H.A. Anslow, Stony Beach Saskatchewan  
(Typed from his original writing held in the collection at the Saskatchewan Archives, University of Saskatchewan).

Christmas in the Old Days

How well I remember as a small boy the Christmases of long ago. How we used to count the days for at least a month before this most important day of the year. The plum pudding and mince pies that Mother used to make well in advance. And the arrival of the big box from the mail order house in Toronto that contained not only the necessities for the winter but some things that were not entirely essential.

At last the great night came and we went to bed early only to wake up in the middle of the might to feel our stocking, which were always hung at the head of the bed and speculate as to what the various objects inside them might be.

At last morning would com and after the excitement had subsided a bit, Mother would begin bustling about preparing the Christmas Dinner because our neighbors , the Chatterton’s, who were old friends of my parents’ in England, would arrive about 11:30 and there would be more presents for us kids.

How well I remember the small of the roast beef: - we didn’t have turkey in those days. Anyway the English seemed to prefer beef.

The buzz of conversation as my father and Mr. Chatterton would discuss politics in the Old Country and world affairs in general. It must have been hard to keep up with events in those days: no radios, telephones, or cars.  But then there were the letters and papers from “Home” which were timed to reach us about then [Christmas].

After the dinner had been disposed of we kids would go outside and toboggan for an hour or two if it was not too cold. Coming in later for nuts, candies, and perhaps an orange and apple.

After that we would play Crohinole [flipping little wooden rings with your fingers], Parchisi, Old Maid, or Authors whole the older folks would play Whist or just talk.

Super would now be in the offing and how we managed to stow away another meal of mince pies, fruit, and cake I shall never know. After the dishes were done, we might sing and when a few years later we were able to afford a piano, we would gather round and sing “Hark the Herald Angles Sing,” “ Good King Wenceslas” and many others.

Sometimes when we got tired of singing I would play the accordion or show my magic lantern slides. In later years, we young folks would dance for a while.

As I think of the many presents I received, two seem to stand out especially. One was a red sled, which I treasured for years and another was a watch, which by the way still keeps excellent time.

About eleven o’clock the neighbors would think of going home, the horses would be brought out of pole and straw stable, hitches to the bob-sleigh or “jumper” and away they would go through the frosty night. We kids would go off to bed feeling a little sad that Christmas was gone for another year.

And what of Christmas now?  Well, “our” children are all grown up and have young ones of their own and it is difficult sometimes impossible for us to get together but I am sure in spite of the many changes the Christmas spirit is still there.
