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Endorsements
Christmas: Stories & More is a collection of inspirational
writing by authors from all across Canada. Stories are of
the very young and the very old, of rich families and poor,
and of Christmas past and present. Tales are woven of
hearts frozen by guilt, sorrow, and loneliness, and warmed
by the love of family, friends, and the message of God’s
love for a broken world through the gift of His Son, Jesus.
These are stories that you will want to share with others,
reading them aloud to your family, or giving the entire
collection as a gift to someone you love.
- Dorene Meyer, author of The Little Ones

The writers of InScribe have given us a very special book.
The writing is exceptional and the stories that their writing brings to life are just as exceptional. This book is not
just enjoyable but inspirational in a very real way. There
is something about Christmas that can bring out either the
best in writers or some of the overly sentimental worst. In
this case, we have the best—a book that makes a difference
not just at Christmas but all year round.
- Murray Pura, author of The Wings of Morning, A Road
Called Love, and An Amish Family Christmas.
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Foreword
Christmas.
This single word has the power to recreate an atmosphere
and conjure up a host of memories. Snatches of Christmas
carols, the spicy scent of a spruce tree, the snap of Christmas
cookies. The flicker of candles and the glow from a fire.
Chubby fingers tearing at shiny red paper, bright eyes and
squeals of delight at gifts that had been yearned for and
now received. Christmas is like an entity unto itself with
cards, trees, music, sweaters, decorations, recipes,
books, and movies all devoted to this single word. This
single season.
Christmas.
The word Christmas as well, carries a weight—the weight
of expectations and traditions. It can, conversely, carry the
weight of sorrow. It is a time when the empty spaces at the
table can stretch larger. When losses can darken even the
brightest lights.
Christmas.
This single word takes so much along with it. Home for
Christmas. A deadline, a waiting, an expectation. It can be a
blessing for some, an obligation for others, and a dread for
yet others.
In this collection of fictional and real-life stories, poems,
plays, and recipes, you will see Christmas through other
eyes. You will read stories of grace: an invasion of
6
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Christmas carollers, angels in disguise, Christmas in a
jungle, and Christ found in the unlikeliest of places. You
will read poems that make us all yearn for more than the
small taste of eternity that comes to us at Christmas, and
experience the thoughts of wise men who sought the same
thing we do in this season of expectations. Light. Peace.
Grace. Love. As you read these stories, you will feel
the anticipation, experience the traditions, and recognize
that no matter how hard we’ve worked and prepared and
shopped, something better, brighter, and more beautiful
lies just beyond our reach.
I hope you enjoy this collection of plays, poems, reflections,
and stories. I pray you may, through these authors’ words,
see the hope that Christmas brings. A hope that will still the
restlessness that resonates through our lives. A hope that
brings us peace on earth and promises a better peace for
the future.
- Carolyn Aarsen
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Introduction
This book is literally a voluntary labour of love.
It started with the seed of an idea, planted by InScribe Executive members. Sally Meadows volunteered to be our
InScribe Press “master gardener,” gathering information,
putting together a call for submissions, and searching for
able and willing helpers. The selection team spent hours
poring over almost one hundred submissions and paring
them down to fifty-six exemplary pieces. Then professional editors, who are members of InScribe, nurtured and
pruned the chosen submissions. After that, Sally carefully
placed each piece in a suitable location and combination,
and nurtured and pruned it some more until it was as polished as possible.
Ellen Hooge then designed the beautiful layout, preparing it for printing. Sally and others worked on getting the book
distributed in Canada and beyond. I extend my sincere thanks
to each person who donated time and expertise to make this book
a reality.
InScribe Christian Writers’ Fellowship welcomes
your feedback. You can connect with individual authors
using the information provided in the Biographies section at
the back of the book. Book reviews may be shared on Amazon and Goodreads. Suggestions for upcoming anthologies
can be sent to Press@inscribe.org. If you are a writer, we encourage you to join us at https://inscribe.org/membership.

Sincerely,
Ruth L. Snyder
President
InScribe Christian Writers’ Fellowship
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Christmas in Kharkiv
1932
by Pamela Mytroen

Dmitri huddled in the trees, holding his breath in
the misty Christmas morning. He waited for the vegetable
wagon to hit the small hole he had dug in the road. Would it
be enough to free a large cabbage? Even a small beet? The
wagon tipped. It shuddered under the weight of its precious
cargo but refused to release anything. He scanned the road.
Still no uniforms.
Dmitri swallowed and spit out blood. Eating nettles
had blistered his lips and throat. He tried to pray again but
why bother? God never listened. He had abandoned him,
and left him to his fists to fight for food. He clenched his
fingers, still swollen from his last scuffle. Was the moldy
onion he won from that young man worth the blows he
gave him? He shook his guilt away. If there were another
battle today, he would win. He must.
Thud! A knobby potato landed on the snow-packed
road and rolled along a rut. Dmitri’s mouth watered. He
dug his boots into the snow, preparing to sprint.
“Hurry,” he whispered, willing the driver to keep
moving. He stood and squinted at the patch of snow that
held life.
Movement caught his eye. He ducked and peered
through the branches. Instead of a man in uniform, it was
the neighbour girl. She was running with her long black
curls flying straight out behind her. He yanked on the leash
of his hunger, holding back for a second. A girl? If I hurry
there will be no fight. And no extra guilt to carry. Dmitri
10
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sprang from safety and raced, but she was just as quick.
Their hands met in a tangle on the Christmas potato.
“Mine!” she said, sinking her nails into it.
Dmitri wrestled the potato towards his chest and
fell back. The girl held her grip and landed on his bony
ribs. A new hunger pinched Dmitri’s stomach. “You’ve
grown, Natalia.”
She fixed her sky-blue eyes on the potato and
tugged it to her chest. “I’m starving.”
“We could share.” He pulled the potato back his
way. “This would last both of us three days.”
Her shoulders relaxed a little, but she stiffened again
and yanked the potato her way.
If he were willing to share, would God forgive his
calloused heart? “I have enough wood for a fire,” said Dmitri.
“Roasted or boiled? Which do you like better, Natalia?”
He would give her all the time she needed to answer.
Her dark curls danced like a glissando of music notes
against the snow, and the press of her warmth against his
empty belly hushed his hunger, encouraging other thoughts
besides the constant longing for food.
“If you eat, you will just get hungry again,” said
Natalia. Smiling at him, she ripped away from Dmitri with
the potato intact in her red hands and shimmied backwards
until she managed to get to her feet.
Dmitri reached her in two of his long-legged strides
and caged her in his arms. She elbowed him in the side and
ducked under his arm. “Not fast enough are you Dmitri!”
She ran backwards and taunted him with the potato above
her head.
Dmitri would not eat nettles again. Not when he
was this close to real food. He charged and caught her for
the second time. “I can play this game all day,” he said. But
the sharp tone in his voice betrayed his hunger as he held
her small elbows in a fierce grip.
She challenged him with her steady gaze. “The
11

Christmas 		

		

Stories & More

Klymchuks are cold in their graves,” she said. Dmitri
glanced at the farmyard down the road. A gray shroud
hovered over the trees. “And the Yovenkos and the Liskis.
Even the children are gone.” Her voice rose in pitch. “And
look what this has done to us.” She dropped her gaze to
the potato between them. “We used to be friends. And now
we fight.” Shame, hardened by hunger, pulsed in the gentle
curve of her jaw.
Death had visited Dmitri’s home too. It had
lullabied its way into their family, first in the weakness of
his once-strong father, and then in the swollen bellies of his
mother and brothers, and finally it had wailed a shrieking vigil
as one by one they lost their minds. He had fought off the
neurosis, digging in waste piles for vegetable peels, weeds,
. . . anything.
And now death hovered as the referee between
Natalia and Dmitri. They both looked at the potato. One
would live today. And one would go insane.
Dmitri sucked in a mouth full of shocking cold and
resolved to hang on. He would not allow this girl to break
him. But she was a fighter, too. A memory lit his mind like
a falling star. It was the time she had squealed on him when
he had cheated on his high school assessments. He had
been disqualified for university. She had been accepted, and
enjoyed the softer life of the city. Dmitri’s thumbs pushed
into her forearms.
As if she read his mind, she hung her head and
breathed out slowly. “I do not deserve to live.” He felt the
rise and fall of her tiny shoulders. “Your brother . . . it was
my fault.”
“What?” Disbelief dizzied him.
“They offered me food, Dmitri. All I had to do was
name one person. One enemy.”
“My brother an enemy? He only hid a little grain.
How could you?”
“They gave us enough to eat for a week.”
12
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He looked into her pleading eyes and all he could
see were his brother’s. Anger fired up his guilt, sparking
new resolve. If an educated girl could betray his family,
then surely he could get away with stealing. Dmitri could
be greedy without conscience. If God didn’t answer his
prayers, what did He expect?
“You will give me the potato, then,” said Dmitri
evenly. “It is the least you can do.” He slid his hands
forward on her arms until his thumbs pinned the potato.
Natalia reddened, but hung on. “Dmitri. Please. I
am sorry. We were so hungry.” She squeezed her eyes shut.
Long black lashes laid down in rows. “My sisters . . . I left
university to come home and save them. I promised them,
Dmitri. But they have all died. I betrayed them too.” She
bit her lip. “And I have been to all the neighbour’s homes.”
She looked aside. Fear lined her forehead. “I have—”
“Quiet! He released her arms and pressed his fingers
against her lips. He tried to quiet his own thoughts, too,
but they circled like vultures, around and around. He remembered the child clutching a stolen handful of barley. Dmitri
had peeled each kernel from his bony fingers, one by one.
And the mother holding her baby, watching Dmitri with
vacant eyes as he shook her tree and claimed her last three
apples. “Please do not say any more. What you confess, it
condemns me as well.” He too had done the despicable just
to survive. Dmitri caved under his own darkness, a broken
raven in the snow.
Lord? Do You hear me? Will You forgive me?
Silence from the skies sifted into his soul. Again. But this
time he felt cleansed. And Dmitri knew what he must do.
He shook his head. He pushed his fists into his
aching stomach. Closed his eyes. Give me strength.
Dmitri slipped off one glove and rubbed Natalia’s red
fingers on the potato until they warmed under his thumb.
He raised her chin to look at him.
“I thought God had forgotten me.” He caressed the
13
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guilt from her cheeks until they softened with her tears.
“But you have brought Christmas to me, Natalia. I
hear it in your confession. Your heart is still soft.” The wind
howled a circle of snow around them. “I am starving too,
but my heart is far more empty than my belly.” Natalia’s
chin quivered and Dmitri searched for her eyes, but she
refused to meet his. He pressed on before he changed his
mind. “I need to be filled again. God gave us Jesus. He will
fill me. I need Him to live. To really live.”
Natalia said nothing. He tore his hopeful gaze away
from the meal in her hand. “Christ was born so that I could
be forgiven.” He folded his hands over hers on the potato,
and pushed it back to her. “So that I could show grace.”
She looked up at him, sighed, and bowed her head.
Dmitri bowed too, and accepted the sweet taste of mercy.
It poured over him and filled him, and the glacier of guilt
cracked and crumbled and began to fall away.
“Are you going to stand here all day, or cook that
for dinner?” Dmitri smiled, hoping for a smile of hers in return,
a last supper. Natalia’s jaw twitched and she clutched the
prize closer.
Dmitri looked away from the food. “Let me know
how it tastes, will you?”
“It will taste stolen,” she said in frosty breath. “Stolen
from Stalin.”
“Not stolen,” he whispered, weak from the run.
“It is sent. Sent from Heaven.” He squeezed her shoulder,
backed up a step, and turned around to face the cold
catacomb of home.
A crunch-crunch sounded behind him. He forced his
hands into his pockets, knowing.
“Wanna bite?”
Dmitri did not turn. Natalia came around to face him.
Her fine-boned chin challenged him with the potato between
her teeth. She grinned and wiped a salt-and-pepper-trail of
potato and dirt from her chin. “It’s good.”
14
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Dmitri folded his arms. He had no more energy for
another game. She held the potato with its fresh white scar
under his nose. He cemented his gaze, but how could he
harden himself against the girl who had been the first to
confess? He leaned down. She pulled away and giggled.
“Where’s that potato?” A woman called. “Natalia?”
She called again, snapping out each syllable of her name.
Natalia tossed Dmitri the giant spud. It smacked him in the
chest and he fumbled it, tossing it from hand to hand until
he finally secured it between his gloves.
“Come for dinner,” said Natalia. “We’re roasting our
last hen.”
“A hen?” Dmitri lowered his voice. “How?”
“I raised it in the house.” Her laugh sang like the
stream by the mill.
Dmitri whooped. A sharp crack turned his joy to
terror. Natalia paled. Dmitri dropped the potato and toed
snow over it. But it was only a line of clothes snapping in
the wind. Dmitri fell to his knees in relief and retrieved the
contraband, slipping it in his pocket.
“What will your mother say?” he asked as he stood
and reached for Natalia’s hand. “Sounds like she’s expecting
you. And the potato.”
She only offered a sideways grin.
“I suppose she can’t be any meaner than you,” he
said, worrying the potato around in his pocket.
She kicked him hard in the shin and bolted, but this
time he wasn’t letting go of her, or the dinner.
Natalia rushed Dmitri up the stone stairway and into
a dark but warm kitchen. She whispered to her mother. His
knees buckled at the aroma of fresh bread.
Natalia’s mother prodded her bony hands into
Dmitri’s side, demanding the potato. When she saw the
bite-mark, she slapped the potato on the counter and fastened
her hands on her ample hips, sentencing him with her grey
eyes. He stopped breathing and dared a sideways glance
15

Christmas 		

		

Stories & More

at Natalia. He should have known the feisty girl would
wink. The woman inspected Dmitri’s gaunt frame and
baggy clothes, frowning at the big toe that had pushed
its way out from his boot.
He shifted. Removed his gloves. Put them back on.
Finally, he remembered his manners. “Christ is born, Mrs.
Danachevsky.”
Mrs. Danachevsky reached for the potato, and
weighed it back and forth, back and forth. Hope teetered
between her hands.
Lord? Do You ration grace?
Mrs. Danachevsky divvied out one careful scowl
to Dmitri, one fork, and one whispered command to her
daughter. “Natalia? An extra plate. Christ is born today!”
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