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Message from Your Editor  
 
Here we are, just a month under a year since our lives changed due to COVID-19, and we have 
survived! Our lives have changed, some parts for the better, and hope abounds as we all await our 
vaccine shots that will help to bring life back to what we knew as normal. Some have had family 
members affect by the virus, we have all missed time with those that mean a lot to us, and community 
gatherings are a distant memory. 
 
Community means so much to many of us and we look forward to seeing our neighbours, shaking 
hands and offering hugs. We can only hope that before the year is over, we will once again be attending 
concerts, plays, movies, and so on. 
 
Just what is community? Well, according to the dictionary, it is a group of people living in the same 
place or having a particular characteristic in common. A feeling of fellowship with others. How lucky we 
are in both the Clifton District and Hilden, especially in our Communities of Faith, that we can celebrate 
community together. 
 
     ~     Leslie 
 
How to Build Community 
 
Turn off your TV 
Leave your house 
Know your neighbours 
Greet people 
Look up when you are walking 
Sit on your stoop 
Plant flowers 
Use your library 
Play together 
Buy from local merchants 
Share what you have 
Help a lost dog 
Take children to a park 
Honour elders 

Support neighbourhood schools 
Fix it even if you did not break it 
Garden together 
Pick up litter 
Read stories aloud 
Dance in the street 
Talk to the mail carrier 
Listen to the birds 
Put up a swing 
Help carry something heavy 
Barter for your goods 
Start a tradition 
Ask a question 
Hire young people for odd jobs 
Organize a neighbourhood party 
Bake extra and share 

Ask for help when you need it 
Open your shades 
Sing together 
Share your skills 
Take back the night 
Turn up the music 
Turn down the music 
Listen before you react 
Mediate a conflict 
Seek to understand 
Listen from new and uncomfortable 
angles 
Know that no one is silent though 
many are not heard 
Work to change this. 

 
 

 
 



Good Bye, Dear Friends 
 

 
 

David Wood Yuill 
September 28, 1931 – November 17, 2020 

Truro  
 

 
 

Lorie Frances Branscombe 
1966 – December 8, 2020 

Truro 
 

 
 

Ervin Roger Stewart 
February 1, 2021 at age 83 

Old Barns 

Sympathy is extended to those community 
members who have lost family and friends  
from within and outside our communities. 

 
Always missed, forever remembered. 

 
 
Happy Days! 
 
Birthdays:  
     February – Erica Baird 
     March – Donna Yuill, Dianne Hayman, Bob    
               and Kathy Hannah, Jane Kent, Lloyd     
               Yuill, Laurie Gunn, Shirley Semple,  
               Bill Masters 
     April – Beth Saunders, Janet Kent, Rev.  
               Phillip 
     May – Karen Archibald-Waugh, Millie     
               McKim, Colie Brenton 

 
Anniversaries: 
     April:  Carol & Merle Collins 
     May:  Barb & Gordie Miller 
     June:  Donna & Mervyn Dickey 
 

 
 

Hope you will enjoy your special day! 
        
 

 
On December 19, Jim Burrows celebrated 40 
years since the first cow was milked on Clover 
Crest Farm. 



Hello Baby! 
 

 
 

Elsie Isabel Sheehy 
Born:  January 4, 2020 

Parents:  Jelisa & Darby 
Grandparents:  Karen & Anthony Waugh 

 

 
 

Boy & Girl Twin Goats 
Born:  February 13, 2021 

Parents: Edgar & Jolene Goat 
Waugh Family Farm 

 
 
Church Events – All are Welcome 
 
Wednesday’s at 9:30 a.m. in Old Barns –  
 Walk with Me – 20-minute walk and  

    40-minute chat 
 
Thursday’s at 9:45 a.m. – Bible Study 

Moving back & forth between two 
churches 

Thank You 
 
Thank you from the Women’s Prison to those 
who donated Christmas Cards. 
 

 
 
Church Services 
 
To book a seat, please call:                   
     Old Barns: Leslie – 902-890-4682  
     Hilden:       Sylvia – 902-897-4536  
any day from Tuesday to Saturday the week 
preceding the service you want to attend.  
 

• You must not have any COVID 
symptoms. 
You must wear a mask while inside the 
church.  

• When you arrive at church, please 
observe social distancing and wait your 
turn when entering church.  

• You must use the front entrance. 
You will be seated and it may not be 
where you usually sit. 

• Please take your jacket/hat in to the seat 
with you.  

• Collection plate will be available to drop 
your envelope in upon arrival. 

• You may hum and respond while wearing 
your mask  

 
Thank you for helping us to follow the guidelines 
as set out by the NS Public Health authorities in 
order to keep everyone safe and healthy.  

 



Pizza Sale – Back by Popular Demand 
 

 
 
Place orders with any member of the Old Barns Board of 
Stewards & Trustees or e-mail order to:   
rtfrancis@eastlink.ca or  
rlhenderson8@hotmail.com  
Funds can be e-transfer to:  
oldbarnstreasurer@cliftonpastoralcharge.ca 
 
Order Deadline:  March 7th 
Delivery: week of March 21st  
 
FRESHLY MADE/FLASH FROZEN 
 

1. $17.00     Pepperoni and Cheese Pizza 
2. $22.00     Meat lovers Pizza – Pepperoni,   

                Salami, Bacon, Ground Beef, Italian    
                Sausages, Cheese 

3. $22.00    Deluxe Pizza – Pepperoni, Salami,  
                Ground Beef, Bacon, Red Pepper,  
                Green Pepper, Onion, Cheese. 

4. $22.00     Smokey Barbequed Chicken Pizza –   
   Smokey Chicken, spicy B.B.Q. Sauce,  
   Onion, Tomato, Cheese 

5. $22.00     Vegetarian Pizza – Tomato, Onion,   
                Green Pepper, Red Pepper, green    
                olive, Black Olive, Hot Banana   
                Pepper, Cheese 

6. $16.00     Double Cheese Garlic Fingers  
7. $18.00     Double Cheese Garlic Fingers   

                with RealBacon 
8. $25.00     Steak Pizza – Beef Steak Meat,  

                Cheese  
9. $20.00     Donair Pizza – Beef Donair Meat (with   

                tomato & onion), cheese 
10. $20.00     Donair Pizza – Beef Donair Meat    

                (without tomato & onion), cheese 
11. $20.00     Hawaiian Pizza – Ham, Pineapple,    
                       Cheese 
12. $22.00     B.B.Q. Chicken Breast with Bacon 

                             & B.B.Q. Sauce 
 
All are in Size 15 “ (Large Size) 
 
All pizzas are made from scratch, with no By-Products, 
no Hydrogenated Oil, no Additives, no Trans-fat in the 
crust, no M.S.G. 

Local Cottage Businesses 
 
 

 
Princeport 
 

 
Beaver Brook 
 

 
Contact Jenna Burris:  jenna.waugh@hotmail.com 
 
 

  Don Wood Custom Jewelry 
                                   Beaver Brook 
 



Just My Thoughts 
Submitted by:  Millie McKim 

 
When I sit here this morning looking out my big 
windows, I see the beautiful sun shining on the 
trees and hills, birds and a skiff of snow.  This all 
seems so normal.  However, our world is not 
normal any more.  All over the world there is 
death and sickness.  Is this God’s way of telling 
us to choose a different lifestyle? 
  
I have been through World War II, years of Polio 
which was a crippling disease, drought and 
many other wars in different countries.  What we 
have now is directly affecting us and has made 
us more aware that more countries are 
suffering.  It changes the whole perception of 
our thinking and the different things we have to 
do.  If wearing a mask, then do it.  If staying at 
home, then do it.  It is a brandnew 
experience.  We are used to having our 
freedom.   
  
Most of all, I miss my community.  We cannot 
visit, have any get-togethers, or go to 
church.  All my life I was taught to attend church 
and now we are at home with our electronics, 
whereas Sundays used to be sacred.  Now it is 
just another day. 
  
The older people are forgotten and are very 
lonely.  There are telephones that could keep us 
all connected, but we do not seem to reach out 
as much.   
  
Many of us have not seen our families for 
Easter, Thanksgiving, or Christmas.  My friend 
who is 90 is only able to have a drive-by birthday 
celebration.  I wonder what is ahead for our 
younger generation.   
  
These are just my thoughts. 
   

 
 

The Empty Back Pew 
Submitted by:  Jim Burrows 

 
Everything seemed a little surreal first time back 
to church (September 27th) since the pandemic 
began in March. Forgive me Phillip, but my mind 
wandered during your sermon. I was looking at 
the empty choir loft and my mind was recalling 
the people who used to fill those pews.  
 
I began attending Old Barns Church in the mid 
1960’s after the closure of the Princeport 
Church. Everything was new, and much larger. 
Many of the kids I knew from school. A few of 
the kid’s parents I recognized.  
 
In the back row of the choir were two familiar 
faces. Don Chisholm who every kid knew from 
the Old Barns store. Probably my first business 
dealings were with Don. My spending money 
came from collecting the egg cartons and 
making sure they went back to the store for a 
refund. My early memories of Don are as the 
postmaster and store keeper. And how he could 
pack so many groceries in a box, with the flaps 
neatly tied up of course. In the early 1980’s I was 
on the sessions worship committee with Don 
and Reg Henderson (Sr.). I don’t recall anything 
we did for the church, what I recall was how 
much I enjoyed our meetings as much time was 
spent between Don and Reg recalling the 
community during their younger days.  
 
Also in the back row was Bill McCurdy. As a 
farm boy, Bill was known to me because the 
farmers of the community were always talking 
about the new thing that young McCurdy was 
doing on his farm. When I grew up and became 
a farmer myself that now not so young McCurdy 
became a mentor for myself and many of the 
farmers of my generation.  
 
Looking at the empty back row of the choir 
brought back many good memories. Hopefully 
soon the choir and church life will be active 
again so more neighbourly connections can be 
enjoyed. Yes, Phillip I believe you were talking 
about the Philistines and the Herodians and 
paying taxes, how did that end? 
 
 



The Winter House 
Submitted by:  Gary L Saunders 

 
I can see our Winter House now, it’s warm bulk 
muffled in the snowbanks of my Newfoundland 
childhood, its lamplit windows gleaming in the 
December dusk. 
  
We called it our Winter House because it was 
where we wintered a year or two to keep warm. 
Our real house, the Summer House--actually a 
storage building hastily converted to 
accommodate my young parents-to-be, home-
bound to escape America's Great Depression--
was too chilly for the coldest months. Drafts kept 
circumventing the blankets and mats my father 
draped over windows and stuffed under doors.  
  
One spring, fed up, he and his brother Harold 
built a log cabin opposite Mom's goat barn. Late 
that fall we moved in. Just a log cabin, but to me 
it was a home, even a spacious one: kitchen-
living room, three bedrooms with smoky cotton 
“doors”, pantry and porch. Walls cozied with 
thick green sheathing paper, then in vogue. An 
Ideal Cook stove to bake our bread, heat our 
meals, cheer our nights. And lamplight 
mellowing all.  
  
To me, Christmas in that balsam-scented abode 
was magical. Memory is a fickle jade; but none 
were green that I recall. Once it snowed for a 
whole week, erasing every fence. Our only exit 
door was buried so deep, Grandpa Saunders 
had to come and shovel us out.            
  
Back then I still believed in Santa Claus. One 
Christmas week I was misbehaving--something 
about a red sled I'd just seen in Eaton's Fall & 
Winter catalogue. This was during World War II. 
My parents were barely getting by on Dad's 
meagre earnings as a guide and trapper, plus 
Mom's part-time job as local postmistress. They 
told me Saint Nick gave no such gifts to naughty 
children; moreover. he might even then be 
cruising overhead, doing a last-minute check on 
good boys and bad.     
  
Suddenly our snow-blanketed roof came alive 
with a sound like the trampling of little hooves! I 
raced to my bunk and burrowed deep. Next 

morning the hoof-prints were mostly drifted 
over, Of course my father, in the know and out 
early shoveling, saw them, saw how two (not 
eight) sets of (sled-less) goat tracks mounted 
our low roof and returned to the barn. That part 
he carefully erased after feeding the goats and 
hens. A little mystery wouldn't hurt. 
  
Still, Mom did keep goats; didn't trust cow's milk, 
said untested cows could carry TB, which was 
true. And even a nine-year-old could figure how 
the two frisky animals, finding the barn door 
unlatched overnight, could have used hard-
packed snowdrifts to...   
 Believing it was the hard part. 
  
That Christmas Eve at bedtime, feeling sorry, I 
wrote Santa a note saying any gift would be 
welcome. Toward morning I seemed to hear 
paper rustling close by but dared not look. 
Waking at daybreak, I found, tucked inside my 
school bag, this scrawly reply on a page from 
my yellow scribbler: “Dear Gary, your red sleigh 
will come on the steamer next week.”  
  
One week and one day later, with ice forming in 
the Bay, the coastal steamer Glencoe arrived 
bringing freight and mail on her last trip of the 
season. Because Grandpa ran a general store, 
Dad and Uncle Harold went as usual by motor 
boat to fetch his goods ashore. As they 
neared the wharf I saw, atop the jumble of 
mailbags, beef kegs and flour sacks, something 
glinting scarlet in the sun. Edging closer, I could 
make out the magic inscription: Rocket Racer! 
Santa had kept his word.  
  
Our beloved Winter House is now long gone, yet 
in memory I see it still: snow-mantled, bright-
windowed, in a lilac dusk. 
 

 



Lost in Translation? 
 
Dear Clifton Newsletter: 
 
I am writing to alert your readers to an 
embarrassing and costly mistake I recently 
made.  
 
I was trying to get in on this forest-based 
meditation trend from Japan that everybody is 
talking about. It’s called shinrin-yoku, which has 
been commonly -- and confusingly -- translated 
as “forest-bathing.”  
 
Now, when I first heard about it, it sounded 
straightforward, though I do recall thinking to 
myself: “Boy, it’s lucky we moved to Nova 
Scotia. Because if you tried that back in the 
States, you’d get ticketed or arrested.” 
 
Well, it turns out this forest-bathing thing isn’t 
what I figured. It does not involve dragging a tub 
out into the nearest wooded area, taking your 
clothes off, and washing yourself under the 
trees with the sound of birdsong in your ears. 
But you can see why I might have thought that. 
 
Anyway, the bylaw enforcement officer from the 
Municipality of Colchester who cited me was 
nice enough and lowered the charge from 
indecent exposure to a zoning infraction. Said 
the fine could have been waived entirely but my 
tub was visible from 236. 
 
James Kelleher 
Beaver Brook 
 
 

 

Editor’s Note: 
 
What is “shinrin-yoku”? It is forest bathing and 
comes from Japan: shinrin in Japanese means 
“forest,” and yoku means “bath.”  
 
So shinrin-yoku means bathing in the forest 
atmosphere, or taking in the forest through our 
senses. This is not exercise, or hiking, or 
jogging. It is simply being in nature, connecting 
with it through our senses of sight, hearing, 
taste, smell and touch. Shinrin-yoku is like a 
bridge. By opening our senses, it bridges the 
gap between us and the natural world. 
 
 
Church Humour from the Internet 

Submitted by Renatta Delfino 
 
A Sunday school teacher asked her class, 
"What was Jesus' mother's name?" One child 
answered, "Mary." 
The teacher then asked, "Who knows what 
Jesus' father's name was?" A little kid said, 
"Verge." 
Confused, the teacher asked, "Where did you 
get that?" 
The kid said, "Well, you know, they are always 
talking about Verge n' Mary.'' 
 
3-year-old Reese:  "Our Father, who does art in 
heaven, Harold is His name. Amen." 
 
A little boy was overheard praying: "Lord ~ if you 
can't make me a better boy, don't worry about it. 
I'm having a real good time like I am." 
 
After the christening of his baby brother in 
church, Jason sobbed all the way home in the 
back seat of the car. His father asked him three 
times what was wrong. Finally, the boy replied, 
"That preacher said he wanted us brought up in 
a Christian home, and I wanted to stay with you." 
 
I had been teaching my three-year old daughter, 
Caitlin, the Lord's Prayer for several evenings at 
bedtime. She would repeat after me the lines 
from the prayer. Finally, she decided to go solo. 
I listened with pride as she carefully enunciated 
each word, right up to the end of the prayer: 
"Lead us not into temptation," she prayed, "but 
deliver us from E-mail. 



Musings by Kevin 
 
Since the pandemic started, The Reverend 
Kevin Little has written a story every day and 
sends it out to his parishioners and beyond, and 
I (your editor) feel lucky to be on his list of 
recipients. This following piece arrived on 
February 12th and I asked Kevin for permission 
to share with you here. 
 
“But Mary treasured all these words and 
pondered them in her heart.”              Luke 2:19 
 
I love stories. As a minister I ask people about 
their stories. Specifically, I ask confirmands to 
tell me about their memories of the church. I ask 
couples to tell me the story of how they met. In 
death I ask loved ones to tell me their stories of 
their grandmother/grandfather/mother/father/ 
sister/brother. Usually when I ask people to tell 
me about the church, their partner, their loved 
ones, the response is either general, “she was 
always nice” or strangely defensive, “no one 
ever said a bad word about him.” Of course, 
neither of these statements is very helpful and 
neither are likely accurate either. No one is 
“always nice” and it is highly likely someone 
would say something bad about everybody we 
know. (Just ask the people who write the 
anonymous comments in new articles that 
appear online!) 
 
The good stories usually are revealed like this. 
In a confirmation class the youth least likely to 
participate waits until everyone else has 
spoken, he then grins ear to ear and shares a 
very funny, moving and meaningful story. In a 
previous church, one 16-year old lad shared 
what he remembered about his church – a man 
who came every Sunday, sat alone and drew 
angels in his notebook as he listened to the choir 
sing. The angels all resembled crows.  
 
One couple told me they met at a long-distance 
road race. They were both so slow that when 
they crossed the finish line everyone else had 
gone home leaving only the two to reflect on 
their mutual embarrassment.  
 
 

Meeting one family to celebrate their loved one, 
an aunt told me her niece visited every church 
once a year to determine if God “was still 
hanging around that place.” 
 
I’ve been thinking of stories that become 
memories. Lucy’s one-year experiment of living 
away (Dartmouth) has come to an end. She is 
telling us stories of that experience. I met a 
couple recently I will marry this summer. The 
wedding will be in the wilderness. When I asked 
about the specific spot the gent told me, “I 
haven’t decided what part of the brush to clear 
yet”. I spent time with a young widow and her 
friends, lots of stories that will soon become 
memories.  
 
I discovered my Uncle Phil, my mother’s older 
brother, died in Ontario at the age of 90. I 
remember that when he worked at the GM plant 
he would buy a new car every three years and 
drive his old car to Halifax to give to his father, 
my grandfather. I will always remember the look 
on my grandfather’s face as he saw the car for 
the first time pulling in his driveway. 
 
In the Older Testament prophets recall Israel’s 
relationship with God. These stories come alive 
now as they did then. I have taken to using Ruth 
and Naomi’s “Where you go I will go” as vows 
for the weddings I am asked celebrate. All of us 
have great stories.  
 
Among all the “stuff” we keep in our homes 
perhaps the most meaningful things take up no 
space except in our hearts and minds. These 
stories fill us for a lifetime. When I breathe my 
last breath my “stuff” can go to a thrift store (it 
won’t take long to pack it up!) but the 
stories/memories are coming with me. 
 
Peace, Kevin 
 

 



The Squirrel Infestation 
Submitted by Jane Blackburn (from FaceBook) 

 
The Presybyterian church called a meeting to 
decide what to do about the squirrel infestation. 
After much prayer and consideration, they 
concluded that the squirrels were predestined to 
be there, and they should not interfere with 
God’s divine will. 
 
At the Baptist church, the squirrels had taken an 
interest in the baptistry. The deacons met and 
decided to put a waterslide on the baptistry and 
let the squirrels drown themselves. The 
squirrels liked the slide and, unfortunately, knew 
instinctively how to swim, so twice as many 
squirrels showed up the following week. 
 
The Lutheran church decided that they were not 
in a position to harm any of God’s creatures. So, 
they humanely trapped their squirrels and set 
them free near the Baptist church. Two weeks 
later, the squirrels were back when the Baptist 
took down the waterslide. 
 
The Episcopalians tried a much more unique 
path by setting out pans of whiskey around their 
church in an effort to kill the squirrels with 
alcohol poisoning. They sadly learned how 
much damage a band of drunk squirrels can do. 
 
The Catholic church came up with a more 
creative strategy! They baptized all the squirrels 
and made them members of the church. Now 
they only see them at Christmas and Easter. 
 
Not much was hear from the Jewish Synagogue. 
They took the first squirrel and circumcised him. 
They haven’t seen a squirrel since! 
 
 

Why Dogs Live Less Than Humans 
Found on the Internet 

 
Being a veterinarian, I had been called to 
examine a ten-year-old Irish Wolfhound named 
Belker. The dog’s owners, Ron, his wife Lisa, 
and their little boy Shane, were all very attached 
to Belker, and they were hoping for a miracle. 
 

I examined Belker and found he was dying of 
cancer. I told the family we couldn’t do anything 
for Belker, and offered to perform the 
euthanasia procedure for the old dog in their 
home. 
 
As we made the arrangements, Ron and Lisa 
told me they thought it would be good for six-
year-old Shane to observe the procedure. They 
felt as though Shane might learn something 
from the experience. 
 
The next day, I felt the familiar catch in my throat 
as Belker‘s family surrounded him. Shane 
seemed so calm, petting the old dog for the last 
time, that I wondered if he understood what was 
going on. Within a few minutes, Belker slipped 
peacefully away. 
 
The little boy seemed to accept Belker’s 
transition without any difficulty or confusion. We 
sat together for a while after Belker’s Death, 
wondering aloud about the sad fact that dogs' 
lives are shorter than human lives. Shane, who 
had been listening quietly, piped up, “I know 
why.” 
 
Startled, we all turned to him. What came out of 
his mouth next stunned me. I’d never heard a 
more comforting explanation. It has changed the 
way I try and live. 
 
He said, “People are born so that they can learn 
how to live a good life — like loving everybody 
all the time and being nice, right?”  
 
The six-year-old continued, “Well, dogs already 
know how to do that, so they don’t have to stay 
for as long as we do.” 
 

Live simply. 
Love generously. 
Care deeply. 
Speak kindly. 

Remember, if a dog was the teacher you would 
learn things like: 

When your loved ones come home, 
always run to greet them. 

 
 
 
 



From One Friend to Another 
Written by Andy Rooney, a man who had 
the gift of saying so much with so few 
words. Rooney passed away in 2011 

 
I've learned ...  That being kind is more 
important than being right. 
I've learned ...  That when you harbour 
bitterness, happiness will dock elsewhere. 
I've learned ...That having a child fall asleep in 
your arms is one of the most peaceful feelings 
in the world. 
I've learned ... That the best classroom in the 
world is at the feet of an elderly person.  
I've learned ...That when you're in love, it 
shows.  
I've learned ...That money doesn't buy class. 
I've learned ....   That just one person saying to 
me, 'You've made my day!' makes my day. 
I've learned ....   That you should never say no 
to a gift from a child. 
I've learned ...   That I can always pray for 
someone when I don't have the strength to help 
him in other ways. 
I've learned ....   That no matter how serious 
your life requires you to be, everyone needs a 
friend to act goofy with. 
I've learned ...  That sometimes all a person 
needs is a hand to hold and a heart to 
understand.                                  
I've learned ...That simple walks with my father 
around the block on summer nights when I was 
a child did wonders for me as an adult. 
I've learned ...That life is like a roll of toilet 
paper.       The closer it gets to the end, the 
faster it goes. 
I've learned ... That it's those small daily 
happenings that make life so spectacular. 
I've learned ...That under everyone's hard shell 
is someone who wants to be appreciated and 
loved. 
I've learned ...That to ignore the facts does not 
change the facts. 
I've learned ... That when you plan to get even 
with someone, you are only letting that person 
continue to hurt you. 
I've learned ...  That love, not time, heals all 
wounds. 
I've learned ...That the easiest way for me to 
grow as a person is to surround myself with 
people smarter than I am. 

I've learned ...That everyone you meet 
deserves to be greeted with a smile. 
I've learned ...That no one is perfect until you 
fall in love with them. 
I've learned ...  That life is tough, but I'm 
tougher. 
I've learned ... That opportunities are never 
lost; someone will take the ones you miss. 
I've learned ... That I wish I could have told my 
Mom that I love her one more time before she 
passed away. 
I've learned ...  That one should keep his words 
both soft and tender, because tomorrow he may 
have to eat them. 
I've learned ....   That a smile is an inexpensive 
way to improve your looks. 
I've learned ...  That when your newly born 
grandchild holds your little finger in his little fist, 
you're hooked for life. 
I've learned ...That everyone wants to live on 
top of the mountain, but all the happiness and 
growth occurs while you're climbing it. 
I've learned ...  That the less time I have to work 
with, the more things I get done.   
 

 
 
Flying the Progressive Pride Flag 


