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MEMOR
IHE FAMILY RECOUNIS SPECIAL S
OF CHRISTMASES PAST

YEAR, 1996 1 will celebrate my seventy-fifth
Christmas, | ywas barely past five months old when I
celebrated my first. 1 do not remember, but my
mother told me I was fascinated by the baubles on
the Christmas tree and tried to take a bite of one.. I
continued to be fascinated by the lights and sights of
Chris in my growing-up years. The trips
through the Streets of downtown Long Beach during

iStmas season on a Lang Transportation Company
bus was exciting, The light posts were decorated
With tinsel and , lighted trees. With garlands strung
across the Streets, the downtown streets were a
wondrous place. I stared up at the decorations,
Sometimes fluttering in the breezes, as my mother
and I waited for a bus to take us home, I continued
1o stare at the beautiful sight from the bus window
until the lights were left far behind.

our home was tiny, there was little space so
our tree was always small. The first one I remember,

I must have been about three and a half, a little
younger than my granddaughter Grace is now.
There was a small Space that would later hold a wall
bed where the tree Wwas put on the top of a library
table.  Christmas tree lights were a new thing and
my parents indulged and bought a set of lights that
included Santa Clauses and little houses, Never had
I seen anything so beautifyl,

istmas Eve my mother sent me outside in the
care of Ruth and Richard, my older sister and
brother. Taking me for a walk along Belmont

Wwas nowhere to be found.

My sister said, "Maybe we had better g0 back
hor_ne. Maybe we missed him."

kinds of presents.

One other memorable Christmas  from my
childhood was the year 1930 when my m

polished red apples,
cornucopias, the effect
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Christmas lights. Elecmdtyhadnolyet%h
Buxton . by waiching cach

As the years went of
sons in turn as they became aware of Cl:u-i_gnIJ
noticed their fascination with Christmas lights ang
decorations, The lights Ofl Christmas -
their eyes. As a one year old Rj s
night at the blinking, colored lights ung . *'&
closed in sleep.

| have neverceasedtobedramtomeﬁms
and displays of the winter season, One yeqr |
spent Christmas in Anchorage. There was Plenty
of snow on the ground. Debby had 2 beautifu treg
displaying her collection of Omaments. Qng
evening as a treat, Leonard took us for adrive to
view the displays at homes thr, chorage,
| had never seen colored lights reflected in the
snow. Al the displays had a special glow.
streets were uncrowded, the evening was quiet an
cam. Altogether a memorable evening..

On a Christmas moming as a teen-ager, |
joined a large group of others my age. We
gathered in the darkness in front of the East
Beach Methodist Church as we made plans for
caroling. - The air was cold, the sky was dark and
cloudless. To the east the moming star. Venys,
shown with exceptional brilliance reminding all of ug
of the beginnings and true meaning of Christmas,

joy we shared that moming in singing the
familiar carols and the following breakfast and

Mary J. Kirk
KEEPSAKE FROM 1960

Among my keepsakes | found this short letter.
Dear Sis, Martin wanted to write Auntie Ruth a
letter, so we did. He knows his letters, but of
course doesn't know how to spell except his name
and a few words like sun, good and is, so | told him
how to spell and he did the rest. Thought you
would enjoy it, Love, Mary. He got the pictures at
Sunday School. _

Martin's letter done on a typewriter
de ar aunt ruth

My cat is ThoMas

My dog is jet

The sunis good

lam5
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lgotapy
PiCture at School

Bubbles from MAMA MARTIN
FIIQOM Y ORY

can
favunas:esmembelr Many Chnstmases. One of my
bl e dehmv Was five years old, | received a

|

elvet g
loved the : ress for Chnstmas
matenal, It was so soft! A Chriétmzsov:ve:
Boulevard and look at

young Oﬂers t::? r's‘c_:elep easily/)

» 'emember is Aunt Marian givi
tie _ arian
wasasgcggc.!tm either Christmas or my birthdga';l.n%

ed to get it. We often walked to the

children.  Christmas qaj i

: gains a magic when the
gﬁfan art?\e old enough to get excited about the
K a|995 Y see wrapped. | remember trying to

eep rtﬂeti;iengers from opening presents.

' re was the pretending about Santa,
which was a great deal of fun Then%ea.r Amos had
a bgght idea to write to Santa was very challenging.

_Now. what am | going to do?"

Help, Grandma."

Thankfully, and with great insight, she came to

the rescue. | saved Grandma's letter as a

keepsake because it was so special
AMOS WRITES ABOUT
SANTA

One Christmas when | was much younger and
far more impressionable, writing to Santa Claus
seemed to be a good idea. After all he is real isn't
he? Or, so | thought.

| took time and care crafting my letter to Santa.
Writing in everything | wanted, and not leaving a
single thing out including a retum address. | even
included a letter for my brother and sister. because
of their young age it was easier for them to have
me write their requests for them.

With the letters completed, it was time to
address an envelope. | wrote the mailing address
as SANTA CLAUS, NORTH POLE. With my
retum address and a stamp, the letter would soon
be on its way to the North Pole.

| was very pleased to receive a letter a short
time later from the man in the red suit. It told of
how he had heard how good | had been - that |
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of gifts and,.“mf; was ‘I’i‘t!ﬂz
: e letters to him for my

nice orf ar:desilg‘;mm etter was writen in cursive
and signed in larger fancy Curr? ';"{i’fhomd by him.
Surely, the letter must have bee ical of Santa. |

As I| grew older | became skeptl fvi

began to think that the tale of a fat Irtﬂef Tcanhedyrngz
12 reindeer sleigh was @ e tak;ee even in a
certainly not FAA apgrgr\:ta in E:swayséa.id reach
Lear Jet, or the X-1, S how many trips he

should expect plenty

would have to make. A singl
a great amount of cargo. Neit
a C-130 would be way too slow - WG A y
| wondered for quite @ few years, erAlote 1m
WROTE BACK? Was it true that Santa itk 17
Had a postal worker written back so‘?miia y iefs in
Santa wouldnt soon be dlspeuql?ﬁan ad r;ao\;ne
intercepted the letter pefore the mai rtalnly d gave
it to. ......GRANDMA??? She ce ot |
found' this out just a few weeks before w a:%
had taken mﬁxl?nerraftt? ngra I{:Eea,r
randma had had some c :
gra'gk%o me, playing the part of SantaTCIa';J..si: Th:g
left me to wonder. What about the Too alry'.,
What about the Easter Bunny? Old Man Winter ?

Father Time?

GON TALE FROM RUTH
A"ag Christmas everyone!” Grandma called

as we stamped the snOwW off our soaked sneakers.
Mom, Dad?egmos, Caleb and | walked !nto
ng room. Grandpa smiled

Grandma Kirk's livi
broadly as joyful little relatives gathered on the sofa.
They scooted over to make room for us and |

cimbed up. From that higher vantage-point, |
surveyed the merry scene.

That year, Santa was generous, and the
Christmas tree was piled high with presents. As |
sat on the couch, | swung my little legs at its ruffle,
anxiously awaiting the time when we would open
the brightly colored packages. My eyes fell upon
one very large package.

"It is too big for me ," | thought. "It must be
Daddy's, it's too big to be mine.”

At last my time came! There was the dolly |
asked Santa for, with her beautiful flue eyes and
short, curliy blond hair. Mom insisted | tell
Grar:dma " much to my childish dismay. "Thank
you," | finally said. Grandma hugged me. “You're
welcome, " she cried. Then | retumed to the couch
to watch my brothers open their little treasures.
Caleb found a little toy Semi with a trailer. Amos
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) Sd[.u_
ys a8k
qa20uf

t the gift he had asked San __° new toys
g‘% giftgI were passed out a‘r,::; tchgned AmoS,
displayed to relatives, Grandma, €5 o big
Caleb, and me ov%{ f:; :1‘3 g it

S * i n
P P D e
fit in his sleigh. He thought W& m
little grandchildren who needed o6, Amos, Caleb

counted to th ( r.
andAreterg );mh;oga green, teddy-bear print pape

Dad opened the box to reveal a sturdy, bright-red,

Radio Flyer wagon. ) hed.
"Can | drive it, Dadd)tr’.;‘o :n %sfced. Dad laug
ing, "Wait until we ge : . .

say'T?ngt wag;] lasted for years carrying ] grarwmng

children. Summer after Summer we wou e

wagon with drying grass wrelg lf;o“:rwners Vltle L we

freshly mow -
ey rhee)t,. It was a "bed” where |

covered it with a beds '
took many aftemoon rests while our dog, gnd G’.
stood guard. When winter came, Caleb okt
invented a way to drive it,. he would push whi '
steered and vice-versa The red wagon lasted wel

into old age.

I thoug?ﬂ of that wagon last summer when a
similar one was purchased at a garage sale. It
was slightly wom, but well worth the $20. After
carefully inspecting it, the old wagon was brought
home for Sarah to play with. The paint was wom
off, and there was a little surface rust in the front. |
knew my brothers could paint it, and | envisioned a
bright-red wagon with Radio Flyer decals on the
sides. Later, when my brothers arrived home they
brought up the same idea. When the wagon came
home from the bamn the next day, it was drastically
different. It was John Deere green with John Deere
decals and a shiny black handle. The wagon
brings comments every time we take it out. | owe
the credit to Grandma Kirk, who bought us our first

big, red wagon.

CALEB'S REMEMBRANCES

I don’t remember much about any Christmases

' in my younger years, but | do remember some

things about certain Christmases. One was the
year | received my first teddy bear from Grandma.
We were all opening our presents and finally it was
my tum. | tore open the package and inside it |
found him, one of my first and definitely favorite
teddy bear. Next came the task of naming him but
everyone | asked said it's up to me and so |
eventually decided to name him Robert later
shortened to Bob. | played with Bob for years and
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f:\l oL e e my Well "
Christmases was when | receivaq a emembered
of toy cars and a mat to drive them Whole gy
and played with those cars for Yearson' 'ma!feq
collecting more cars from Grangma .Eevery Vear
have those toy cars. | don't play With ﬁ:‘:n todgy |
much anymore except when Sarah m lrn all
old sister, really wants me to play CaSr, OUr-ygq.
they are great entertainment for her g | ki her
them around. eto kOeg'

The last Christmas that | reme
Grandma's house was the year | gotmber a
styrofoam glider with the huge foyr and g gj‘e big
wide wing span. What fun did we ever ha fqu
that glider! Amos and | flew that gliger eve Ve with
we could. It was especially fun to throw i ou’ytwhere
oft of the bam and catch a nice wind to see 10 1©
it would go. | must admit it was fy Playing wi far
those things, but it was getting toge”:"em‘aﬂ

o . roat
Grandma's with all the family that made celebrat
Christmas such a joyful event every year. aling
Amos' memorable Christmas

KOTZEBUE 1977
Leonard's story as dictated to Debby

I was the town volunteer Santa Claus for the
City of Kotzebue as a member of the Lions Clup, |
was all decked out in a bright red suit when Debby
brought Ben, age 5, and Kiana, age 2, to see
Santa. Kiana was terrified and sat on my lap ang
screamed reaching back to the safe arms of her
Mama. Ben, however, sat reluctantly on Santa's
lap, not saying a great deal to Santa, and politely
left when it was someone else's tum,

When | got home that evening, Ben was excited
to tell me he'd seen Santa and he said, "You know
what, Dad? Santa had shoes just like yours!”
SAUCER COFFEE
Debby'’s story.

My favorite Christmas memory is when | was
growing up in Gresham, Oregon. My father was
an Oregon log truck owner/driver. | cant
remember the year, but it was probably 1956 or

1957. Sometimes | would wake early and venture
out to the kitchen where Mama was packing
Daddy's big, black lunch box and Daddy was sitind
at the table sipping his "saucer coffee.” You knoht:
the coffee was too hot directly from the mug--S0 od
would pour it in the saucer and sip it. l_)addy look
at me and said, "l just might bring home 2
Christmas tree today!"
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| waited anxiously all da
_ y and finally | heard
Kenworth coming down the hill with thz Jake brgl‘?et
in action. | ran outside and watched as he tumed
into our long driveway and sure enough there was a
big, full, Douglas Fir tied on the truck. And you
know what---| think it was the prettiest tree ever
;‘i;ih:: w&g;wmy decorated and tumed on the
. seems lik ic when you're si

orFseven. e magic you're six
_ For years after my father continued to drink
saucer coffee” and when Ben and Kiana were little
they called him the "Saucer-coffee Grandpa!”

C&Iﬁl&:ﬂ?&\& SHODDING

e ing to Brian on the phone, December
7, he spoke of talking his childdren, Allene, 14, and
Colin, 16, to Jonesboro to do some_Christmas
Shopping. Fifty miles from Ravenden, They had to
squeeze the shopping in between Regional Band
tryouts for Allene. But they did it and had a good
time. When we lived in Tennant we were fifty
miles from Klamath Falls, the nearest town of any
size.
Our first year in Tennant, the snow came early.
Foqestar)dFrmcisbmmmeboyssledsfor
Christmas which proved a perfect gift that lasted for
years. Brian remembers the great time they had
sledding down a small hill winding throutgh some
trees. Those sleds were the basis of many hours
of brisk winter fun.

Taking the boys Christmas shopping while we
still lived in Coos County was aways an
adventure. Always a lot of fun watching each boy
make his choices. | kept the secrets as whispers

told me what they were buying and for whom..
Each boy had his own money to spend they had
eamed one way or another. The amount was not
great, but neither was the cost of the presents they
bought at Sprouse-Rietz in Coos Bay.

Brian was four, his fifth birthday a litle more than
a month away when taken on his first Christmas
shopping spree. He carried all of his money in a
jacket pocket. _

Brian understood numbers and their values
quite young, astonishing me at times with his
calculations. As we made the rounds of the store
he knew exactly what he wanted to buy. After
selecting each item, he would count out the sum of
money for the purchase and transfer it from his left

He never asked me

iacket pocket to his right.
= had left or what anything

once how much money he )
cost. When it came to checkout time, he put the
correct sum out on the counter.
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rain.
hands tumed pink and

Mpola!beare)dibit.l
mra:ghglassms.the ' €
asweliasstandonacemernraphcaofanmchc

shoreline.
Awtﬁegowovedwadmdasteadydrmeofa
cold Arctic wind were all simulations of the bears
native homeland. For the longest period, Grace
stared at the polar bears. Her gaze was constant.
Her eyes appeared not to move and her face was

reflected in the window pane.

'Whenmeanddaddymmmﬂnzoowesawal
the animals,” Grace told Athena Polar bears,

elephants, penguins and giraffes were some we
observed.

e e—————
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Penguins Lift Their Beaks

Eveptually, | was able to pursued Grace to go
outside to see the other animals. But in a few
minutes my hands again tumed cold. My feet
soaked we went inside a restaurant to escape the
weather and watch birds fly under a glass enclosed
case. We drank sodas and ate cookies while using
space and soaking the heat.

We left to visit the elephants and in moments
Grace was surrendering to the elements. "l want to
go home," she told me. But on the way to the car, |
noticed the place where the penguins were housed.
We went inside and Grace was again captivated by
the zoo creatures. Some dove underwater as if
they were looking for fish of their native place. The
time of our arrival must have been feeding time.
The penguins came up with fish and each were
diving after the fresh food. Some stood on concrete
that could resemble the shifting ice flows and rocky
outcrops of the Antarctic. Some birds pointed their
beaks in the air as if performers on a stage - a
dance.

Again Grace negotiated a longer stay, but she
soon agreed to go, knowing she could retumn on a
warmer day to see more animals and ride the zoo

train.
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In The Air During Feeding
Outdoor Christmas Lights
Reflecting On New-Fallen Snow
By Laura Kirk

Evergreen trees, boughs heavy with snow: long
icicles hanging from the eaves; outdoor Christmas
lights reflecting on the new-fallen snow; the smell of
freshly cut trees; and from outdoor speakers
Christmas carols floating in the air. In an instant
these memories can take me back to Christmas in
Fort Jones.

The first sign of the Christmas season was
when Dad went out to get the tree. He would get a
permit from the Forest Service; we would bundle up
to go up into the mountains to find the perfect tree.
We almost always got a silver-tipped fir. When Dad
trimmed the bottom of the tree and secured it to the
base, we would gather around ready to start
timming the tree. Mom would laugh, cause if Dad
didn't pick out a crooked tree, he would manage to
get it crooked in the base. | always anticipated the
placement of the angel on the top of the tree. She
was the most beautiful angel | had ever imagined,
she sat on the cloud of real angel hair. The back of
this tree topper had a jolly St. Nick face on it. As the
other omaments were piaced on the tree it seemed
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a surreal quality. The last omaments

on hersglt. these were very
Golcale utifully hand painted birds. Each was
S orent put my favorite was the hummingbird.

and | would decorate the rest of the
ivingroom with the Christmas candles that she
made from whipped wax. They looked like pale
qreen or pink snowballs with sparkles on them. We
aways used fresh greenery from the tree
ymmings to decorate the top of the piano. | thought

ve was quite festive.

Gifts slowly appeared around the tree each day,
with most of them being brought by Santa Claus on
christmas Eve. Christmas moming was fun with
my brother and | up early and tearing into the

sents with eager anticipation. After the presents
we would gather in the kitchen for a pancake and

breakfast with hot chocolate to keep us warm
the rest of the day.

Those arriving for Christmas dinner included my
Grandma, Aunt Beanie, Uncle Willie and their three
kids. We had a house-full and I'm sure we drove
my Mom nuts with all our noise. We usually were
successul talking Grandma into playing the piano.
My personal favorite was a song about monkeys. If
Grandma were feeling really good, she could make

that piano literally rock.

HowtoDecorateaTree

by Tony Kirk

The family Christmas tree provides many
memories for me. | can remember decorting
various trees with an assortment from many
sources. The home made decorations included
red and green craft paper chains and popcom
strings. Others were gifts from family and friends
and of course the commercial decorations.

The high points of the decorating process were
the lights and the tinsel. The tinsel was the most
fun as we carefully pulled the tinsel out of the box
and placed it on the tree branches.

The placing of the tinsel quickly became boring
for us youngsters so we began fiinging the tinsel at
the tree. What fun! And it always looked beautiful

to me.
| think | will buy more tinsel this year and teach

my granddaughter the proper way to put the tinsel
on the ree. Yep, you guessed it. Pull it out of the
box and fiing it at the tree when Grandma isn't

looking.
Merry Christmas to All, and have fun.
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A TOY TO REMEMBER

There is not a son Who does nal remefmb:; ol
Machine, the mechanicé wonde! mmwdoive:tmtg
in the early sixties. Richard do theirr own
Klamath Falls from Te w0 e with a toy
Christmas shopping and €8z ved it 10 be
they found at a bargain prce- “"‘;5 rg{her jeces
the bost of all toys. The gears casti 0
were made in bri the.r:?g h;noilg;? ‘
clear plastic allowing €50 o4 and squawked
seen. . When wound, 'tt:f delight of all. T;:g

across the floor much 10 \
o : dismantied
original Mr. Machine could be GIST ¢

: ain, increasing
back together time and 2ad T of6

Lickly leamed,

fun..The boys quickly BEEEC!vouid go.

removed, the faster M ( o the
nt Mr. Machiné was I
basi:r?enl:acl)t{ythe home ir;d Barton where other toys
sed were storéd. _
m:aa:ggrrn% went on, grandchildren began to
arrive on the scene: One Christmas, Richard
started talking about Machine and | went down
to the basement and brought Up the pi
sons might ha\;?‘e )
act like it as they piay _
Machine, removing all but the m”osl essential parts.
Then "stripped down for racing” they wound it Up
and let if propel itself across the fioor. The sight of
her Dad and Martin playing like small boys is oné
of Deanna's favorite memones o
Machine still exist, the

Only a few pieces of Mr.
key and a few arm pieces, but the very thought of

him still brings laughter to all.
Christmas Of Anticipation

By Neil Kirk

A long time ago inside humble quarters, a young
boy was anticipating Christmas moming.

There, in the setting surrounded by Myrtlewood
trees on a hillside, a plume of wood smoke rose
above the chimney. Here, at Route 3, Box 649,
Coos Bay, Oregon, he remembers the water

hillside where sometimes the sea breeze
could be felt and remembers stories of gales
toppling trees.

But this was Christmas eve, and the sounds
and e_ﬁects of the coastal weather were silent on
this night. The coming moming was on his mind
and what he might receive for Christmas. He no
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sed

n
hmrbﬁevndmmmﬁfwsmw

nor wouid the winte
chimney. Instead he was
was

giittering tinsel and
grabbed a present.
addressed to Neil from
sound trying to determine
ﬂ)omsa the week Bt ';eu
tec wee , DU
affirmation of what could be inside. of er:;euﬂ&?
hardest ones to guess where those prese
made no sound at all. The famed Lincoin Logs were
always a likely guess but never was he sure until
moming. . the
When those methods failed he pressed
paper tightly against the box hoping to get a
glimpse of the v;,eordsorapcn.neofﬂ'nepfﬁﬁﬂ"
showing through paper. A
Hent?w# he would stay awake all night, but
some time in the silence he fell asleep. The
anticipation remained in his consciousness. He
awoke at 5 a.m. the next moming. All was silent

until Mother awoke to begin cooking breakfast for
the five boys. Soon Papa would get up and sit in his
recliner. From the window | could look across the
mill pond where the sawmill cut lumber. Behind the
mill, a heavily forested hill stood in the background.

Sometime since leaving the Coos Bay area, the
mill was torn down and the pond drained.

Much like the disappearance of the mill, the time
of unwrapping the presents was not a moment that
could be remembered. But the anticipation of
coming events always has been a time of anxiety
whether welcomed or not and a time period that is

never forgotten.
2R -2h-40 -Jh- 2 -2

70 all of our Friends and Relatives who
::ve E_ad ﬂog; efforts through this past year, we
. A
s Ord 2 ig k you for all of your encouraging
When Neil and | conceived the idea las

: t January

as W.: way of sham?g family news, our first effort was
a two-pager. S special Christmas edition with
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Front Cover: Cousins Sarafi and
and Martin Kirk

96l Richard G0 and Ruth IELL
pictures taken by Irene Aldrich, 1921,
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