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When Jim and Gloriann Barton 
flipped the switch to activate their light 
show at 3000 Green Acres, they created 
a beacon of hope, reminding passersby 
that the Christmas spirit is alive and well.

The Bartons launched their Yuletide 
display the day after Thanksgiving, as 
they have for the last 20 years. The hol-
iday spectacle includes a rotating lamp 
that splashes a kaleidoscope of colors on 
their home, which is framed with clus-
ters of colored lights along its roofline. 
A spotlight shines on a nativity scene 
— the centerpiece of the front yard — 
flanked by two lighted angels, and a 
single reindeer admiring the baby Jesus.

Inside their home on a weekday eve-
ning, the Bartons watch an animated 
Christmas special on the big screen tele-
vision next to their six-feet-tall Christmas 
tree. They sit in two comfortable chairs, 
side by side, a small table between them. 
The living room and kitchen are illu-
minated only by the holiday lights and 
decorations, which gives a soft, colorful 
glow to the Christmas world surround-
ing them. A dozen lighted Christmas 
trees are strategically placed throughout 
the house.

When a visitor compliments the out-
side decorations, Jim shrugs.

“We’ve cut back on our lighting this 
year,” the retired electrician says. “We’ve 
started giving our decorations away.”  
Jim and Gloriann are each 82 years old. 
They said setting up all the lights gets a 
little harder every year.

Every November, Jim climbs on the 
roof to attach the colored lights while 
Gloriann sets up the displays inside. 
However, she broke her neck in July 
when she fell backward off a bench, 
coming within a fraction of permanent 
paralysis. Since then, Gloriann is on doc-
tor’s orders not to use a ladder or even a 
step stool, so this year, Jim also helped 
set up the inside decorations.

 “I like Christmas because it’s cele-
brating our Lord’s’ birthday,” Gloriann 
says. That is why they set up elabo-
rate Christmas decorations and why her 

favorite is the nativity.
She also treasures her angels that sing 

“Silent Night” and “Gloria in Excelsis 
Deo.”

Jim can’t put a value on the total cost 
of their Christmas decorations, but says 
he put up a separate garage to store all 
the pieces and parts — and it is jam-
packed. Some of their prized decora-
tions are no longer manufactured, such 
as the Santa who smokes a pipe and tells 
the Christmas story.

Donna Clairmont has known the 
Bartons for years and has been one of 
the many who have been inspired by 
their Christmas decorations.

 “These two people work so hard. It 
takes them about a month to set every-
thing up,” Clairmont said, “We really 
appreciate it.”

Neighbors Linda and Bob Conlin 
appreciate that the Bartons to bring 
Christmas cheer to Green Acres. 

“Jim spends hours and hours by him-
self putting up the decorations (outside). 
They are lovely neighbors,” Linda said.

The Bartons have been together for 
22 years, meeting after their spouses 
died of cancer within one month of each 
other.

 Jim first laid eyes on Gloriann when 

he and his sisters attended the Spirit 
Mountain Days Parade in Duluth Minn. 
Representing the military service in the 
Spanish-American War of her grandfather, 
Gloriann carried the American flag in the 
parade as part of the VFW’s Drum and 
Bugle Corps.

“I thought she was about the cutest little 
girl in this whole place,” Jim said. 

Later that evening, Jim, an Army veter-
an, dropped his sisters off, and decided to 
stop at the VFW down the street to have a 
nightcap.

 “Just as I was going in, (Gloriann) was 
coming out with a friend,” Jim said. 

He asked the women, “Can I buy you 
two a drink?”

 Gloriann declined at first, explaining 
she had to work in the morning.  Jim talked 
her into staying. It was closing time, but 
Gloriann knew the bartender and talked 
him into turning on the jukebox.

“We played the juke box and danced. I 
didn’t get much sleep that night,” she said 
with a laugh. “He never left me alone after 
that.”

Depending on how he feels, Jim says 
this may be the last year he sets up 
Christmas decorations.

“He says that every year,” Gloriann 
said.

The Christmas 
orange

By ANNE ELIZABETH CONNORS
SPECIAL TO TODAY’S NEWS-HERALD

Around the world, Saint Nicholas, the kind-
ly man who once brought toys for the poor-
est  children, has many names: Santa Claus, 
Pere Noel, Kris Kringle and Father Christmas. 
Still, we all seem to have the same mental 
image of what he looks like. He has  a red suit 
trimmed in white fur, shiny black belt and 
boots, his bulbous nose is red and he  has crim-
son cheeks and a white beard…or does he? 

I have seen the real Father Christmas with 
my own eyes and he looks nothing like I imag-
ined. You’d be surprised to know that he is Sikh 
and comes from Punjab, India.

In England. it is customary for children 
to hang a pillowcase at the end of the bed 
on Christmas Eve. On Christmas morning they 
awake with great excitement to find that 

Father Christmas had come down the 
chimney during the night, leaving the pillow-
cases stuffed with toys.

There were many lean years in my fami-
ly, barely enough money for food, let alone 
extravagances. My sister, brothers and I were 
accustomed to expect nothing on Christmas 
morning. Yet we still hoped, and believed, that 
this time there’d be toys.

One freezing Christmas day, snuggling 
under blankets and our father’s old Army 
coats  for warmth, we were awakened by the 
village church bells ringing. It didn’t matter 
that there were icicles on the inside of the 
window frame. It was Christmas day and we 
were   convinced there’d be presents in our 
pillowcases. 

Some children, despite the weather, were 
already out on the street riding a brand new 
bicycle or trying out a pair of roller skates. At 
our house, on Christmas Eve, I’d wished for 
a Rosebud doll or a Mabel Lucy Atwell book 
perhaps.

On Christmas morning, when the pillow-
cases were opened, we looked inside and 
found  only an orange. It was all the luxury 
our parents could afford. We lived at num-
ber 19.  Perhaps the “nine” on our front door 
had fallen down again and our house had 
been  passed by because Father Christmas 
thought it was a 16.

Marie, the little girl down the street, banged 
on our door and shouted through the letterbox, 
“Come look and see what Father Christmas 
brought me. Hurry!” When the door  was 
opened, she proudly displayed her beautiful, 
life-sized, blonde walkie-talkie doll.

  “What did he bring you?” she asked. We 
held out our oranges.  Nothing more was 
said about toys or oranges.

Our mother told us to get dressed and bun-
dle up as dark clouds had produced sleet. 
We  were to go to church. We walked to the 
village and sat silently in the cold stone church.

Bats up in the rafters flitted about, disturbed 
by the noise and lights. The joyous hymns 
being sung were meaningless to hungry, dis-
appointed children. The sermon about giving 
thanks fell on deaf ears. 

As we left the church, the sleet had turned 
to heavy snow. Our eyes did not appreciate the 
beauty that blanketed thatched roof cottages 
and settled on tree branches, or that the village 
looked like a beautiful Christmas card. Our 
Wellington  boots made impressions in the 
crisp snow. It was all we noticed with our heads 
bowed as we walked slowly home.

I’d seen picture books of Victorian 
Christmases…roast goose, plum pudding, a 
tree that reached the ceiling, its branches cov-
ered in glowing candles and sparkling orna-
ments. The family in the picture was  gathered 
in front of a blazing fire, little girls dressed in 
party dresses, opening presents.

In our kitchen was a cupboard with a square 
outside vent to keep food cold. It wascalled 
a larder. No-one in our neighborhood had 
refrigerators. I knew the contents of our larder. 
Some two-day-old bacon grease to spread on 
bread and sprinkle with a little salt.

Christmas day was like any other day, 
except for the orange.

Upon returning home from church our 
mother said,” Don’t take your coats off, we’re 
walking to Mr. Singh’s house.” 

Charan Singh and his family had emigrat-
ed from Punjab,  India. They were friends of 
our parents. We’d been invited to eat with 
the Singh family that Christmas day. They 
knew nothing about our religion or English 
Christmas traditions, or so I thought. It wasn’t 
a Sikh holiday and their religion was very dif-
ferent from ours.

Charan Singh opened his front door. In 
heavily accented English, he said, “Come in…
come in.” 
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An illuminating tradition
For 20 years, couple has lit up their southside neighborhood 
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Jim and Gloriann Barton traditionally decorate elaborately foir Christmas.  

Collector car market fueled by love, 
then money
By CASEY WILLIAMS
CHICAGO TRIBUNE

“For love or money” may be a phrase 
as old as capitalism, but it acutely applies 
to the resurgent collector car market, 
where record-breaking valuations have 
fueled a hobby best known as a labor 
of love.

“Our bidder registrations are up 20 
percent this year,” said Donnie Gould, 
president of Auctions America. “In years 
past, we saw a 5 percent gain. There’s 
an increase in new people enjoying the 
hobby. With volatility in the stock mar-
ket and money earning nothing in the 
bank, enthusiasts are spending their 
money on cars and enjoying them.”

The collector car world was rocked 
last year when a 1971 Plymouth Hemi 
Cuda four-speed convertible, one of 
only 11 made, fetched a record $3.5 mil-
lion at a Mecum Auction in Seattle.

As exceptional as that Cuda class 
is — one of finite supply and growing 
demand — most classic car investments 
bleed on the balance sheet to reap divi-
dends in happiness.

•••
Finding a winner is personal.
You may find yourself behind the 

wheel of a large automobile, and you 
may ask yourself, “What’s the invest-
ment potential? Does it matter? Where 
would I store it? How would I maintain 
it? Am I out of my mind?”

These were the questions I consid-

ered in the purchase of a 1987 Mercedes-
Benz 560SL.

I turned to collector Lou Secari, presi-
dent of Carolina Muscle Cars Inc., at the 
Auburn Fall Collector Car Weekend in 
Auburn, Ind., to determine why collec-
tors buy what they buy.

Secari’s collection focuses on mid-
century American cars and includes a 
1953 Cadillac Eldorado, 1953 Corvette, 
1967 Pontiac GTO and 1967 Corvette 
427. His favorite is the ‘67 Vette.

“Some are museum quality, but 
I prefer the ones I can drive,” Secari 
said. “They are investments to me. 
Appreciability is the best part of the 
hobby. Buy an 80-point car, take it to 90 

points, then drive it!”
Collectors tend to fall in one of two 

categories: those who buy because they 
love cars and those who expect to make 
a profit. Secari is both.

“It has to be a good investment, with-
out a doubt,” Secari said. “But you have 
to love what you collect. The market for 
cars is more stable; people feel the col-
lector car market is stable. There are not 
many investments that appreciate and 
that you can have fun with too.”

As somebody who has bought and 
sold many cars, what advice would he 
give to collectors?

Several 1970 to 1971 Plymouth 426 Hemi Cuda convertibles were among 27 rare 
Cudas on display, the most at a single time, at the seventh annual Muscle Car 
& Corvette Nationals in Rosemont, Ill., on Nov. 21 and 22.
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