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Merry Christmas
from the staff of

Bowlin Funeral Home
We’re proud to serve this fine community and wish all of our 
neighbors peace and contentment during this magical time. 

We thank you most sincerely for your trust in us.

279 W. Main St. • Dresden, TN
731-364-3101

Jimmy B. Dilday, President

By Clement Clarke Moore

‘Twas the night  before 
Christmas, when all through 
the house

Not a creature was stirring, 
not even a mouse;

The stockings were hung by 
the chimney with care,

In hopes that St. Nicholas 
soon would be there;

The children were nestled all 
snug in their beds,

While visions of sugar-
plums danced in their heads;

And mamma in her ‘kerchief, 
and I in my cap,

Had just settled down for a 
long winter’s nap,

When out on the lawn there 
arose such a clatter,

I sprang from the bed to see 
what was the matter.

Away to the window I flew 
like a flash,

Tore open the shutters and 
threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of 
the new-fallen snow

Gave the lustre of mid-day 
to objects below,

When, what to my wondering 
eyes should appear,

But a miniature sleigh, and 
eight tiny reindeer,

With a little old driver, so 
lively and quick,

I knew in a moment it must 
be St. Nick.

More rapid than eagles his 
coursers they came,

A n d  h e  w h i s t l e d ,  a n d 
shouted, and called them by 
name;

“ N o w,  D a s h e r !  N o w, 
Dancer! Now, Prancer and 
Vixen!

On, Comet! On Cupid! On, 
Donder and Blitzen!

To the top of the porch! to 
the top of the wall!

Now dash away! dash away! 
dash away all!”

As dry leaves that before the 
wild hurricane fly,

When they meet with an 
obstacle, mount to the sky,

So up to the house-top the 
coursers they flew,

With the sleigh full of toys, 
and St. Nicholas too.

And then, in a twinkling, I 
heard on the roof

The prancing and pawing of 
each little hoof.

As I drew in my hand, and 
was turning around,

Down the  ch imney St . 
Nicholas came with a bound.

He was dressed all in fur, 
from his head to his foot,

And his clothes were all 
tarnished with ashes and soot;

A bundle of toys he had 
flung on his back,

And he looked like a peddler 
just opening his pack.

H i s  e y e s  - -  h o w  t h e y 
twinkled! his dimples how 
merry!

His cheeks were like roses, 
his nose like a cherry!

His droll little mouth was 
drawn up like a bow,

And the beard of his chin 
was as white as the snow;

The stump of a pipe he held 
tight in his teeth,

And the smoke it encircled 
his head like a wreath;

He had a broad face and a 
little round belly,

That shook, when he laughed 
like a bowlful of jelly.

He was chubby and plump, 
a right jolly old elf,

And I laughed when I saw 
him, in spite of myself;

A wink of his eye and a twist 
of his head,

Soon gave me to know I had 
nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but 
went straight to his work,

And filled all the stockings; 
then turned with a jerk,

And laying his finger aside 
of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the 
chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to 
his team gave a whistle,

And away they all flew like 
the down of a thistle.

But I heard him exclaim, ere 
he drove out of sight,

“Happy Christmas to all, and 
to all a good-night.”

Twas The Night Before
Christmas
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It was December 25, 1914, 
only 5 months into World War 
I, German, British, and French 
soldiers, already sick and tired 
of the senseless killing, dis-
obeyed their superiors and frat-
ernized with “the enemy” along 
two-thirds of the Western Front 
(a crime punishable by death in 
times of war). German troops 
held Christmas trees up out of 
the trenches with signs, “Merry 
Christmas.”

“You no shoot, we no shoot.” 
Thousands of troops streamed 
across a no-man’s land strewn 
with rotting corpses. They sang 
Christmas carols, exchanged 
photographs of loved ones back 
home, shared rations, played 
football, even roasted some 
pigs. Soldiers embraced men 
they had been trying to kill a 
few short hours before. They 
agreed to warn each other if the 
top brass forced them to fire 
their weapons, and to aim high.

A shudder ran through the 
high command on either side. 
Here was disaster in the making: 
soldiers declaring their brother-
hood with each other and refus-
ing to fight. Generals on both 
sides declared this spontaneous 
peacemaking to be treasonous 
and subject to court martial. By 
March 1915 the fraternization 
movement had been eradicated 
and the killing machine put back 
in full operation. By the time of 
the armistice in 1918, fifteen 
million would be slaughtered.

Not many people have heard 
the story of the Christmas Truce. 
On Christmas Day, 1988, a story 
in the Boston Globe mentioned 
that a local FM radio host played 
“Christmas in the Trenches,” 
a ballad about the Christmas 
Truce, several times and was 
startled by the effect. The song 
became the most requested re-
cording during the holidays in 
Boston on several FM stations. 
“Even more startling than the 
number of requests I get is the 
reaction to the ballad afterward 
by callers who hadn’t heard 

it before,” said the radio host. 
“They telephone me deeply 
moved, sometimes in tears, 
asking, ‘What the hell did I just 
hear?’ “ 

You can probably guess why 
the callers were in tears. The 
Christmas Truce story goes 
against most of what we have 
been taught about people. It 
gives us a glimpse of the world 
as we wish it could be and says, 
“This really happened once.” It 
reminds us of those thoughts we 
keep hidden away, out of range 
of the TV and newspaper stories 
that tell us how trivial and mean 
human life is. It is like hearing 
that our deepest wishes really 
are true: the world really could 
be different.

This song is based on a true 
story from the front lines of 
World War I that I’ve heard 
many times. Ian Calhoun, a 
Scot, was the commanding 
officer of the British forces 
involved in the story. He was 
subsequently court-martialed 
for ‘consorting with the enemy’ 
and sentenced to death. Only 
George V spared him from that 
fate. -- John McCutcheon
‘Christmas in the Trenches’    

My name is Francis Toliver, I 
come from Liverpool.

Two years ago the war was 
waiting for me after school.

To Belgium and to Flanders, 
to Germany to here,

I fought for King and country 
I love dear.

‘Twas Christmas in the trench-
es, where the frost so bitter hung.

The frozen fields of France 
were still, no Christmas song 
was sung.

Our families back in England 
were toasting us that day,

Their brave and glorious lads 
so far away.

I was lying with my messmate 
on the cold and rocky ground,

When across the lines of battle 
came a most peculiar sound.

Says I, “Now listen up, me 
boys!” each soldier strained to 

hear,
As one young German voice 

sang out so clear.
“He’s singing bloody well, 

you know!” my partner says to 
me.

Soon,  one by one,  each 
German voice joined in harmony.

The cannons rested silent, the 
gas clouds rolled no more,

As Christmas brought us re-
spite from the war.

As soon as they were finished 
and a reverent pause was spent,

“ G o d  R e s t  Y e  M e r r y , 
Gentlemen” struck up some lads 
from Kent.

The next they sang was “Stille 
Nacht,” “’Tis ‘Silent Night,’” 
says I,

And in two tongues one song 
filled up that sky.

“There’s someone coming 
towards us!” the front line sentry 
cried.

All sights were fixed on one 
lone figure trudging from their 
side.

His truce flag, like a Christmas 
star, shone on that plain so bright,

As he bravely strode unarmed 
into the night.

Then one by one on either side 
walked into No Man’s Land,

With neither gun nor bayonet 
we met there hand to hand.

We shared some secret brandy 
and wished each other well,

And in a flare lit soccer game 
we gave ‘em hell.

We traded chocolates, cig-
arettes, and photographs from 
home.

These sons and fathers far 
away from families of their own.

Young Sanders played his 
squeezebox and they had a violin,

This curious and unlikely 
band of men.

Soon daylight stole upon us 
and France was France once 
more.

With sad farewells we each 
began to settle back to war.

But the question haunted ev-
ery heart that lived that wondrous 
night:

“Whose family have I fixed 
within my sights?”

‘Twas Christmas in the trench-
es where the frost so bitter hung.

The frozen fields of France 
were warmed as songs of peace 
were sung.

For the walls they’d kept 
between us to exact the work 
of war,

Had been crumbled and were 
gone forevermore.

My name is Francis Toliver, 
in Liverpool I dwell,

Each Christmas come since 
World War I, I’ve learned its 
lessons well,

That the ones who call the 
shots won’t be among the dead 
and lame,

And on each end of the rifle 
we’re the same.

The Christmas Truce         By David G. Stratman 

May your holiday season be 
fi lled with good times and fond 

memories for a long time to come. 
Thank you for your business 

this past year.

West Tennessee
Public Utility District

Huntingdon, Tennessee

986-8289 • 1-800-443-7794
EOE
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Have a very Merry!

What better time than Christmas to let you know just how 
much we value and appreciate your loyal support!  
With best wishes and heartfelt thanks to all of you.

Greenfield Banking Company
202 Front N. • 235-2207 • Greenfield, TN

May the Spirit of 

the Season be yours.

Williams Funeral Home of  Gleason • 648-5801 • Obit. Line 648-5877
Williams Funeral Home of  Greenfield • 235-2224 • Obit. Line 235-2227

Williams Funeral Home of  Sharon • 456-2300 • Obit. Line 456-2400

Merry Christmas!
weakley county
CHAMBER 
of commerce

from the

There was a man who went 
out in the dark night to bor-
row live coals to kindle a fire. 
He went from hut to hut and 
knocked. “Dear friends, help 
me!” said he. “My wife has 
just given birth to a child, and 
I must make a fire to warm her 
and the little one.” 

But it was way in the night, 
and all the people were asleep. 
No one replied.

The man walked and walked. 
At last he saw the gleam of a 
fire a long way off. Then he 
went in that direction and saw 
that the fire was burning in the 
open. A lot of sheep were were 
sleeping around the fire, and an 
old shepherd sat and watched 
over the flock.

When the man who wanted 
to borrow fire came up to the 
sheep, he saw that three big 
dogs lay asleep at the shep-
herd’s feet. All three awoke 
when the man approached and 
opened their great jaws, as 
though they wanted to bark; but 
not a sound was heard. The man 
noticed that the hair on their 
backs stood up and that their 
sharp, white teeth glistened 
in the firelight. They dashed 
toward him.

He felt that one of them bit at 
his leg and one at this hand and 
that one clung to this throat. But 
their jaws and teeth wouldn’t 
obey them, and the man didn’t 
suffer the least harm.

Now the man wished to go 
farther, to get what he needed. 
But the sheep lay back to back 
and so close to one another that 
he couldn’t pass them. Then the 
man stepped upon their backs 
and walked over them and up 
to the fire. And not one of the 
animals awoke or moved.

When the man had almost 
reached the fire, the shepherd 
looked up. He was a surly old 
man, who was unfriendly and 
harsh toward human beings. 
And when he saw the strange 
man coming, he seized the 
long, spiked staff, which he 
always held in his hand when 
he tended his flock, and threw 
it at him. The staff came right 
toward the man, but, before it 
reached him, it turned off to one 
side and whizzed past him, far 
out in the meadow.

Now the man came up to 
the shepherd and said to him: 
“Good man, help me, and lend 
me a little fire! My wife has 
just given birth to a child, and 
I must make a fire to warm her 
and the little one.”

The shepherd would rather 
have said no, but when he 
pondered that the dogs couldn’t 
hurt the man, and the sheep had 
not run from him, and that the 
staff had not wished to strike 
him, he was a little afraid, and 
dared not deny the man that 
which he asked.

“Take as much as you need!” 

he said to the man.
But then the fire was nearly 

burnt out. There were no logs 
or branches left, only a big heap 
of live coals, and the stranger 
had neither spade nor shovel 
wherein he could carry the red-
hot coals.

When the shepherd saw this, 
he said again: “Take as much 
as you need!” And he was glad 
that the man wouldn’t be able 
to take away any coals.

But the man stopped and 
picked coals from the ashes 
with his bare hands, and laid 
them in his mantle. And he 
didn’t burn his hands when he 
touched them, nor did the coals 
scorch his mantle; but he car-
ried them away as if they had 
been nuts or apples.

And when the shepherd, who 
was such a cruel and hardheart-
ed man, saw all this, he began to 
wonder to himself. What kind 
of a night is this, when the dogs 
do not bite, the sheep are not 
scared, the staff does not kill, 
or the fire scorch? He called the 
stranger back and said to him: 
“What kind of a night is this? 
And how does it happen that all 
things show you compassion?”

Then said the man: “I cannot 
tell you if you yourself do not 
see it.” And he wished to go 
his way, that he might soon 
make a fire and warm his wife 
and child.

But the shepherd did not 
wish to lose sight of the man 
before he had found out what 
all this might portend. He got 

up and followed the man till 
they came to the place where 
he lived.

Then the shepherd saw the 
man didn’t have so much as 
a hut to dwell in, but that his 
wife and babe were lying in a 
mountain grotto, where there 
was nothing except the cold and 
naked stone walls.

But the shepherd thought 
that perhaps the poor innocent 
child might freeze to death 
there in the grotto; and, al-
though he was a hard man, he 
was touched, and thought he 
would like to help it. And he 
loosened the knapsack from 
his shoulder, took from it a soft 
white sheepskin, gave it to the 
strange man, and said that he 
should let the child sleep on it.

But just as soon as he showed 
that he, too, could be merciful, 
his eyes were opened, and he 
saw what he had not been able 
to see before, and heard what 
he could not have heard before.

He saw that  al l  around 
him stood a ring of little sil-
ver-winged angels, and each 
held a stringed instrument, 
and all sang in loud tones that 
tonight the Saviour was born 
who should redeem the world 
from its sins.

Then he understood how 
all things were so happy this 
night that they didn’t want to 
do anything wrong.

And it was not only around 
the shepherd that there were 
angels, but he saw them ev-
erywhere. They sat inside the 

grotto, they sat outside on the 
mountain, and they flew under 
the heavens. They came march-
ing in great companies, and, as 
they passed, they paused and 
cast a glance at the child.

There was such jubilation 
and such gladness and songs 
and play! And all this he saw in 
the dark night whereas before 
he could not have made out 
anything. He was so happy be-
cause his eyes had been opened 
that he fell upon his knees and 
thanked God.

What that shepherd saw, we 
might also see, for the angels 
fly down from heaven every 
Christmas Eve, if we could only 
see them.

You must remember this, 
for it is as true, as true as that 
I see you and you see me. It 
is not revealed by the light of 
lamps or candles, and it does 
not depend upon sun and moon; 
but that which is needful is that 
we have such eyes as can see 
God’s glory.

“The Holy Night” 
Take a look at this famous story by Selma Lagerlof. 

BY DAVID FISHER
News Writer

Approximately one-dozen 
veterans and their spouses 
attended a special Christmas 
program at the Weakley County 
Nursing Home on December 
11. 

The veterans were honored 
for the service they rendered to 
their country in past military 
conflicts.

The keynote speaker was Dr. 
Kenneth Carr, medical director 
at Weakley County Nursing 
Home, who recalled after join-
ing the military he asked when 
he would be deployed overseas. 
“I was told, not until the sun ris-
es in the west. So, as our plane 
left California about 7:00 p.m. 
and started gaining altitude, I 
looked out toward the west and 
the sun was rising in the west 
as I went to Vietnam.” 

While recounting his adven-
tures as a military man serving 
in Vietnam, Dr. Carr displayed 
a brass cup crafted from a three-
foot long shell casing, which 
was cut down to serve as an 
ashtray in the briefing room. 
The handle of the cup is a de-
activated .50 caliber machine 
gun round. 

“The ROTC helped pro-
vide me with a way of getting 
through college with the G.I. 
Bill, after I got back from 
Vietnam, and it provided me a 
way to go to medical school,” 
Dr. Carr said. “I’m very in-
debted to the military and 
government.” 

In closing, he said, “I believe 
all active duty personnel in the 
Army, Navy, Air Force and 
Marines, deserve our deepest 
respect.” 

To honor veterans, both 
living and deceased, Rolling 
Thunder president Jim Phelps 
addressed the audience con-
cerning the importance of the 

American veteran. 
Phelps recalled a couple of 

years ago when he went into a 
local restaurant to take them up 
on their offer of a free sandwich 
for veterans. “A teenage girl 
working the counter asked in-
nocently, ‘What is a veteran?’ 
to which I replied, You owe 
everything you have to vet-
erans. I explained to her why 
they’re important. I told her, 
the first veteran started with 
the Revolutionary War. When 
we declared our independence, 
King George over in England 
wasn’t very happy about that. 
So, he sent his army over to 
hopefully straighten us out. If it 
wasn’t for those who were will-
ing to fight the British Army, 
and die if need be, the United 
States of America would never 
have existed. 

“There’s not going to be a 
war to end all wars, like they 
said during World War I,” 
Phelps explained. “There’s 
a lways going to  be  some 
country – some person – who 
thinks they have a better plan. 
Someone, who wants us to be 
just like them, and they’re will-
ing to kill to make that happen.

“About seven percent of our 
nation has worn a U.S. uniform 
to keep the country free for 100 
percent of Americans. What 
would the United States be like 
if we didn’t have that seven 
percent to protect us?

Next, members of Rolling 
Thunder TN Chapter 6 recog-
nized the veterans’ sacrifice, 
presented the colors and con-
ducted the Missing Man Table 
& Honors Ceremony, which 
involves a table set for those 
who were killed or are missing 
in action. 

After a moment of silence, 
the crowd was asked to raise 
their water glasses in a toast to 
honor America’s POW/MIAs, 
to the success of the efforts to 

account for them, and to the 
safety of all now serving our 
nation.

Next, the sound of a lone 
bugler playing “Taps” filled the 
room as the ceremony came to 
a close.

Rolling Thunder members 
participating in the program 
included: Jim Phelps, Russell 
Rainwater, Winniford Bennett, 
Led Symmes, Johnny Sams, 
Ronnie Phillips, Jackie Laird, 
Ed Eubanks, Ron Cheatham 
and Gina Ward (with her 

three children - Josh, Haley 
and Tyler, who are all Junior 
Rolling Thunder members).

Each U.S. military veteran 
at Weakley County Nursing 
Home was presented with a cer-
tificate of appreciation showing 
their branch of service. They 
read: “We pay special tribute 
to you for your military service 
to America and for advancing 
the universal hope of freedom 
and liberty for all.” They were 
also presented with a U.S. flag 
lapel pin. 

Weakley County Nursing Home hosts 
Christmas program for Veterans

U.S. Army Veteran Bob Bynum receives a certificate of appreciation 
for service to his country.

• PLUMBING
• ELECTRICAL
• HEATING
• COOLING
• JANITORIAL

14965 S. Highland • McKenzie, TN 38201

731-352-0483
Come in today to enjoy special prices on tubs, showers and faucets!

BR
SUPPLY, INC.

Merry Christmas!

For unto us a child is born

115 Mt Pelia Road · Martin, TN . 587-5353
from the office of Kenneth Carr MD, FABFM

Weakley County
Family Medicine

For unto you is born this day in the city of 
David a Savior, which is Christ the Lord

Have A Safe and Successful Season!
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The beautifully decorated Farmers Market in Dresden, located at the corner of Linden and Jefferson streets, is lit up with colorful 
lights in celebration of the Christmas season. A huge illuminated sign across the end of the structure proclaims “Merry Christmas.” 
The lights were hung by Dresden Parks and Recreation Department director Joey Winstead and his crew. 

Dresden Farmers Market Sets Holiday Mood

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
I would love some more books 
and puffs. I need some more 
bows because mine keep having 
accidents. I would also like a 
babydoll with its own binky. 

Love, Fallon Hames
8 months 
I live in Gleason
P.S. Please bring Dak and 

Daizy something, too. 

Dear Santa,
This year I have been nice.  

Here are a few things I am 
wishing for: A ball pit with tons 
of balls I can throw, Mickey 
Mouse. Clubhouse duds, books 
with buttons I can push, mommy 
says I need diapers, and if you can 
will you help other children who 
need warm clothes and toys?  My 
momma and dada say I’ve been a 
good boy with a little bit of sass.

Love, Ellison Orr
10 months
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
A few toys that I can play with 
and listen to.  I like rattles and 
things that I can chew on.  I have 
been a good boy this year.

Love, Cain Zuniga
7 months
I live in McKenzie
P.S. I love jumping in my 

jumper!

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: A very sweet girl. I would 
like some babies to love on, my 
very own chair to sit in, and toys 
that light up and make sound.  
Also please bring my brothers 
and sisters presents too! I know 
I still have sometime to be good 
… I’m pretty sure I’ve got this 
covered! Be safe bringing cheer 
to all my family and friends! I’ll 
leave you some warm cookies & 
milk if Barlo don’t find them first! 
Here’s to my 1st yr., let’s see what 
you’ve got.

Love, Onna 
1 year old
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
A little tykes basketball, Hotel 
Transylvania 3, Monsters Inc., a 
mop and broom set, cool slippers, 
and a thermos like my big sisters.  
I would also like my own tablet 

with headphones.  It makes me 
mad when sissy takes hers away 
from me. I will try to leave you 
some milk, but you better hurry 
cuz I love milk!

Love, Gage Chandler
P.S. Go Irish!!
2 years old 
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: A basket goal, 9 farm puzzle, 
toy trucks, a Vtech tow and go 
garage, rain boots and a play food 
truck.

Love, Beckham Bennett
P.S. Please don’t forget that my 

dog, Louie likes Frisbees, balls 
and raw hides!

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
Anything and everything Paw 
Patrol.  I love Chase, Marshal, 
Skye, and the whole crew.  Also, I 
would love a fishing pole, remote 
control boat, and bow and arrow.  
Love, Roe Huges IV

P.S. Feel free to leave a present 
for my baby brother/sister coming 
May 2019.

I am 2 years old 
I live in Sharon

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
Hello Santa! I’ve been a good girl 
this year. I love to play with baby 
dolls and would like anything to 
go with them.  I would also like 
some new books and toys that 
talk. Please don’t forget my big 
sister Parker.  We will leave milk 
and cookies for you! 

Love, Andi Claire Vaughn
16 months 
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
Tractors, books, ballons, and a 
vacuum like my mommy’s.

Love, Nash Bennett
1 year
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: New baby dolls, barbies and 
my own bicycle. I would love 
new crayons, but mom says no 
because she doesn’t like my 
artwork on the wall!

Love, Oaklee Medina 
P.S. My brother Waylon is 
probably not as nice as Santa 

thinks, I just get caught more.
2 years
I live in McKenzie

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for:  Anything with PJ Masks, 
cars, and Paw Patrol! I love Play-
Doh but mom & dad don’t like 
stepping in it! I need more cars 
because Oaklee flushes all mine 
down the toilet.

Love, Waylon Medina
P.S. Don’t listen to what my 

sister Oaklee said!
3 years
I live in McKenzie

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: I know I have been a little 
naughty, but you know what they 
say about those terrible 3s.  I have 
been trying real hard to listen to 
my mommy and I think a few 
extra toys won’t hurt to show me 
that I should be nice to everyone.  
This year I really want a big pink 
car, baby alive potty dance baby, 
a new night light that shows me 
different animals, visible man 
model and lots of barbies and 
Barbie clothes. 

Love, Kinsley Parham
P.S. Do you think you can talk 

to my mommy about getting me 
a new kitty. Max, my dog gets 
lonely. 

3 years
I live in McKenzie

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: I would like to have a new 
doll with new doll clothes. I want 
some good guys and bad guys 
with some girl Superheroes.  I 
would like some new Barbies 
with new clothes. If it’s ok I 
would also like some new shoes 
for me.  

Love, Maxwell
3 years
I live in Martin

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
Red and blue and pink toys and 
Zion. Ummmm … I don’t know, 
just toys, toys, toys, toys, toys! I 
also like makeup, drawing stuff, 
play-doh, and chocolate!

Love, Rachel Parham
2 years
I live in McKenzie

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing for: 
I would love some action figures 
and dump trucks so I can play 
with my brothers.  Don’t forget 
my little sis Onna, my brothers, 
and my 3 older ssissy’s … I 
think they’ve been good too! I’m 
ready for a great Christmas! Save 
travels and I’ll have you some 
warm cookies and cold milk 
waiting!

Love, Landen Douglas
P.S. Please bring my new 

puppy Barlo some toys!
2 years
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: I would like a five truck, a 
garbage truck and lots of tractors 
with equipment.  I also like Paw 
Patrol and Mickey Mouse. I will 
leave you milk and cookies and 
your reindeer will have a shack 
waiting outside too!

Love, Kingston Wilson
P.S. My sissy Kinsley has been 

good too!
2 years
I live in McKenzie

Dear Santa,
This year I’ve been nice. Here 

are a few things I am wishing 
for: I really want you to bring 
me the Don’t Step in the Poop 
game.  Some Thomas the Train 
Mini Surprise Packs, I would also 
like Yoshi Wooolley World for 
Nintendo Ds, and also would like 
some Ryan’s World toys.

Love, Kolten Zayne Allen
P.S. Please bring Kasen my 

older brother some Minecraft 
toys.

3 years
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa, 
This year I’ve been nice.  Here 
are a few things I am wishing for: 
Teenage Mutant Ninja  Turtles 
and a kindle just like Sissy’s.

Love, Ashton Ross
P.S. My sissy has been good 

too, I think!
3 years
I live in Gleason

Dear Santa, 
This year I’ve been nice.  Here 
are a few things I am wishing 
for: A baby doll, toy phone, and 
coloring books.  

Love, Hannah Winstead
2 years
I live in McKenzie

Santa Letters                            Pierce’s Pooh Bears Daycare

Dear Santa,
My name is Emmitt 

Alexander Milbrath. I am from 
Palmersville TN and I am 9 
months old this month. I have 
been an especially good boy 
this year, bringing smiles and 
laughter to everyone I know. 
I’ve done my very best to be on 
the nice list. I have thought long 
and hard about what I would 
like for Christmas. For my first 
Christmas, I would like a John 
Deere pedal tractor and a swing 

set. Also, if it is not too much 
to ask, my mother would like 
my first word to be momma. We 
will be leaving a treat for you 
and your reindeer. 

Merry Christmas, Santa!
Emmitt Alexander Milbrath

Dear Santa, 
I would please like a camera, 

a baby alive doll, a JoJo siwa 
microphone, JoJo bows and 
some Barbie’s and a dream 
house and Moana and a  Maui 

boat. 
Love, 
Meagan Lovell-7 yrs old

Dear Santa, I want Moana, a 
necklace. 

Reese -3 yrs old. 

Dear Santa,
I want Incredibles 2 and 

wreck it ralph movies for 
Christmas. Thank you

Love,
Aiden Lovell- 8yrs old

Dear Santa,
I wish for mom’s leg to heal.   

Love Santa, from Dalton
p.s. and a skateboard

Dear Santa,
This year for Christmas I 

would lke a toy race car with 
remote control.

Love,
Briar

Santa Letters                               Local Letters Submitted

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year!
                     from Dresden Enterprise management & staff


