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Different Winter Celebrations 
by Kam Domber and Emma Wall  

  

With the popular Christian holiday of Christmas coming up, I thought that it would be nice to examine two 

other popular holidays that are celebrated around the same time period. We will be looking at Kwanzaa and 

Hanukkah as the other two popular holidays. We will examine the ways that these holidays are celebrated. We 

will not look at the origins, but I assure you that they each have their own great origin stories. 

  

Christmas is a time of family and being generous but is a 

holiday that is focused on remembrance of Jesus's birth. 

People who celebrate Christmas generally will get a 

Christmas tree. This is a tree that is decorated either ornately 

or plainly, depending on who is decorating the tree. A 

Christmas tree is a popular holiday decoration because it 

allows people to come together and decorate something that 

looks nice. Presents are given by people to other people on 

Christmas as a sign of generosity and caring. There is a lot 

of charity that goes on during Christmas also. On Christmas 

day, people tend to eat feast dinners with their families and 

open their presents. There is also Christmas mass for those 

who wish to worship on this day. Christmas time is basically 

a time where people come together and help each other and 

are more at ease with each other. People who wish to 

worship God on this day will usually catch a mass on either Christmas or Christmas Eve.  

 

 

Hanukkuh is a holiday that is about remembrance and celebrating the protection of the group of Israelites, that 

were called the Maccabees, against a force that was trying to suppress their beliefs. One very popular thing to 

do during this holiday is to get a Hanukkiah. A Hanukkiah is a nine-branched candle. Eight of the branches 

represent the eight days that the Maccabees were able to use a refilling jug of oil, that should have only lasted 

one day, before they were able to make more oil. This time was after they had reclaimed the temple and the fire 

was the Temple's eternal flame which needed to be kept lit at all times. So, the Hannukiah has one raised branch 

above all others and the candle on it is the shamash, or helper candle. On the first night the shamash is lit, while 

prayers or blessings are recited, and then is used to light the the first candle that will be placed on the very right 

of the Hanukkiah. Each night, one more candle is added and then the candles are lit in this order, the shamash, 
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then the new candle, and then you light the rest of the candles in 

the order from newest addition to oldest addition.  

On each night, there are different blessings to say while you 

light the Hanukkiah. Another thing to do during Hanukkah is to 

play dreidel. A dreidel is a four-sided top that you can use for a 

small gambling game where the prizes are usually small candies 

or nuts. Small gifts of money or chocolate coins are given to 

children on each night of Hanukkah. For foods during 

Hanukkah, you eat a lot of foods cooked in oil because it 

celebrates the oil that lasted for eight days. 

 

Kwanza is a week-long holiday celebrated by African 

Americans from December 26
th
 to January 1

st
. It was created by 

Dr. Maulana Karenga in 1966 to celebrate African heritage .  

The week ends with a feast and gift-giving.  Kwanza has its 

roots in the black nationalist movements of the 1960ôs when it 

was established so that African Americans could reconnect with their roots.  When Kwanza was created it was 

meant to be an alternative to Christmas, but as it has become more mainstream most practitioners began to 

celebrate both holidays.  Kwanza celebrates seven main principals: Umoja (Unity), Kujichagulia (Self-

Determination), Ujima (Collective Work and Responsibility), Ujamaa (Cooperative Economics, Nia (Purpose), 

Kuumba (Creativity), and Imani (Faith). Families 

who observe Kwanza  traditionally decorate their 

houses with traditional cloth, African Art, and 

fresh fruits that represent African Idealism.  

Women usually wear Kaftans , and libations (a 

type of traditional blessing) are poured.  A Kwanza 

celebration might includes drumming, music, 

artistic performances, and candle lighting which 

symbolizes the seven principals. Traditional candle 

holders called Kinaras are used to tie the ceremony 

to African roots.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ujamaa
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And Targhee Takes it!  
 

Congratulations to Targhee Hall for being Hall of the Semester! Although Targhee is one of the smaller 

Residence Halls we have used this to our advantage and have managed to build a tighter community. It is rare to 

enter the Targhee lounge 

and find it empty. There 

are constantly people 

out socializing or 

studying with each 

other. Whether it be 

playing games, watching 

movies, doing 

homework (I hope you 

all do well on those 

theory notebooks), 

going to concerts, 

feasting on Denny's or 

just having random 

discussions, it is not 

surprising that Targhee 

was able to rack up 

enough points to win 

Hall of the Semester. 

 

Christmas Music 
Emma Wall 

 As the Holiday season comes to a climax and students (who have actually survived finals) begin to 

journey home to their families, I have just one thought for the University.   STOP PLAYING YOUR DANG 

CHRISTMAS MUSIC STARTING ON HALLOWEEN!  Now donôt get me wrong here, I love the holidays as 

much as anyone else does, and Iôm honestly not anything like Ebenezer Scrooge (I may be cheap, but not quite 

to that degree), but I think that these days there are many people who just skip straight past Thanksgiving and 

barrel on towards ChristmaHannaKwanzika. Thatôs just not the point of the holidays.  It is supposed to be a 

time to be with your family and appreciate each other and if itôs Thanksgiving itôs time to eat turkey and watch 

football and not listen to Christmas music. I donôt even really like Turkey or football (The annual dog show 

though, now thatôs something magical), but really people, Thanksgiving.  Itôs still a thing.  I know that Iôm not 

alone in these sentiments and that many of the readers will agree with me.  I just really wish that others would 

stop and slow down a bit during the month of November, stop and look around at the rest of the fall season, 

maybe try to take it one holiday at a timeé  Now Iôm not saying that the people who love their Holiday tunes 

are horrible and ruining everything and making people hate December and Santa Clause and whatnot, but I feel 

that the whole Holiday season is something special and should be enjoyed in its entirety (and possibly in the 

right order).  
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For the Love of Love 
Sydney Richardson 

 

Her family lived in Germany, and she was the oldest of three children.  Before Hitler came to power, her 

family name was Kravitz.  It was a Polish-Jewish name, and it was the first thing that her family lost.  They 

were forced to change their last name to a German name because Hitler wanted to get rid of the Jewish names.  

It was offensive and odd that the German people would have to change a part of their identity for political 

reasons, but it was nothing compared to what was to come. 

 As the Nazi party gained strength, her father was asked to join many times.  He resisted, and itôs quite 

likely that he protected his family from many of the ways that he was being forced.  The pressure continued, 

and in 1936, he was killed by the Nazis.  She doesnôt talk about how or where, but it is her fatherôs death that 

begins her story. ñAt 13, I became a strong person who took everything seriously.ò 

 Once her father was gone, the Nazis would come to their home on a regular basis.  They would ask if 

she and her siblings were behaving, and then they would say that they would be back.  Her mother was so 

afraid, and she always told her that the Nazis were going to pick her up.  ñI had a cousin who was SS soldier.  

Wore Hitlerôs uniform,ò she said.  He came to their house and asked to rest.  She and her siblings hid, but she 

could see that he had two knives in his boots, and they were covered in blood.  He had just killed somebody, 

possibly many people.  Her mother let him come into their home to rest and eat, and then he left. 

A month after the last visit to check on their behavior, the SS came back and said, ñTomorrow, you will 

go.ò  The next day, they were going to be picked up and taken to the work camp.  They could not stay any 

longer.  Her family took what few necessities they could carry, and they left that night.  The four of them 

walked thirty miles to escape to her auntôs farm.  Her sister was just five years old.   

Months later when they returned, they had no food or money. Nobody had very much.  They tried to 

continue with their lives, but everything was different.  ñThere was always someone who watched you.  I donôt 

know where they came from, they were just there.ò  At school, when the students entered the class, they had to 

lift their hands and say, ñHeil Hitler.ò  If they didnôt, they would get hit.  Students werenôt allowed to talk in 

class, to play games, or have fun.  ñYou go silently, quietly home.ò Hitler told you what you were going to do. 

ñHe planned your life.ò 

 She met and married her husband in 1944.  The war was getting close to the end.  Though he was not SS 

or Nazi, he was a paratrooper in the German army.  He had been shot down three times, fighting in the North.  

He told her that she needed to leave her home in eastern Germany and come to the northern part of the country. 

She needed to get away from the Russians and closer to the Americans.  It was 300 miles that she would 

eventually walk.  Millions of people walked, as the German army came through to pick up the dead. 

 She was 20.  Her 18 year-old-brother was fighting for the German army near the Russian border.  She 

did not know where her 14-year-old sister was.  Her sister had been sent to the mountains to hide because the 

Nazis were gathering girls her age, and with her looks, for breeding.  The Nazis wanted to create pure 

childrenðblonde hair, blue eyes, light skinðso they took girls to rape and get pregnant to make their perfect 

race. 

 Americans had bombed Germany.  In one night, 50 thousand people died in Hamburg.  In another place, 

65 thousand people died.  She explained, ñThey were trying to stop Hitler, but he told every German soldier, 

óYou keep going!ôò  Hitler was hiding in Berlin in a bunker, but his bunker was a ñluxury villa.ò  ñHe killed his 

wife (but they werenôt really married).  He killed her first, then himself, and some people think she is still 

alive,ò she said.  But even though Hitler was gone, the war was still going on. 
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 In 1945, the war was over, but the suffering continued.  There was no food.  A family of three was only 

allowed one quart of milk per week.  The government stole their money.  When they were married, they had 50 

thousand dollars in the bank.  Six years later, they only had five dollars.  The German land and people had been 

destroyed.  

Her sister remained hidden and survived the war in a way that many girls her age did not; she eventually 

found their mother and reunited.  In 1946, her brother escaped from a Russian prison and made it back home.  

He had been shot in both legs and barely survived. 

 She and her husband were two of the last people to enter the country through Ellis Island in 1954.  They 

arrived with a feather bed, five dollars, and their son. ñThe day I came to America, I ate five bananas and cried 

and cried.  I was so happy.ò 

 She had been with her husband for over 55 years and they were my neighbors. They watched me grow, 

they were my family. When she died in November 2011, he visited her grave each day, talking with her and 

crying. She had gone over 300 miles to be with him 50 years ago and he was never going to leave her side 

again. I think about the Gauchôs all the time, especially during the holiday season; I loved them, I miss them.  

They taught me that distance is no deterrent when it comes to love and I know that now more than ever. So I 

challenge you, if you love someone; a significant other, a parent, a sibling, a friend, or even a neighbor, tell 

them. Donôt hint, donôt try to show it, just blatantly say, ñI love you.ò  Youôll never regret it if you do.  

 

 


