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Vancouver, British Columbia, with its adjoining cities and suburbs, is the great 

metropolis of Canada’s far west. 

This great city is set like a jewel amid the bays of the Pacific and the towering peaks of 

the Canadian Rockies. It is a great, a beautiful city, but, like our own American cities, the 

wickedness of our age is present everywhere. 

It was the evening of Christmas day, and through a dense fog, so common to these harbor 

cities, we picked our way to the home of an immigrant family where we had an appointment for 

the evening. There was nothing throughout the entire suburban district that told of the real story 

of Christmas. Surely there were the millions of colored lights decorating the streets, the hundreds 

and thousands of Christmas trees and gaily lit homes that witnessed of the yuletide. But what are 

all these for a witness of the birth of Bethlehem’s Babe, the Saviour, our Lord and King? Of Him 

the streets were deathly silent — even a beautiful Cathedral paid Him no homage. High in its 

arched window Santa had been perched amid beautiful lighting effects, and just underneath, over 

the doorway of this “house of prayer”, were the words: “Christmas belongs to the Churches;” 

and Vancouver’s great daily newspaper commented that this scene had depicted the true meaning 

of Christmas. 

But let’s leave the brilliant lights of Vancouver and continue our way through the murky 

weather, and pick our streets over the hills to the immigrant home on the outskirts of New 

Westminster. We soon turn down a lane and turn up a narrow driveway. We’ve reached our 

destination. Leaving the station wagon, the sound of music greets our ears. There can’t be a large 

number of people in that immigrant home, yet the strains of “Stille Naght” fill the air as if this 

chorus of voices consists of a goodly number. It was, beautiful that music, beautiful because one 

could tell that it was sung with deep meaning; the heart and soul of the singers were in the song. 

Who could help but think of the words of the Psalmist: “The voice of rejoicing and salvation is in 

the tabernacle of the righteous?” 

We wait until the music stops. . . . then, knocking at the door we are ushered into the 

midst of this little gathering. Here are six young couples with a few small children, having their 

Christmas program! They’re all crowded into a very small kitchen. The big wood-stove is 

chucked into one corner, immediately next to it stands a table with an orange crate on top, 

serving as a home-made pulpit, immediately in front of this, on chairs and crude boxes, the little 

group is seated. The little children (some barely big enough to sing) take their part by singing 

Christmas carols, some in English, others in Dutch. One of the young fathers takes his place 

behind the orange crate and tells the Christmas story to spellbound youngsters; a little later a 

young mother tells a story with a Christmas application. . . .then some more singing, a closing 

prayer and the program is over. 

It was just Christmas in Vancouver. . . .here it was Christmas! Among these young 

immigrant families one could feel the joy that CHRIST had brought. A perfect joy, in no wise 

dependent on all the frills and luxuries of our modern Christmas. Untold riches in the midst of 

earthly poverty. . . . I could not help but wonder: How many of our young couples back home 

were sharing the real CHRISTmas joy with their little children? 

It was a long day, especially for the youngsters. Already before noon they had had their 

regular Christmas service in this same little kitchen; and now it was five o’clock. Quickly the 



mothers scamper the little ones off into a room by themselves, for now the little kitchen must 

serve its original purpose: food must be prepared for all—raisin bread sandwiches for all. 

 The men have taken the cue from the ladies. . . .they make room, too, in this over-

crowded house; they go outside— there we stand in the thick, heavy fog of Christmas night; of 

course, as usual: debating the doctrine of the Covenant! “What did the Standard Bearer say?” 

And “What did the ‘Reformatie’ state?” The fog. . . .the cool night-air forgotten —we are in a 

heated but friendly debate.  

These are the immigrants! 

These are the folks we contact day by day! 

These debates are nothing new. Over and over again we discuss with these folks the 

doctrines of the covenant; then from this point, then from another point of view. The debate is 

always fresh— the debaters are well-posted on their subject. 

Thus, week in, week out, every night of the week we are here and then there, sometimes 

with just a few, then again with a larger number, always discussing and explaining our view of 

the truth in Jesus Christ. Seldom do we find the door of our cabin again before the clock strikes 

one and one-thirty in the morning. 

Generally contacts are not too difficult to make if we have but one address in a given 

community. The one immigrant family often directs us to our next party. In some communities, 

however, the first family is very hard to find. . . .after all, there are so few places where we are 

really welcome! 

It stands to reason that our main objective is to find a place where we may preach the 

Word. In seeking this we may not be “choosey”. Sometimes the Lord directs us only to four 

persons, then again to forty. Sometimes we are huddled in a little kitchen, like that of New West 

Minster, then again it is a one-stall garage. Sometimes it is a little country school-house with all 

the grownups perched atop the disks, then it is a very large hall, often too spacious for comfort. 

But wherever it is and wherever we go it is preaching and teaching, in season and out of season. 

You say: “laissez-faire?” No! . . . . speaking plainly: just work, real work, hard work! 

Work that requires much patience, much prayer, much of the love of Christ. But, work, which 

has the blessed promise of Him who sends us, regardless of the judgment of men, “Your labor is 

not vain in the Lord.” 
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