divorced. I discovered later 

that she and her brother had been forced to choose between parents as part of the process and 

she’d had to prove she’d not seen her father in seven years. We tried to figure out how to 

send flowers and small wedding presents that wouldn’t cost Jeremy a fortune in import duty. 

I got to know Maki a little by email, text and phone. Her English is much better than my 

Japanese. I’ve never heard Jeremy sound so happy. 

On Tuesday morning I sat with Melissa and a bottle of champagne on the beach in Australia 

waiting while my son stood in an office in Japan. Finally a message beeped on my phone. 

‘Hello Mum. I just became Maki Boyd.’  

I know. I was standing beside you in spirit, I thought. 

A message back ‘Welcome to the family, my new daughter’. They made it with one day to 

spare and a life full of future Chrismases to share.  
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Crows Can Sing  

By Di Morris  

Dee the music teacher was looking at the puppy crush of wannabe junior choristers. They 

sang “Twinkle” with the same raucous enthusiasm that brought them running to the audition. 

She then carefully taught them the first verse of Brahms’s Lullaby, to see who would return. 

Crows gathered outside as usual, preening their pewter plumage and keening along in the 

grevillia. 

“They love singing,” she told all her classes. “It draws them to our window.” 

“But they can’t sing!” protested some. 

“They sing in their own way,” replied Dee. 

In the second week of school the new junior choir gathered again. Dee was relieved to hear 

only one growler this time. She asked two suspects to stay behind. One, a mournful boy 

called Trevor, narrowly proved his innocence and left with a stiff hop and a skip. Only a 

small freckly faced girl, Coral, remained. Her lips were pursed. 

“Do you know why I kept you?” asked Dee. A quiver of mousey hair denied it. 

“You aren’t ready for choir, Coral.” Misty grey eyes gazed steadily. 

“I love singing”. 

“I’m sorry, but………..”. 

“What about the crows?” 

Dee knew what was coming. Her own litany was returning to haunt her. 

Coral pressed her point. “You said they sing in their own……” 

“I know Coral, but they’re crows.” 

“I can be a crow.” At Dee’s expression, she changed tack. 

“A helper, then. I help Mum at home with all the little ones.” 

A half forgotten theory that immersion could facilitate ear training came maddeningly to 

mind. Dee sighed and made Coral a helper. 

She got a heavenly smile and quite a good bargain. Coral was adept at remembering where 

people were supposed to stand, and she kept all the word sheets in order. She had a sense of 

humour, too. If someone queried her presence, she said smartly “I’m a crow”. 

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/di-morris/


 
 

 30 GCWA Gold Coast Writers Association   CHRISTMAS COMPETITION EBOOK 

 

Six months passed. Eisteddfod time came with chill nights perfumed by acacia bloom. Dee 

practised saying the three little words ‘you can’t go’, but when the time came her heart 

wouldn’t let her. “I need a page turner,” she told the Deputy Principal. 

Coral presented her travel permission note with a flourish. There was careful writing on the 

bottom. “Coral loves being choir helper. She practises all the time. Yours faithfully….” 

The return journey bus pulled up again at the school with a jubilant lurch. Coral was first out. 

“We won!” she shouted down the steps to the groundsman. He gave her the thumbs up. 

“What’s next, Miss?” she asked as she handed back Dee’s well-minded briefcase. 

“Christmas,” said Dee. 

“I love Christmas! I know all the carols,” beamed Coral. 

Next week they started on their Festive Competition repertoire. Coral sat quietly by the piano, 

but Dee noticed her mouth was moving. “No singing!” she reminded. Coral nodded, but 

slowly. 

They were working on “Carol of the Birds”. The melody leaped and soared just like Dee’s 

heart every time she heard it.They would enter it in the Carol Choir Competition at the local 

shopping centre on the first Saturday in December. Minimum thirty singers, two hundred 

dollar prize, said the brochure. If they won, that would come in handy for a set of shiny vests 

for the choir. The air simmered with expectation and something else, as it happened. 

Summer flu struck like a hot wind out of nowhere. A week before the competition, the choir 

numbers started to dwindle. Dee opened every window and turned on all the fans to blow the 

infection away. The crows gathered in force to join in, unimpeded by glass. At Friday 

rehearsal Dee counted thirty heads. The others were down, at home in bed. 

The shopping centre stage was festooned with plastic ivy and red baubles. Resting beside 

Santa Clause at the back was the cheque, written on a large piece of board. The area was 

packed. Coral appeared, school uniform and all. She reached out her hand for Dee’s 

briefcase. 

When all thirty singers turned up, Dee breathed with deep relief. Later, just before their turn 

to take the stage she organised the lines and counted again. “Where’s Poppy?” 

A woman was beside her – “Sorry Dee, she’s just vomited all over her uniform. I’ll have to 

take her home.” 

“We’ll have thirty if I go up, Miss.” It was Coral, eyes begging like a bright eyed pup. 

Without a second thought, Dee nodded. “Take Poppy’s place, you know what to do……” 

Coral gave the thumbs up and joined the line. Several children looked askance, Trevor in 

particular. Then it was time to go on. 

They sang “Good King Wenceslas” first. Though it was not a showpiece, the rollicking 

Victorian carol was a crowd pleaser. Coral mimed like a professional. Nobody could have 

told she wasn’t singing, thought Dee from behind the conductor’s stand.  
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The audience applause was immediate and warm. Now for the piece de resistance…. 

They had never sounded better. Their silver tone seemed enriched, gold even. “It’s that 

song”, thought Dee. She beamed unspoken blessings on the singing children, even Coral, 

who was mouthing every word impeccably and with astonishing feeling. 

At the last chord, the crowd actually stamped and whistled. As Dee and the children waited in 

a hushed bunch for the adjudicator’s comments, Trevor came up and tapped her sleeve. With 

his serious face and solemn air, the title of choir watchdog was kinder than ‘tittle-tat’. 

. She turned and shushed him but he was relentless. The adjudicator was talking while Trevor 

was tapping. 

Suddenly the parent crowd around them erupted. The choir screamed and hugged each other. 

Then they hugged Dee’s legs. Trevor waited, after allowing himself a small self righteous 

smile. He tapped again. 

“Isn’t that wonderful, Trevor? Congratulations!” Dee beamed at him. 

“Yes,” said Trevor. “But there’s one bad thing – Coral really sang. I heard her.” 

Gratified by the reaction his news had brought, Trevor hurried to tell Coral that Miss was 

crying, and it was all her fault. 
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A Christmas Poem  

By Kate Russell  

Santa woke up one morning 

(On the wrong side of the bed) 

And said to Mrs Claus 

“Good grief, I’ve got a splitting head… 

“I really cannot work today 

I’m stressed out to the max 

“You’ll have to ring the Toy Factory 

“Or maybe send a fax.” 

“But Santa, dear,” (said Mrs Claus) 

“Today is Christmas Eve! 

“You’ve picked the worst possible day 

“To go out on sick leave!” 

Santa grumbled, and he groaned 

“It’s the same thing EVERY year! 

“Why is it always ME who gives out 

“Presents and good cheer?” 

“Stop your whinging!” said his wife 

“You’re Santa! It’s your job! 

“And if you didn’t do it 

“You’d be just a bearded slob!” 

“Okay, okay,” said Santa Claus 

“I’ll go and see the doc 

“Just don’t nag me, woman!” 

Said he (as he put on his socks). 

So he went down to the clinic 

And was most surprised to see 

That the waiting room was full 

Of all his factory employees! 

“What are YOU all doing here?” 

Cried Santa in dismay 

“Don’t you know it’s Christmas Eve, 

“Our very busiest day?” 

“Of course we do,” said the Head Elf 

“But we’ve all got the ‘flu! 

“And as for all the reindeer 

Well, they’ve gone and got it too!” 
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So that’s the sight the doctor met 

When he walked in the room 

Snuffling, sneezing, coughing elves, 

And Santa, full of gloom. 

“What’s with the long faces?” 

Said the doctor, full of glee 

“Don’t you know on Christmas Eve 

“I treat my patients free?” 

“Oh, Doc, you’ve gotta help me!” 

Cried Santa, “What a mess! 

“The elves are out of action 

“And I can’t cope with the stress!” 

“Just calm yourself,” (the doctor said) 

“Your problem, I can lick it! 

“What YOU need is a holiday 

“Fiji is just the ticket!” 

“I wish I could,” said Santa 

“I need a long vacation 

“But what about the presents 

“For the kids of every nation?” 

“Don’t worry,” said the doctor 

“(Though I don’t mean to boast) 

“I’ve already made arrangements 

“With the folk at North Pole Post! 

“They’re all working overtime 

“To get the presents out 

“So go and have your holiday 

“Go on, don’t mess about!” 

And so you see, it’s possible 

If you’ve been good this year 

You’ll get a postcard from Fiji… 

“Love Santa – Wish you were here!” 

Merry Christmas! 

Ho Ho Ho! 
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Belgian Christmas  

By Lynette Reilly  

“Ik sprek Vlaams een beetje” I said, indicating between thumb and finger just how small that 

“beetje” was. Andrew’s teacher smiled encouragement and our interview continued in my 

halting Flemish, her meagre English and gestures galore. 

My elder son had begun his schooldays just six months before, his little body muffled in the 

winter uniform of thick woollen tracksuit, balaclava and lined boots. Here on the outskirts of 

Antwerp, our closest school was “open-air”. 

It was winter too when his younger brother began – at three-and-a-half – in the 

“kindergarten” – literally, the children’s garden. 

Summer holidays brought new experiences. We began camping in a European tent – a large 

red and blue one with a white roof. Inside were two “binnen-tents” for sleeping. I lined the 

ceiling of the children’s binnen-tent with nursery material, so that they would have something 

interesting to look at from their airbeds and cot. Our little daughter began her camping 

adventures still in nappies. In an abiding memory she is tottering through a field of spring 

wildflowers with her blonde hair just visible above them. 

We acquired five bikes. On fine days the boys rode theirs to school. I rode with them, Roslyn 

hanging on behind me from the pillion seat. One sub-zero morning, as the mellow smoke 

from wood-fires hung in the air, there was a thump as we went over a gutter. I looked around 

and saw a soft, red ball of parka on the cobblestones, Roslyn’s little face startled inside the 

fur-lined hood. Snuggled up behind me, she had fallen asleep as we rattled along. I blessed 

the protective gear, but next day, I strapped her into the toddler harness and fastened it round 

my waist first! 

For the first two Christmases we drove to Oxford, England, where my twin sister lived with 

her family. The third Christmas found us in an Antwerp hotel, packed for our return home. 

The container with our camping gear and bikes had gone already, as had the car. In an effort 

to make our celebrations more “normal”, I bought a small artificial tree together with tinsel 

and some soft decorations to hang from its branches. The high ceilings of the Kasteel’s guest 

rooms dwarfed our efforts, but the children were happy. As we closed our suitcases for the 

last time, I pushed the plush green branches along the stem and laid the tree and its pink and 

white striped balls on top of our woollies. It seemed a waste to throw them all out. 

Almost forty years later, I realign the branches for yet another season. As I hang the same 

decorations from that Belgian tree, annual memories rekindle. 

Those three little children now have jobs and spouses of their own. The growth of our 

granddaughter (conceived during her own parents’ overseas service) and our two ‘Australian’ 

grandsons, epitomizes for me the wonder that life offers. 

I grew up watching my parents accept all the challenges that came their way, even when it 

meant uprooting our household and putting it together again in a distant town. Perhaps I 

learned “You’re not losing friends by going, you’ll be making new friends” from my mother. 
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Over the years since our return from Belgium, I’ve completed two courses of study, enabling 

me to have two new careers after our youngest child started school – first as teacher, then 

librarian. My first picture storybook was published a few years into “retirement”. My second 

is due in time for Christmas this year. 

I have learned that when opportunity knocks, not only to open the door but also to step 

through it. Or as a good friend says “Choose adventure every time”. 

I’ll just put Barbie, now a perpetual Christmas angel, under the tree and I’m ready for another 

year. 
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Christmas at our House By Sue Crake  

I write my yearly letters sip an early cup of tea, 

to squawks of Lorikeets outside oblivious to me. 

One by one the cards are done then readied for the post, 

greetings journey far and wide to London from the Coast. 

Next I drag the Christmas tree while cobwebs stretch and yawn; 

it’s now early in December at a little after dawn. 

Today’s the day we decorate to bring the house alive, 

fairy lights a-twinkling, the season has arrived. 

Atop the lounge-room bookcase sits a bright red Santa sleigh, 

with Rudolph and those reindeer, who all come out to play. 

Carollers sing to snowmen, toy soldiers and a clown, 

guarded by an angel in her festive golden gown. 

I pause to read traditions where the Yule Log first began, 

from books that also tells me, which carol we first sang, 

where tinsel was invented and the candy cane of old, 

why under mistletoe we kiss, what stockings used to hold. 

Time to meet with friends we’ve meant to catch up with all year, 

to sit and share a coffee or perhaps an ice cold beer. 

We shake our heads in disbelief another year has passed, 

more quickly than the year before and those before the last. 

Mail is more exciting now as Christmas cards arrive, 

they draw me like a magnet keen for news that they derive. 

Nostalgia sits beside me while I catch right up to date; 

twelve months pass before my eyes as friends communicate. 

The festive season brings with it our favourite fancy treats, 

fruit mince pies and gingerbread with rocky road for sweets, 

cake with Royal icing, brandy snaps filled up with cream. 

Please don’t let me wake to find this part is just a dream. 

Christmas Day is here at last it draws the family near, 

excitement builds we all arrive with grins from ear to ear. 

There’s merriment and much to eat, presents for us all, 

a snooze, a swim, more chatter, then a game with bat and ball. 

Boxing Day is all about the cricket and that race 

an Australian tradition on the telly – our place. 

Need I mention champers? We’ll have one or two of those, 

a sausage on the barbie then perhaps we’ll have a doze. 

All too soon it’s time to pack the Christmas scene away, 

a tinge of disappointment though this part we can’t delay. 

The house is back to normal lost its sparkle, looks so plain. 

Now it’s time for resolutions as the New Year starts again. 
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Christmas  

By Caroline Glen  

Camping holidays: they were our best-remembered Christmases. All under ten years, we 

flitted like young birds, barelegged and fluffy amongst the soldier-solidarity of pine trees.  It 

was the time when our fathers could reunite and enjoy the companionship of old school 

friends. They offered to each other the hard fruits of yearly office-work. They sucked out the 

labour and worry and threw away the pips.   

Mothers went too, whether they liked the idea of 'roughing it' or not. No housework was an 

advantage . Without complaint the earth took care of crumbs and washing-up water. Still 

there were meals to cook. We youngsters would help; would sit cross-legged on the grass in 

late afternoon, peel potatoes and shred peas. Our fingers worked like worms in anticipation of 

the evening meal.  

These were the days when we children made few decisions, when adolescence was a grey 

stranger, slender, behind a tree, waiting.  

Three families, a few extras, tumbled midday from dusty cars with sleeping bags, folded 

camp beds, bedding, clothes and cartons of food. First, we ate sandwiches prepared by 

mothers; then fathers sniffed out old or fresh camping sites amongst the pine trees. They 

erected tents, and with the confidence of young manhood, monkeyed the pine trees and tossed 

down their brown or green serrated  hearts. Arms wide, we children sacked them in readiness 

for the fires we knew would be our heating and source of food. Then the men chopped logs to 

linger the flames.   

The men soon made five-tiered brick surrounds. Inside them they conflated newspaper, 

sticks, leaves and cones ready for the flick of the match. Between metals stands they placed 

metal rods on which they hung chains. They attached billies full of water, carried by us in 

bottles from the main camping site tap. Cups of tea must always be available.   

As flames licked the billy, pots of vegetables and stew, fathers licked their throats and sang 

songs they learnt from their College days. All ex-choirboys, they sang with the vigour and 

lust they remembered. Their voices held a need that their friendships stay forever caste 

amongst them there, in sea and sand, and the trees of man.   

We children had no such thoughts. We regarded each other with circumspectual cheerfulness. 

We were developing mental, emotional and physical shapes of which we were unaware. Our 

main concern was tasting each day in our own way. Our bones, our minds, felt as supple and 

as competitive as the young pine trees pressing with each other towards the sun.   

For us, for a fortnight, the smell of houses, the smell of schoolrooms and studybooks, were 

replaced with the smell of pine leaves, the smell and feel of ribbons of salty wind winding 

around us. We trod no known paths. We made our own over pine needles, our feet 

momentarily nestling into their brittle warmth. They led to, and over, the many sandhills, 

some high and sharp-lipped, some medium, like baked custard puddings, and some low and 

humble. Each day we plunged through them until we stood and watched the contrasting 
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ruffled movement of ocean water. It looked back at us, always hungering with its 

uncalculatable attitude.    

Often the Christmas holiday allowed us to learn more about our mothers. With them we 

sometimes threw our towels along the hollows of sandhills and sunbathe together beneath  the 

puissant fistfuls of sun.  For short times we had mothers isolated from husbands.  They were 

for us. We took this advantage to learn more about them, and also, to learn more about 

ourselves. We would lie together in close body contact. We could smell them, nearly touch 

them, closely observe their relaxed bodies and relaxed facial expressions. We cautiously 

asked personal questions. We knew the limits of privacy. We wanted no quarrel with them or 

from any source that might disturb us. This was our holiday, an escape from the pitiless 

scrutiny of city-life. We wanted no authority from nature. We just wanted to love her, cherish 

her gifts of sea, tree and sand as friends; cherish all she offered.  

After supper adults took turns in offering us a chocolate from a large plate. It was expected 

we take the chocolate nearest to us - no pouts, no exchanges if it happened to be 

ginger!  After this came concert time. Parents circled themselves in deck chairs and listened 

to us perform. This was completely our time. Some of us sang, some recited, some danced. 

Then came out the games. While parents leaned back and sipped cups of tea, we played 

Remembrances, Monopoly and other games, until we were almost immobilized by tiredness 

and salty air.   

The evenings stayed light until after 8 o'clock. In concert with the sun and the small forest 

animals, we slipped into shadowtime. On camp beds, in sleeping bags, we slept unconcerned 

about the day to come. It would go any way it liked.  
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Christmas  

By Robert Young  

As Henry the hare stood there looking at all that remained of the carefully wrapped pressies 

lying scattered about the floor, he cuddled the soft furry bear he had been given by his mother 

when he was one year old. His Christmas hat hung all askew as he looked at the debris that 

had been wrappings and ties of all colours and sizes. The Christmas stocking they had hung 

on the front of the fireplace mantle was lying off to one side, now forgotten. Mrs. H, as his 

mother was known to her friends, sat watching her baby as she remembered what it was like 

before his father was taken cruelly from them by that rather large truck, which did not even 

bother to stop after it had barrelled him over whilst speeding through the village the 

Christmas Eve before last. It had been a struggle for them until Lucas and Paul two of the 

village lads, had accidentally stumbled across their burrow on one of their many foraging 

expeditions into the bush that surrounded the village. They were a lovely couple of lads with 

hearts of gold. They had insisted that they help Mrs. H and Henry when they found out what 

had happened. 

“After all, it was a human who had caused your misfortune,” they had said. 

Lucas was a funny lad. He dressed up as Santa Clause and he and Paul came to visit them late 

in the afternoon each Christmas eve. This of course got Henry all excited and he would run 

around looking at the presents that lay beneath their tree. Mrs. H had a devil of a job getting 

him to bed the previous Christmas, but she eventually succeeded only to find him up again at 

the crack of dawn, waiting for her to wake up so they could open their gifts. 

One Saturday morning during the year, Mrs H and Henry were just about to sit down to their 

breakfast when they heard a lot of noise outside their burrow. Henry was just about to rush 

out when Mrs H reminded him about the dangers of doing this, without first checking to see 

who or what is was. 

“But mother,” he whined, “it sounds like Lucas and Paul.” 

“Yes, yes that may be, but I have told you many times that you must make sure before you go 

charging out,” she scalded. “Now, take a careful peek out and make sure first.” 

“Oh all right Mother,” he replied, not happy about it. 

Slowly Henry poked his head out near the entrance of their burrow. At first he could not see 

anything and he started to wonder if they had both imagined the sounds, when all of a sudden 

there was a loud THUD near his head and a large face dropped down in front of him and 

called out, “BOO!” 

Poor Henry got such a fright that he darted back as far as he could into the burrow and shook 

terribly. 

“See, I told you that you should be careful,” his mother called out to him. 
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There were peels of laughter coming from outside their home then a voice called out, “Hello 

Mrs. H, Henry. It’s all right, it is only us two, Paul and Lucas,” and with that, the 

mischievous pair began to laugh again. 

Mrs. H stuck her head out and looked up at the boys. 

“Oh you are naughty you two. You scared the billyo out of poor Henry.” 

“We are sorry Mrs. H,” said Lucas, “but it was only meant in fun.” 

“Yes, yes I know,” she replied, then turning and looking back into their burrow she called 

out, “it’s all right Henry, it’s only the boys come to play with you.” 

Slowly Henry poked his head out of the burrow. Once he had seen it was his friends, he shot 

out of the hole and was running around and playing with them in no time. They played until 

lunchtime and then the boys gathered some food for their little friends. As they sat and ate 

their sandwiches they had bought for themselves, they all chatted happily whilst Mrs H and 

Henry enjoyed their food as well. 

Life continued on in this manner for them until this Christmas Eve. 

Mrs. H had made a special meal with Christmas hats and all for her and Henry. Suddenly, 

instead of going to bed when they had finished their meal, Henry went crazy, taring at the 

presents and scattering them all around the room. 

Now, as he stood amidst the mess, his mother looked at him and said very gently, “Henry, did 

you do this because you miss your father?” 

Henry started to cry, then he walked slowly over to his mother, wrapped his arms around her 

neck and said, “Life is not fair.” 
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Christmas Eve  

By Pat Ferguson  

 

A beacon, one golden star beckoned, shimmered warmth that icy Christmas Eve, 

outshining shards of crystal splayed about on deepest blue, 

all forming backdrop to the scene below. 

Remote in splendour, picture perfect, framed above the town, 

this star placed time on hold – waiting, watching what prophecy ordained - 

the birth of the Messiah. 

  

The aftermath. Time as we know it briefly paused, momentum stopped 

at birth of boy child in a stable. It is recorded angels sang, 

shepherds and their sheep arrived, then later wise men bearing gifts. 

This child became the man, became the victim on the cross, 

the Christ whose teachings altered  human history, 

a measuring rod for good and evil. 

  

Symbol of hope, pure light –  the star of Bethlehem consoles a world gone mad - 

caught in the clash of races, cultures, alien ideologies which mock inherited beliefs. 

Without the Christ is there a Christmas? 

Do the messages of love and peace come through if all we have is Santa, decorations 

and the garish glitter in the shops urging us to buy and buy and buy? 

The star above the stable is silent, still and creates time to think. 
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EveryDay Is Christmas Day  

By Mary May Simpson  

 

GIFTS GALORE, FOOD AND DRINK 

CELEBRATIONS, NOT MUCH TIME TO THINK 

SHOPPING, COOKING, PLAYING GAMES 

DECKING THE TREE, WRITING ON NAMES 

EXCHANGING GREETINGS WITH KISSES AND HUGS 

FRENZIEDLY CLEANING ALL OF THE RUGS 

OH HOW WE LOVE CHRISTMAS WITH ALL IT’S JOY 

WHICH WE OWE TO THE BIRTH OF A BABY BOY 

WHO STOOD IN FOR US SUFFERJNG THE LOSS 

OF HIS PERFECT LIFE NAILED TO A CROSS 

FOR ONLY HE COULD OPEN THE HEAVENLY WAY 

THAT NO CREDIT CARD COULD POSSIBLY PAY 

NOW CHRISTMAS IS OURS TO ENJOY EVERY DAY 

CHRISTMAS TREES ALL AROUND US WHERE BIRDS PLAY 

THEY NEED NO DECKING THEY ARE ALREADY ADORNED 

WITH LEAVES AND BRANCHES THAT SHELTER FROM STORMS 

THERE IS NO STAR ON TOP, BUT LOOK UP TO THE SKY 

AT THE PEERLESS BEAUTY THAT COVERS THEM ON HIGH 

ALL ARE WELCOME, HOMELESS, SICK, LONELY AND THE SAD 

SO COME CLAIM YOUR CHRISTMAS GIFT, THE GEATEST EVER HAD 

NO NEED FOR SHOPPING, CLEANING, OR CARDS OR GIFTS TO GIVE 

THE TREE HAS IT ALL – NOURISHMENT, AND EVEN OXYGEN TO LIVE 

I CANT THINK OF ANYTHING QUITE SO MARVELLOUS AS TO BE 

MEETING NEW FRIENDS AT THE OMNIPRESENT CHRISTMAS TREE! 
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It’s Never Too Late   

By Lindsey Pettitt  

 

She watched him struggle with the branches, scratching his arms up in the process and 

probably silently cursing her for not letting him get a real tree. Sure, it was technically a lot 

easier to “put together” and possibly more charming then a plastic, store-bought one, but in 

Kelly’s mind they just never looked right. Also, in the one memorable year when Seth had 

convinced her to get a real one, she spent the whole time itching and scratching and then 

three days later broke out in a rash that had spread from across her arms to her chest. 

Recalling it now she could smile, but at the time she had been less than amused – and so, 

until further notice, he was just going to have to suffer through the sharp plastic edges and 

hinged branches that slammed down at inopportune moments. 

“Yeah, I know that top bit always sticks for some reason,” she said, referring to the top tier. 

“I don’t know why – it just doesn’t seem to fit properly. There’s no special catch or anything, 

you just have to push down as hard as you can. Don’t worry about breaking it – plus, the 

branches can just be ‘fluffed’ back up again.” 

Seth only grunted in response, although that might have also just been the sound he made 

automatically from exerting himself. Eventually he was satisfied that the tier was as jammed 

in as it was going to get and took a step back to check his work. Kelly did the same and from 

her angle she could see that it was slightly crooked and leaning to one side but that was only 

from her point of view and she decided to keep this observation to herself. 

“Maybe we should get a new tree,” Seth muttered. “They’re cheap enough nowadays. A 

shorter one maybe. That doesn’t have to be put together.” 

“Yeah, maybe. Or one of those that already have lights worked into the branches as a feature 

– LED or whatever – and they change colours on their own. That way, we wouldn’t have to 

struggle with the light tangles, right?…Honey?…Wait! What are you doing?! No, you’re 

supposed to put the lights on first! If you go straight into the tinsel then you’re going to get 

all tangled up with all the strings and leads.” She laughed. “Seth, you’re acting like you’ve 

never decorated a Christmas tree before!” 

He glanced at the light box and after rolling his eyes, dutifully began taking the tinsel off 

again. He lifted out a knot of lights bigger than his own head, and then with confusion, 

glanced at the side of the box which described two metres of fairy lights only. 

“There’s four sets in there, remember?” She reminded him. “Last year we didn’t think it was 

glittery enough, so we got a couple of extra sets. And when we took the tree down again, I 

did say that we should separate them then and put them away neatly so that we wouldn’t have 

this problem now but – ” 

Kelly had her back to him while she talked and so didn’t realize that he had lost his patience 

until the wad of lights suddenly crashed into the wall beside her as he threw them and then 

stormed out of the room. Kelly sighed too but made no move to pick them up or check if any 
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of the bulbs were broken and instead was just glad that the tree was going up while the kids 

were still at school. It was supposed to be a happy surprise for them when they got home after 

their last day of the year – and at least this way, they wouldn’t be around to witness this. 

* * * 

A strong cup of coffee later and Seth was back staring at the tree. As far as Kelly could tell, 

he wasn’t any calmer, but he did have that “set” look to his face that said he was determined 

and ready to be stubborn if needed. Thus, he began to methodically unravel the lights while 

Kelly attempted to make the whole process a little more festive by humming “Jingle Bells” 

under her breath. Seth didn’t join in, but she was grateful for this as he was mostly tone deaf 

and had an innate ability to render even the simplest of tunes unrecognizable. 

Unravelling and then putting on the lights took the better part of an hour and Kelly was again 

glad that the decision to put the tree up had been done in the morning, rather than waiting an 

hour before the kid’s bus was due. 

“Well, the hard part is pretty much over now,” she tried to tell him. “Putting the decorations 

on is actually the easiest part of all of this – it’s fiddly, but…you know.” 

Seth picked up a bell shaped decoration that was the size of his hand. “This was your 

favourite one,” he said. “I remember you telling me all about it on that first Christmas we 

spent together. You liked it because it made a lot of noise.” He shook it in his hand a couple 

of times as if the point needed to be proven. 

“Never mind the fact that it is the most horrible colour on the planet,” she said. And it was 

too – a lime-green colour that didn’t really match anything to do with Christmas – yet the 

sound of it ringing, never failed to make her smile. Usually she hid it at the back, or in 

amongst the branches and tinsel so that it could really only be heard and not seen, but in 

Seth’s hands it was given pride of place, dead centre at eye level. Kelly opened her mouth to 

say something but then thought about the drama that had come from the lights and changed 

her mind. Instead she pointed to a little red bauble that had originally been shiny enough that 

a person could see their own reflection mirrored back in it, but was now so old that the gleam 

had dulled and they were little more than hazy silhouettes. She had been unable to discard 

this one either due to the memory it invoked and as Seth picked it up, she waited for him 

remember too. 

“What about that one?” she said. 

“Anything that was shiny or glittery just caught your eye and you couldn’t walk away.” He 

shook his head, but his lips still formed a small smile. “When it came to Christmas, you’re 

like a Magpie.” 

“That’s not the only thing special about this one though,” she said and finally recognition 

dawned on his face. 

“Holy hell,” he said, revealing his first genuine smile of the morning. “This is the one I lifted 

from that tree in the shopping centre!” 
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It had been their third Christmas anniversary together – their first living in the same unit and 

they had been so poor their Christmas tree had consisted of a knee-high pot plant dragged 

inside from the balcony. They’d had no money for decorations – ‘splurging’ on tinsel strands 

so that it at least looked festive and not like they had just decided to move an outdoor plant, 

inside. They had fashioned a star out of newspaper and left over cardboard boxes from their 

move but Kelly had commented off-hand that it still didn’t seem completely finished without 

at least one decoration on it. She had tried designing some out of what was left of the 

cardboard but artistic ability wasn’t amongst her skills and so what she actually made were 

some vaguely round shapes and then some with sharp edges that had been her attempt at 

mini-christmas trees and stars. It might have worked if there had been some colour involved 

as a distraction but being made of brown card meant that they were more depressing than 

anything else. So she had left them off and then one night Seth had come home with the 

bright red, plastic ball and refusing to tell her where he had gotten it from. A few days later, 

Kelly had been out food shopping and she had recognized the baubles, decorating several of 

the shopping centre display trees. She had stepped up to take a closer examination and had 

seen that they were actually tied on to prevent people stealing them. She had begun 

wondering how Seth had achieved his ‘theft’ – picturing him walking around with scissors in 

his pocket and waiting until no one was looking – when she had caught the attention of a 

security guard who had checked her own bags to make sure that she wasn’t the one 

responsible for the bare patch at the back of the tree. 

“Naturally he didn’t find anything but he still kept staring at me for the longest time and 

watching me as I walked around the centre,” Kelly said. “It must have been my lack of a 

poker face – the guilt showed through even though technically I hadn’t done anything 

wrong.” She frowned. “Unless you count accessory after the fact, I guess.” 

“You refused to go back to that shopping centre ever again for the rest of the time we lived in 

that area,” Seth said. “Even though it meant you had to drive an extra forty-five minutes to do 

your shopping. Still, it had been worth it to get that giant smile when you put it on our tree.” 

He stared at it for a few seconds more and then oddly, placed this particular ornament around 

the back, where it couldn’t really be seen. The rest of the decorations also went on with speed 

as it seemed Seth had grown tired of traveling down memory lane and for the most part, 

Kelly stood back and just watched as he seemed to take every single decoration they had, and 

put it on the tree. When he was done, they both took a step back in order to fully assess and 

evaluate his ‘work’. Kelly didn’t know how he had achieved it, but he’d managed to situate 

great big clumps of decorations all in one spot, yet left other places completely bare. As a 

result, the tree looked kind of top-heavy as he’d mainly concentrated on the area that was at 

his eye line and slightly higher. Kelly was already inwardly tensing as she imagined what it 

was going to be like when he turned the lights on and found out how they had ended up, 

when she realized that several, speechless minutes had passed. 

“It looks terrible,” he said in a flat voice that she really didn’t like. 

“No!” she said quickly. “Really, it ah – it just takes a little practise to get it right! I mean, you 

should have seen some of the trees that I’ve put together over the years! You get better at it 

and the next thing you know it’s almost like second nature.” 
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He only shook his head though and then slowly but without hesitation, walked back over to 

the tree. Kelly thought that maybe he was going to rearrange a few things and try to make it 

look better, but what he did do was work his hands between the branches to grab the centre of 

the tree and then pushed it over to the ground. There didn’t seem to be any rage involved in 

his actions, but as it crashed to the floor, he still achieved the desired result of destruction as 

baubles broke, decorations and tinsel went flying and the whole left side of the tree crushed 

in. Once again they were both left staring at what he had done in stunned silence and Kelly 

absently started to reach out and take his hand – a hand that was currently curled into a fist. 

“You knew how to do this,” he said quietly, the defeat evident not only in his voice but in his 

slumped shoulders. “You knew how to do this and you always got it right. I need you.” 

Kelly didn’t know what to say and so for once, was glad that he couldn’t hear her anyway. 

“I miss you.” Seth’s shoulders hunched over even further as he feel to his knees and began to 

silently sob. 

“It’ll be okay,” Kelly said, partially hating herself for saying aloud the ridiculous platitude 

that everyone said at a time like this, but which actually didn’t help anything. “I’m right 

here.” 

But again, he couldn’t hear her. Just like he couldn’t see or feel her either. No one could. 

Kelly thought it would be better to stay and try to watch over them and help them get past her 

leaving but instead she was just feeling more helpless and hopeless by the day. There was 

nothing she could do to fix this – no matter how much she wanted to. 

“So, one last Christmas,” she said to herself. “I hadn’t known it was going to be my last one 

before – I didn’t appreciate it like I should have. But this time…this time, I will. It’s not too 

late,” she whispered as she watched her husband slowly start to stand and then reach out for 

the tree, to pull it back into place. 

“It’s not too late,” she whispered, almost desperately. “It’s never too late…right?” 
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Making Memories  

By Jill Smith  

 

 

As I grow older I’m reflecting more on my life. I guess that’s what everyone does, and photos 

from those early years are always fun to look at and treasure. Last Christmas my cousin sent 

me a Christmas photo taken outside the old weatherboard that was my Grandmother’s 

property, home to her, my Aunt and Uncle and their family. 

I’m sitting on the step beside two of my sisters and my older cousin. In front of me are my 

other two sisters and younger cousin. Behind me, stood my father and mother, grandmother 

and aunt and uncle with their youngest David in front of Aunty Marg. We are all dressed in 

our Sunday best. 

 

Looking at the picture I realise that I’m wearing a brown dress with yellow flower pattern all 

over it, with long sleeves and roll neck. All my sisters and our eldest cousin Faye are wearing 

white dresses. Even the youngest cousin Robert is wearing a tan shorts and jumper over a 

white shirt. Only my second eldest cousin Chris, about fourteen at that time, and going 

through that brooding teenage rebellious period, wore a blue jumper and jeans. Whoever took 

the picture, may have been Uncle Dan, set up the shot with me one side of my sisters and 

white clad kin, and Chris on the opposite side to give it a balance. 
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My grandmother and matriarch of the family, was wearing a blue dress with a collar and a 

large brooch, she was always a finely dressed woman. Mum and Aunty Marg were wearing 

white either side of her and my Dad and Uncle Ron stood either side of the back line with me 

and Chris in front. 

I often wore dark colours and now that I reflect on it, I was covering myself up and making 

myself unnoticeable. My hair was pulled back in a pony tail cascading down my back. I 

didn’t smile. My eldest sister Pam smiled beautifully and so did Faye. They were they both 

seemed to me to be self confident and happy with themselves. Of course, not everyone smiles 

in the obligatory Christmas photo. Chris looked surly. My baby sister Sue looked about to cry 

and my next younger sister Judy, halfway to smiling, she seemed to be grimacing as a result. 

Aunty Marg had her hands resting on baby David’s shoulders in a reassuring way, he looked 

like he had been crying. My mum and my grandmother were holding hands. 

The three ladies spectacles seemed to line up, while my dad had his shirt and tie on over a 

brown cardigan and his hands behind his back, he looked comfortable. Uncle Ron on the 

other hand had his open neck shirt collar sticking out from his light tan jumper had his arms 

folded across his chest, clearly ready to run as soon as the photographer had finished the task. 

Like a loving embrace the old weather board behind, its main entrance and name plate 

announcing Salisbury Five, shouted comfortable family home. The grass the three youngest 

were sitting on patchy and sun-dried. 

Many years later as a gift for either Gran or Mum, I’m not sure which, all the girls sat for a 

portrait photo. We all smiled this time, all married and moved on to different stages in our 

lives. Gran was again resplendent in a patterned dress and large brooch. My mother wore a 

purple patterned top and her precious pearls. Between them were the five girls, two between 

Mum and Gran and three others behind. I recall the photographer groaning when I walked in 

with a red and black horizontal striped jumper as my next eldest sister Wendy had arrived in 

a cross patch jumper. Fortunately my next younger sister Judy had worn a dark patterned shirt 

that separated the two offending patterns. 

A few years after that I had moved interstate and apparently deserted the family. My mother 

came to visit and happily attended Grandparents day at the Primary school at the end of our 

street. She clapped and heaped praise on our son when he ran in his races on Sports day. I 

remember whenever we were together we held hands. Just as mum had done with Gran and 

we sought out each other’s touch. It was very precious to me as her stays were so brief and 

the time in between her visits undetermined. I only knew that I felt as though my mother was 

the most caring wonderful person in the world. I valued everything about her and enjoyed 

every opportunity to walk and talk and hold hands. 

Several years later our son brought home his girlfriend for Christmas, she was surprised we 

had gifts for her. I thought she must feel unloved if she had not realized that gifts were given 

freely in a loving family environment. We soon discovered the truth of the situation and I did 

strive to be a good mum-in-law when they married, to offer her support and open affection. 

She rejected my son and my advice was considered interfering. The one good Christmas we 

had with our future daughter in law, she was still very much an insecure child that we had 

welcomed into our family home, at that time she was glad to be there. 
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Now as another Christmas day approaches, the decorations are up, the Christmas tree in the 

corner of the family room with presents piled beneath it, we look forward to making new 

memories for our two beautiful grand-daughters, I can only hope that they will grow into 

secure happy women, with me holding their small hands in mine and helping them along that 

path. 

I look back at how I changed from a timid young teen and became the woman I am today. 

That shy gangly girl has transformed herself into a happy person, learning and growing still 

and being glad in every achievement. I think that that is the very best Christmas present I can 

give myself, confidence to go and share my thoughts, to write and enjoy sharing my craft, to 

live and share the abundant love I have for my family with them, making memories that they 

will recall all their lives. 

My parents on their wedding day Four Henley girls and cousin me with the ribbon on top. 
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Season’s Greetings from Queensland   

By Di Morris  

 

As I write my news update, 

For Christmas cards (this year not late!) 

It’s raining and the gutter leaks, 

I nurse a cold, the ceiling creaks, 

But otherwise the frogs are breeding, 

Grass is green, the flood’s receding. 

Christmas now is not the same 

As former days when Santa came. 

I notice folk, parental age, 

Enduring shopping-centre rage 

Of little kids who want it all. 

(My Christmas tree is nicely small.) 

The family is soon to swell, 

Children feeling Gold Coast’s call. 

My starkers swims will have to cease 

Son’s bedroom overlooks that place. 

He’ll feel the weight of culture change, 

Can’t add his mother acting strange. 

Those plans to sell the house and flit 

Have taken fairly major hit. 

With values gone and no-one buying, 

PANIC NOT the dailies crying. 

Superannuation down - 

I’ll wait and bear the bloody thorn. 

And so dear friends, I wish you cheer- 

A different sort to wine and beer, 

And presents that you never use. 

The wish I have for you and yours 

Is that you find within the maws 

Of world in flux, a time for praise. 
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The Four Months of Christmas  

By Michelle Critchley  

 

It’s September so soon we’ll start seeing 

decorations and christmas trees appear 

every place will be playing carols 

every shop filled with sleighs and reindeer 

There’ll be snow sprayed on all the windows 

though few of us have seen it for real 

in Queensland it’s not very likely 

men of ‘sand’ is more likely the deal 

We’ll be ‘decking the halls’ with holly 

we’ll be ‘dreaming of a white christmas’ all day 

as we wander from centre to centre 

as we ‘jingle’ along our way 

October the letterbox fills with brochures 

all those wonderful things we simply must buy 

for family and friends, all our loved ones 

we can’t ignore them no matter how we try 

By November the sales will be starting 

for Boxing Day we no longer need wait 

with massive reductions on everything 

the impulse to buy more is too great 

Though even with such time to get ready 

there’s always a mad dash at the end 

that someone you forget to buy for 

those christmas cards you forgot to send 

On Christmas Eve while children dream of Santa 

Mum & Dad are in a room out the back 

surrounded by all sorts of screwdrivers 

and all those toys that come in a flat pack 

Christmas day all the family get together 

after lunch all the oldies will nap 

while mums are tidying up in the kitchen 

and dads are playing cricket out the back 

After Boxing Day it’s finally all over 

we’re relieved that it’s come to an end 

now we can concentrate on Easter 

it’s only four months away my friend 
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The Milk Punch Christmas   

By Owen Clement  

This upside-down country, Percy thought, where Christmas is celebrated in the blazing heat 

of summer. He’d been trying to find a cool breeze as he wandered down to the southern side 

of the veranda. 

‘Penny for your thoughts, Dear,’ his mother, Maisie said moving beside him. 

‘- just trying to find somewhere cooler that’s all.’ 

‘Come on, Darling, this is your mother.’ 

‘I was wondering how old Rajah was managing. When I left, he said he was heading back to 

his village in the Punjab.’ 

‘I have always been grateful to him, you know, for saving your life,’ she said. ‘Night after 

night he slept on a mat outside your bedroom door when you had enteric fever. He tended to 

you better than any nurse. Poor thing, he must have been devastated when you left?’ 

Percy nodded, put his arm around her and kissed the top of her head. 

‘Enough of this, this is a wonderful country. You only joined us six months ago, it took the 

rest of the family a while to adjust but now we wouldn’t live anywhere else, would you?’ 

‘It’s not the country Mum, it’s me. I miss my chota pegs at the club, I miss Rajah of course. I 

must see how he is managing.’ 

His mother stayed quiet. 

‘Let’s join the others and see if they want a hand,’ Percy said. 

‘They won’t want you today; tomorrow they will I’m sure.’ 

‘Oh, why’s that?’ 

‘They’re going to make Milk Punch.’ 

‘Good heavens! Really! How could they even consider it?’ 

She laughed, ‘Your aunts made it every year in Calcutta and insist on maintaining the 

tradition’. 

‘How could they possibly have worked out the proportions, everything is so different here?’ 

‘I put that argument to them but they said they’d manage. Personally, I find it too sweet, but 

don’t you tell them that’. 
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‘Me too; give me a good Scotch any day’. 

They made their way inside. They were immediately aware of the heat and the aroma of 

biscuits baking. Next they heard the part cheery part cranky conversation of Percy’s two 

maiden aunts, Elsie and Doris. ‘Did you forget the cinnamon?’ one snapped. 

‘Of course not –,’ the other responded sharply. 

‘Now, now you two,’ Percy said cheerily. ‘How can you bear it in here?’ 

Doris picked up a tea towel and moved to the sink. ‘This is no different to the heat of 

Calcutta,’ she said kicking off her shoes, ‘These damn bunions.’ 

Maisie moved beside her elder sister and started putting away. 

‘Mum was saying just now,’ Percy said,’ that you still intend making Milk Punch tomorrow?’ 

‘Of course, it’s tradition.’ Doris retorted. 

‘Who’s going to drink it?’ Maisie asked. 

‘We will.’ 

‘It makes so much though.’ Masie continued. 

‘Oh Maisie, it’ll keep.’ 

‘Ye but ― ‘ 

‘Bas, Bas,’ Elsie interjected, ‘that’s enough. Anyway, we can’t waste the ingredients.’ 

‘How can you possibly justify the expense of a dozen bottles of rum not to mention,’ Maisie 

picked up the recipe, ‘eight pounds of sugar, two bottles of lemon juice and the six quarts of 

milk that has to be pasteurized; also the ground almonds, the raisins plus the rinds of fifty 

limes.’ 

Doris stopped drying and glared over her glasses at her youngest sister, ‘We know you’ve 

never liked it Maisie, so don’t you worry.’ Turning to Percy she said, ‘You’ll help us 

tomorrow won’t you, dear?’ 

He nodded. 

A couple of Kookaburras perching in a tree in the backyard mimicked his aunts who started 

arguing as to which recipe they would decide on for the Christmas cake they were about to 

make. Elsie wanted to use Grandmother Phyllis’s, who they both agreed was a wonderful 

cook, while Doris, was adamant that this time they should use ‘Great-gran Nora’s recipe. 

Elsie tried arguing that its richness, with its excessive use of butter and eggs was both 

unhealthy and expensive; and, where would they get peyta (crystallized pumpkin) for 

instance. And also, would farina be a true substitute for soojee, its alternative in India. 
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‘We’ve just made the kulkuls’, Doris argued, ‘they’re made with soojee.’ 

Doris reverted to the schoolmarm attitude of taking charge and ordering the others about. 

She called out, ‘Percy dear, we need to get ready for starting the Milk Punch in the morning. 

She immediately handed him a list. On it was a large basin, baby’s cotton nappies and a 

kitchen chair which had to be put upside down so that the nappies could be tied at the corners 

of the legs for the mixture to be strained once it had fermented. 

A week previously Elsie and Doris had soaked the ground almonds and raisins in rum from 

one bottle and the lemon rinds in another. 

That evening, the laborious procedure of boiling the milk, pouring it hot mixed with the other 

ingredients into the basin and stirring it before allowing the mixture to soak overnight. 

The next morning the tedious business of straining it through a double thickness of damp 

nappies cup by cup was carried out without complaint. Even Percy became fascinated with 

the process. The clear liquid was then bottled and securely corked. Percy tasted it and was 

surprised at its velvety mouth-watering flavour. 

By the time this had ended Elsie, Doris and Percy needed a cold shower to cool off. 

After their traditional Christmas dinner that evening of roast turkey, plum pudding and other 

customary goodies, Percy looked around at his family and for the first time since he arrived 

began to reconsider his plans of returning to India. After all, all his family were here. And in 

those last six months he could see that things in India were radically changing. 

He looked over and saw his mother watching him. Looking back at her, he smiled, winked, 

raised his glass of Milk Punch, stood up and said, ‘Here’s to many more Christmases 

together.’ 
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The Special Christmas Day of a Boy  

By John Millett  

 

On that Christmas Day, when the first 

wheels of the sun touched the dawn sky, 

my grandmother took me to the small church 

resting in the shadow of a huge oak tree. 

Entering the church rounds she was like 

a yacht in full sail, crossing an estuary and 

the choir boys became the white sheets 

my mother hung in the sky every 

Monday. Those choir boys followed 

her on the waves of light 

she created just by being there. 

As she folded herself into a pew 

a little dog’s bark mauled the new sky 

and the priest’s hand blessed our 

small town with the sign of the cross.. 

Now she is dead I tell Christmas Days to 

move on – and I sing silver poems she 

created when I walked with her voice. There 

is a hole in my life when I tell her lost story. 

Today the old church rests under the patient 

hunger of a dead oak tree – and I want to 

spread out another tree five hundred years 

old to warm the dead birds in her voice. 

The small town has forgotten her. 

The prayers she whispered 

sleep – with all the other dead – and 

now I can only recite her voice. 

 

  

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/johnmillett/
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Christmas 2011 

By John Tassell 

I was born in England, in 1929. My dad was only sixteen when he lied about his age, and ran away to 

the 1
st
 World War. After six years, he came back a highly decorated Crown Sergeant, but his reward 

was unemployment.  

 He met mum, they instantly fell in love, eloped and in three years, had produced three daughters. His 

father was an Area Manager for the Singer Sewing Machine Company, and he got him a sort of a job. 

He had to learn to sell and service sewing machines, but times were very bad. After another three 

years of struggle, I was born. Since they had managed to stay childless, for the three years in between, 

I’m pretty sure I was a mistake, but they all made me very welcome, and spoiled me rotten, but what a 

struggle. At our lowest level: We had no food, no money, no coal for the fire and a foot of snow 

outside! But … unlike Mr. McCauber, who was always saying, “Something will turn up” but it never 

did, in our case, something did. 

When Dad opened the front door one morning, there was a basket of groceries on the step. 

Some kind soul kept us alive for a few more days. 

We struggled on the brink of starvation, until one day Dad was delivering a sewing machine to 

a Mrs Orchard. The lady’s husband asked Dad, ‘Are you looking for a job?’ 

Dad said, ‘I certainly am.’ 

Mr Orchard was an executive of the Universal Grinding Wheel Company, and he got Dad a job 

operating a 20 ton press. He was taught how to operate it, and was soon pressing out grinding wheels. 

Now my Dad had a bit more upstairs than the average worker. When his machine ran out of work, he 

didn’t just stand around talking to the other men, no he got stuck into cleaning his machine down. 

This was noticed, and when the foreman was found, for the third time, behind his closed office door, 

feet up on his desk, reading a newspaper. He was fired, and Dad was made foreman. 

What a happy day, we began to prosper. 

By the time Christmas came, for the first time, we had saved some money. Mum and Dad 

bought Christmas decorations, and strung them across our ceilings. Mum made a beautiful big 

Christmas cake, with white icing and almond icing. We all had presents in stockings at the bottom of 

the bed. Contrary to my normal behaviour, I couldn’t wait to go to bed, the sooner to wake up and 

scramble down to my presents, And … our Christmas dinner was amazing.  

After Dad’s promotion, things continued to improve, we left our small terrace house, and rented 

the big house across the road. It was soon Christmas, and we felt very special in, ‘Our Big House.’  

Three large bedrooms up stairs and … a bathroom, with hot running water. We had really 

stepped up in the world. Downstairs, we had two large front rooms, a big kitchen- living room, with a 

fuel stove and an oven, plus, the hot water tank, which was heated by convection, from the stove.  

Also a scullery for washing up.                                                     
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From the back door, we stepped into a large back room, with a glass roof, which Dad used as a 

greenhouse, and grew tomatoes and other plants. Then there was a paved back yard, and a lawn with 

two huge cherry trees. Followed by a double-width garden, a hundred metres long, with large fruit 

trees all the way down. Beyond the back fence, were wheat fields all the way up to Stafford Castle on 

top of a hill.  

Our first Christmas after Dad’s promotion was wonderful. At last we had money, and Christmas 

dinner was amazing. We were all sitting up at the kitchen table, when Dad walked in with the baking 

dish, loaded with a roast chicken, roast potatoes and delicious looking roast vegetables. We three 

children cheered, laughed and roared with delight. We all hugged Mum and Dad, and each other.  

After all our poverty and the rationing for years, we couldn’t believe the sight of our roast 

dinner on the table. Mum and Dad served it up and we started in. 

The taste of everything was beautiful, and after dinner, there was Christmas pudding and 

custard, Christmas cake, and lollies! 

Phew. 
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Avocado and Mango Salsa  

By Sue Crake  

 

Ingredients 

Mangoes 

Avocados 

Red onion 

Cherry tomatoes 

Method 

Slice mangos and avocados into bite sized cubes. 

Slice red onions into rings. 

Combine all three ingredients into a large bowl. 

Quarter cherry tomatoes & fold gently through the mango mixture. 

Serve with any of your Christmas meats or poultry. 

Delicious blend of flavours. 

Easy 4 ingredient colourful salad. 

 

  

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/suecrake/
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Brandy Sauce  

Sue Crake  

 

 

Ingredients 

2 cups cold milk 

568 mls chilled cream 

1/2 teasp nutmeg 

1packet vanilla instant pudding 

3 tablesp brandy (or to taste) 

Method 

Pour milk and cream into basin, add nutmeg and pudding mix. Beat slowly until well mixed. 

Let stand until set and stir in brandy just before serving. 

Looks great if you serve it in a crystal or glass jug with a little bit of tinsel or Xmas 

decoration tied to handle. 

Serve with Plum Pudding and ice cream. 

  

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/suecrake/
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Gingerbread by Marion Martineer 

By Marion Martineer  

 

Gingerbread (for a house or decorated biscuits) 

Step One: 

90g butter 

1 cup brown sugar (firmly packed) 

1 cup honey 

Place these ingredients into a saucepan and gently heat, stirring until smooth and sugar has 

dissolved. 

 

Take pot off heat and cool slightly. 

 

Step Two: 

Grate the rind of one large lemon (on the fine zesting side) careful not to get too much white 

pith. Add this to the cooling sugar mix. 

Step Three: 

Sieve into a large bowl: 

5 cups plain flour 

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/author/candicels/
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1 cup self-raising flour 

1 teaspoon bi-carb soda 

4 heaped teaspoons ground ginger 

3 teaspoons ground cinnamon 

2 teaspoons ground cloves* 

2 teaspoon ground nutmeg 

2 teaspoons ground cardamom * 

*I always like to grind some of my own spice from the whole spice. Cloves and cardamom 

seeds are fantastic when ground from whole. A little laborious, but definitely worth the effort. 

Use either a pepper grinder or mortar and pestle. 

 
 

Step Four: 

Add 2 beaten eggs to the flour and mix lightly with a knife. 

 

Then pour in the cooled sugar mix. This should not be cold as it will make the mix a little 

harder to combine. Once the wet and dry ingredients are starting to form a ball, use your 

hands to form a ball. 
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Step Five: 

Bring the ball of dough out onto a lightly floured surface and knead until it has lost its 

stickiness. Wrap in plastic and pop into the fridge to cool. Turn the oven to moderate and 

have a cup of tea. Prepare your work area for rolling out the dough. Also line some baking 

trays with baking paper. 

Step Six: 

Bring chilled dough to your work area and knead roll out. 

 

 

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/Gingerbread-Nov-2011-018.jpg
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Cut your shapes, place onto baking trays and bake for 10 minutes till slightly browned. Cool 

on wire rack. 

 

  

Cool on wire rack. 

 

http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/Gingerbread-Nov-2011-020.jpg
http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/Gingerbread-151111-005.jpg
http://www.goldcoastwriters.org/competitions/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/Gingerbread-151111-018.jpg
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Step Seven: 

Icing! 

2 egg whites beaten to peaks 

Sift 500g pure icing sugar and combine the two ingredients. Add a squeeze of lemon juice to 

thin a little. The mixture should be like soft butter, be careful not to make it runny! I find 

leaning toward a dry icing is better when you will be adding colours, then you can thin it a bit 

later. 

 

 

Step Eight: 

Be creative and have fun designing your gingerbread! 
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CONTRIBUTING AUTHOR BIOGRAPHIES  In alphabetical order. 

Compiled by Christina Jablonski 

 

JULIE BOYD is an international educator, keynote speaker, psychologist and community 

advocate and new grandmother, as well as current president of the GCWA. She has 

published ebooks, professional learning manuals and stories in the field of education for 25 

years and writes on subjects ranging from parenting to professional learning, wellness, 

environment, leadership, politics and community issues. Julie has also assisted in the 

publication of many books and websites. Her recent writing is based around incidents and 

people she has met, which is starting to worry her friends. Her website is 

http://julieboyd.com.au/ 

 

GRANNY BREN became a grandmother at the early age of 35. However, she missed the 

company of her grandchildren after they moved five years ago, and she lost contact with 

them. It was then that she started to write short stories, of which she hopes to one day have 

published. Granny Bren joined Candice’s Oxenford Writers’ Group six months ago to better 

enhance her writing skills. Putting the story Christmas Magic together was a lot of fun and 

she is thankful that the story will now be published with the GCWA as an E-book. 

 

OWEN CLEMENT believes his desire to write has always been with him. On his retirement, 

he wrote and self-published his memoir to inform his grandchildren of their complicated 

family background. To improve his writing skills, Owen attended creative writing classes, 

followed by joining writing groups. He now happily belongs to the Gold Coast Short Story 

group. A mixed ancestry, a transient background of having lived in many countries and with 

a varied career has given Owen a great source of material to draw on. He is married and has 

three children and seven grandchildren. 

 

SUE CRAKE is the author of numerous travel articles published in the Melbourne Sun, New 

Idea and the fishing magazines. She also writes poetry and was one of the finalists and 

highly commended in the Yellow Moon magazine and the GCWA competitions in 2005. In 

2006 Sue and a few other members of the GCWA published a book of poetry Passionately 

Speaking.  
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MICHELLE CRITCHLEY has been an avid reader all her life but never felt inclined to be a 

writer. Therefore, when asked to write an article for an Australian magazine she was excited 

to see her words in a 3 page colour spread, but not inclined to continue to write.  Michelle 

started writing poetry during the Black Saturday bushfires when she felt the need to put her 

emotions down on paper. When Black Saturday was finished things had changed, she had 

changed - Michelle wanted to write. She now writes when her emotions demand and never 

feel as fulfilled as when she completes a poem. 

 

CAROLINE GLEN has published six books of poetry. The last one is called Fraser Island Dingo 

and features a long poem about a mother dingo giving advice to her daughter.  Caroline has 

given poetry readings in Sydney, Gold Coast, Brisbane, USA, and talks to school children. For 

eight years she coordinated Gold Coast Writers’ Poetry Group. In 2005 she won a 

scholarship to Sarah Lawrence College, New York.  She has had competition success and her 

work has been published in Australia, New Zealand and America. 

 

HELGA GLINATSIS came to Australia in 1975 and never regretted the move. To her Australia 

is the best country in the world. She is a mother, florist, window dresser, caterer and a very 

successful business woman. Lately she became involved in painting, acting and writing.  

Helga is trying hard to learn and improve her skills in that area to become a good writer.  

 

PAT FERGUSON has been writing poems and stories since school days. She won school 

competitions and got published in the school magazine. She was second in Order of Merit at 

Sydney University in 3rd year English, but then taught in Sydney before going overseas and 

teaching in England and Scotland. After raising five children, Pat started to write plays and 

went back to teaching at Star of the Sea and St. Hilda’s, Southport. Moreton Bay Publishing 

Co. published seven plays she wrote for the annual Gold Coast Secondary Schools Drama 

Festival in the 1980s. Pat’s work continues to be placed in magazines and anthologies. 

 

GARY IVORY, a Queensland school principal, has lived in many parts of the State. His 

teaching experience and the opportunity to write as a correspondent for two provincial 

newspapers has peaked his interest in writing. He also managed one of the Brisbane Urban 

Newspapers and regularly wrote columns of interest for local communities. Gary worked for 

the Qatar Government as a consultant to help establish the Independent School System. He 

wrote extensively about this experience and travels to Jordan and Morocco and shared 

these writings with interested armchair travellers.   
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CANDICE LEMON-SCOTT is an author and freelance writer. Her successful first book for 

children, Stinky Ferret & the JJs’ as published by Penguin. Her second book for children is 

due out in 2012. Her adult novel Unloched received a commendation in the Victorian 

Premier’s Literary Awards and will be published in 2012. Candice writes articles, a recent 

one having been recognised in the PPA Awards. Candice has a Bachelor of Communication / 

Diploma of Arts (Professional Writing & Editing). She also teaches and conducts manuscript 

appraisals. This story is a compilation by the Oxenford Writers’ Group she runs. 

 

LUZ MARIA LLEUFUL was born in South America in Chile's capital city of Santiago. When she 

came to Australia she began studying English with her two sisters. Luz then went to New 

Zealand to finish Year 11 at college and then studied as a hairdresser for one year. Her 

hobbies are: playing tennis; swimming; collecting stamps and writing. 

 

NORA LLEUFUL was born in Santiago, the capital city of Chile. She came to Australia in 1976 

and worked as a nurse in a Sydney hospital. In 1979 she moved to New Zealand and worked 

in a big hospital's maternity ward there. Her hobbies are: writing; art and singing, which 

bring her a lot of joy. She particularly loves writing. 

 

MARION MARTINEER lives on the Gold Coast with her husband and daughter. She works 

full-time and in her spare time, writes children’s stories. She also volunteers as the Publicity 

Officer & Youth Group co-ordinator for the Gold Coast Writers’ Association and as co-

ordinator for two support groups, "Writers Force" for children 7-17 years old and "The Ten 

Penners" adults writing for children. She’s won competitions and published stories in two 

anthologies by The Ten Penners. SHOCK! HORROR! GASP! A collection of horror themed 

stories and FAN-TAS-TIC-AL TALES, a collection of 34 short stories, poems and novellas is still 

in production. 

 

JOHN MILLETT won the Victorian Premier’s Literary Award for poetry in 2002. He was short 

listed four times by the NSW, Queensland and Victorian Premiers for their respective 

Literary Awards in other years. John has won other awards for poetry and short stories. In 

1996 he received in USA a National Book Award for a book of poetry: Clothe Yourself in 

Summer. He has read at The Galway Festival, 1989 and his book Tail Arse Charlie was 

produced as a feature at Les Halles, Paris; in 1991. Another of his books Blue Dynamite was 
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produced as a play at The Barn Theatre Washing DC, circa 1992. John has been published 

widely in Australia, New Zealand, USA, Canada, UK and elsewhere. 

 

GERALD MOLLER was born in 1965 in former West-Germany, where he grew up and 

travelled Europe extensively with the Scouts. During his colourful teenage years, he learned 

to become a Carpenter before working in his trade and then migrating to Victoria, Australia 

at age 20. After establishing himself in Melbourne, he then suffered from a work accident 

and re-educated in the IT field, completing his Diploma. Gerald’s passions are: photography 

(where he was a 2011 Border Art entrant); bushwalking; Aboriginal history; reading; writing 

and creative arts. Gerald now lives on the Gold Coast, Queensland. 

 

DIANNE MORRIS says that Christmas music and writing to English friends feature largely in 

her holiday time. She specially loves the sound of boy sopranos in English Cathedrals, having 

lived in Britain for 20 years before returning home to Australia and music teaching. 

 

MARGE NORRIS is one of seven writers who decided to enter the GCWA Christmas 

competition. Marge was always interested in writing but didn’t follow through until 

recently. It began when she found a leaflet in her letterbox about activities at Studio Village 

Community Centre. She was thrilled and decided to become a member. She has since met 

some wonderful people and joined classes in craft, yoga, Zumba, low impact exercise, art 

and writing. She’s found it an excellent way to expand her horizons. She sees this as just the 

beginning and hopes to write seriously in the future. 

 

LINDSEY PETTITT completed a University degree majoring in creative writing and has always 

wanted to be a writer. She cannot imagine anyone not loving the escapism that comes from 

creating your own world with words, and she enjoys writing as much as ever.   

 

LYNETTE REILLY is the author of the children’s Micky’s Music book published in 1998, 

articles in Caravan World and in Go Camping Australia magazines and many short articles in 

the newsletters of Australian native plants groups and Friends of Botanic Gardens. Lynette 

has also written stories and poems that were published in the GCWA anthologies. She was 

also assisting the Australian Plants Society on the Gold Coast in the various stages of the 

production of their book titled Grow natives on the Gold Coast. Lynette is currently working 

on her next children’s picture books Birdwings and New Home for the Gold Coast Regional 

Botanic Gardens. 
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KATE RUSSELL has been a proud member of the GCWA for several years now.  Her writing 

group, The Ten Penners, self published an anthology of children’s fantasy stories in May 

2009, to which she contributed two stories and a poem. She is currently working on a 

fantasy novel for teenagers and a comic mystery novel for adults. Kate dreams of being JK 

Rowling! She’s married with two daughters, a stepson, a dog and a husband, obviously! You 

can find out more about her and her work on her blog katharinerussell.wordpress.com. 

 

MARY MAY SIMPSON was born Melbourne. She matriculated from University High School 

before entering nursing training at the Royal Melbourne Hospital. When she married, she 

moved to Sydney where she raised her family of seven children who are now scattered 

around the world. For many years Mary May worked in Motor Sport in Media & Stewarding 

in all aspects of the sport. Eventually retrained in Sports Therapies & has had the privilege of 

being personal therapist to many world champions in various sporting disciplines. 

Throughout it all she has been a passionate reader & writer, which she now has time to 

concentrate on more specifically. 

 

JILL SMITH is the author of Dual Visions, a Sci-fi family saga, and co-author of Fan-tas-tic-al 

Tales, an anthology of thirty four short stories for children. A long time member of Gold 

Coast Writers, a prolific reader and writer of book reviews published on the Gold Coast 

Writers e-Writeabout newsletter, along with several on line newsletters including PIO, 

Queensland Writers Centre magazine Writing Qld, her blog and the GC Library blog book 

coasters. Living with her husband and two cats, she is now a grandmother of two beautiful 

girls. http://authorjillsmith.wordpress.com 

facebook.com/jillcreativewriter 

 

JOAN SONGAILA is a graduate of the New Zealand School of Physiotherapy. She won the 

first NZ National Women’s water ski championship. Her stories were published in the NZ 

Herald’s Saturday Magazine. She moved to the Gold Coast in 1990 and spent the next ten 

years honing her husband, Joe’s biography, Journey to Paradise and an Italian friend’s life 

story, The Good Wind. As convener of the Southern Short Story Group (a Support Group of 

the Gold Coast Writers’ Association) since 2002, she is writing and inspiring others to write 

short stories. Many of these have been published in Love, Lies, Laughter and a Few Little 

Tears.  joanmay@connexus.net.au  

 

 

http://katharinerussell.wordpress.com/
http://authorjillsmith.wordpress.com/
http://www.facebook.com/jillcreativewriter
mailto:joanmay@connexus.net.au
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JOHN TASSELL was born in England in 1929. Later on he joined the Royal Navy and saw the 

world. He went to the Korean War and after his time was up he became a TV technician and 

had his own TV service business for thirty five years. When he retired he moved from 

Sydney to the Gold Coast and started writing.  He has written the five books, which many 

readers enjoyed and intends to publish them in the e-book form. Most recently John has 

written the Christmas story for the GCWA competition. 

 

VACEN TAYLOR has had stories published in several small American Ezines including her first 

sci-fi series in issues #24, 25, 26, 27 of  http://www.deathheadgrin.com/ Her life fiction 

piece called, Deadhorse was published on the Gold Coast Writers Association website. Her 

stories often include a twist of horror, splash of humour, and a dollop of the supernatural. 

She lives on the Gold Coast with her husband and grown children.  

 

KATHLYN TEDDER enjoyed her teenage years on the Gold Coast, leaving in the early 80’s to 

pursue her career as a primary school teacher. After sixteen years of teaching in small rural 

schools she returned to the Gold Coast, where she currently resides. A single parent of 

three, with only one child yet to complete school, she has finally found time to pursue her 

own passions which comprise both the arts and literacy. Her current interests include 

painting, calligraphy, photography, bush walking, local studies, creative arts, reading and of 

course writing. 

 

ROBERT YOUNG considers storytelling his favourite pastime. Growing up in a household 

where reading was encouraged, he discovered his love of books at an early age. Known 

mainly for his children’s writing Robert has picked up prizes for his prose and scriptwriting, 

which were aimed at the adult market. He is a member of a number of professional writing 

associations as well as some writing groups. He would be a happy person if he were told 

that one of his stories had been loved so much by some child, that it led them to a lifetime 

love of books and learning. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.deathheadgrin.com/
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Merry Christmas 

everyone, from the 

President, Committee 

and Members of the 

Gold Coast Writers 

Association 

 

 


