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From the Rector's Desk 

Summer 2012 

It seems just weeks ago that the last edition of the People's Pulpit was published ... time seems to fly by so 

quickly! Yet, as I look back, there has been a great deal accomplis ed here at St. Thomas as we serve God and 

the community together in our shared ministry. 

For those who took part in the "Guess Who's Coming to Dinner?" initiative-wasn't it great? This fellowship 

opportunity, (suggested by Susan Boutilier and facilitated by Susan Boutilier and Audrey Robinson), gave 

interested people an opportunity to be a host or a guest at a dinner . The host was not informed ahead of time 

as to who was coming to dinner and the guest was given only an address, so they too we unaware of who their 

host would be. Scrumptious meals were served, and people, who knew one another only by face or a handshake 

at the "Peace," had an opportunity to get to know one another bett er sharing stories over a meal. There is 

something so biblical about that. This Fellowship and Fundraising Program raised around $1000.00. 

If you missed "The Old Testament-Fast Forward," you missed a wonderful theatrical and musical theatre 

production put on by the youth and children of our parish. Merilee Clarke and Naomi Watson-Laird helped to 

facilitate this musical play that took the audience from Genesis t hough the books of the Old Testament. The 

Campanella Choir sang upbeat songs that helped to carry the story along-and they did an amazing job! The 

play was followed by a Macaroni Feast and if you enjoy macaroni, t his was the place to be. Funds raised were 

donated to the Frederick Banting Alternative School. 

John Clarke has worked this year to ensure that there have been opportunities for fellowship in the parish and 

I thank him for his good work and look forward to the opportunities that we will have in the fall. 

Talking about the fall, there is a workshop on prayer being planned for October 2rh. This day long workshop 

will be here at St. Thomas. Eleanor and Roy Baumgart, and I have thought of a few topics but would like to 

have your input. Is there something about prayer, or types of prayer you would like to have included in the 

workshop? Please offer your suggestions to Roy or Eleanor, and as the planning goes on attempts will be made 

to honour the requests. 

God's work and our ministry are ongoing. Even as many of us look t o the summer for refreshment, (and that is 
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good), keep in mind that Sunday morning worship is a time to refresh spiritually. 

9:00am and begins on Canada Day, Sunday, July tst. 
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Blessings to you all. 

Reverend J one __ , - ........ ·- .... 
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"Welcome to all seeking spiritual refreshment. ".f i. · 
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This ad in the Stittsville Community Newspaper was1' 
just one of the things that stirred me enough to re

connect at St. Thomas with my God and Father. My 

name is Audrey. 

Ovec the past year I have had the pr;vilege of be;ng l 
a member of Parish Council as a member of the \ 
Stewardship Committee of our Church. This year we 

will again be talking about our personal stewardship. \··. 
And, in doing so, wouldn't it be helpful as a 

community to encourage each other. I have been . 
asked by Parish Council to invite you to tell your \ 

I 
story. \ 

Stories of our personal experiences help us to I 
encourage one another. Each story, from people who : 
have attended St. Thomas' for "years," and for , 
members who are relative "newbies" help us to know \ 

our history and understand who we are as the people I· 
of God in Stittsville at this time. The Stewardship 

1 
Committee and Parish Council invite you to share \ 

your story. I 
\ 
I We invite you to give thanks to God by sharing what 

sparked you to come to St. Thomas. What is it 
about our Parish that "speaks" to you? Is there 

some special moment when you have been touched by 

the family at StThomas? Has there been a 
particular ministry that you have participated in 

that has touched you? Perhaps a parishioner has 

encouraged you? (if so, no names please) 

\ 

As a part of this year's stewardship, you are invited 

to think of the suggestions above. If you feel 
inspired, please contribute you signed story and 

praises in an envelope marked "Stewardship" and 

place it on the offering plate. This will wonderfully 

help all of us to understand and appreciate what St. 
Thomas has done and is doing in the lives of this 

community. 

With a thankful heart, 

Audrey Robinson 

------------
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EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY ·-
Are you looking for a University level Theology 
course which is close to where you live? 
Are you a leader or do you aspire to be a leader at 

StThomas'? 
Do you wonder-what is my role as a Christian lay 

person? 
Would you like to have other local people doing the 

course with you? 
Are you looking for a course that is also practical? 

Then th is course may be for you. 

EFM is a theological education course designed for 

lay people, to give them an in depth understanding 
of the Christian faith. Its purpose is to equip 
participants to fulfill their baptismal ministry. 

The cou se is designed for a 4 year period. It covers 

the Old and New Testaments, Church history and 

theology. It also includes instruction and practice in 
how to do Theological reflection. Theological 
reflection is a technique to relate a bible text(s), a 

story or a discussion theme to our tradition (bible 
and chur ch view) our culture (Canada today) and to 

apply what it means in practical terms (What do I do 

now!) for our lives. The course encourages 
participants to discover and share their spiritual 

journeys (ie their Christian lives) and to explore 

their ministry and gifts and what God is calling them 
to do. It is NOT a preparation for the ordained 

ministry. 

There ar e 2 possibilities. Join the existing EFM 
group t hat meets at St Paul's Almonte or if we can 

find 6 or more people interested we will run it at St 
Thomas'. 

If you are interested please contact William 

Passmor e(613-836-2876) or Rev Jane McCaig and 

we will give you additional information. 



Amazing things happen when our young people 
get together !!! 1 

St. Thomas Drama Group and the Campanella 
Choir WOWed the audience at the 
performance of "Fast Forward or the Old 
Testament in Ten Minutes". Over 70 people 
enjoyed the fast paced comedy last May 5th. 
It was a culmination of the talents of the 
drama group under Merilee Clarke's direction 

.... 
·'l •, 

.. --~ 

and the junior choir under the direction of / ~ \ 
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PRAYING IN THE CHURCH 

People have asked us about the means to 
get names added to the prayer I ists 

IN CHURCH - There is a book behind 
the last pew on a table for each one of you 
to write who and what you would like 
prayed for during that particular Sunday 
Service 

IN THE CHURCH BULLETIN- People 
prayed for during the Sunday services and 
listed in the bulletin are phoned to the 
church office secretary, Elizabeth Norris 
OR to Rev Jane, both at 613-836-5741. 

Naomi Watson Laird with the amazing musical i 

talents of Don Gillen. The performance was 
actually longer than ten minutes as was i 
announced by the stage manager as he (she) /."~ 
apologized three separate times that we were ! 1 

needing more time. It was actually 45 minutes 
long. Many one liners kept the audience in 
stitches while the choir sang their hearts out. 
Following the show we were treated to a 
Macaroni and Cheese Feast- and feast it was, 
with nearly 20 different kinds of mac and 

\ Also another call to remove the name from 
!'\' the pr ayer list when circumstances change 

cheese casseroles. I couldn't believe the 
varieties served along with salads and a 'make 
your own sundae' for dessert. Thanks to all 
who helped make it a success and a great 
family time. The funds raised were given to a 

.IN PRAYER GROUP- There is a prayer 
minist ry at St Thomas whose members 
pray daily and all prayers are confidential. 

l These requests may be placed by calling 
/ Rev Jane OR the church secretary OR 
\\ Eleanor and Roy Baumgart at 

613-831-4564 
local school's breakfast program. Next year - !_: 

a real treat is in store - but that is a story for 
another day. I have been honoured to included /1' 
in the young peoples lives and will continue in The prayer ministry at StThomas is open 
other capacities with our young people next / to all people both members, relatives, 
year. Cheers for now and May God bless you~ friends, and community and is under the 
summer. Merilee Clarke f\ Vestry ministered by Rev Jane 

The StThomas' Drama Group: Tyler Dow, \ Please remember that God's lines are 

' I\ always open, we just have to use them. We Sarah Thomas, Darcie Watson Laird, Katherine 
Baak, Jarrett Dow, Greg Chennette and Emily 
Raymond with Audrey Robinson as narrator and J 
John Clarke as the voice of God. /j ~ 

invite you to do this. 

Submitted by: Roy and Eleanor Baumgart 
,. •;:. 

The Campanella Choir: Neave Watson Laird, \ <-~ 

Keara Watson Laiard, Grace Lawford, Robin :'\. /:"' :k..:.~-~1' 
Clark, Sierra Cabot, Emma Smith, Sarah Smith, l?-- ~ ~: ( ... 
Hannah Sulllivan, Emma Green and Darcie /;:." . /'.·, .... · $.>' 

/ . ' . 
Watson Laird with pianist Don Gillen ' /"'' 
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Norfork or Bust by: Cap't John 

i I 1 

j_ ~~iPAhoy folks! 

~, The story I am about to tell you is my first 
':h I notable sea story aboard "Fair Jeanne". It was 
1 ; the late fall of 1999. Since joining this 
\' ., 

I' organization in the spring of 1998, I had done a 
ll j1 few trips aboard the "Black Jack" up to the 
1;, island, and a delivery voyage on the "Fair 
jl' · j Jeanne" from Ottawa to Kingston. I am an r.;., 
;1;1 experienced seaman and was an officer with 
1\: the British Sail Training Organization from 
',;; 1970 to 1990. ,r 
:; ,, 
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This story begins on November 18, 1999 at the 
town of Morrisburg, Ontario. We were about 
to embark on a fairly extensive voyage to 
Norfork, Virginia, Fair Jeanne's winter storage 
port in those days. The voyage would take us 
up the St. Laurence river to Oswego, New York 
and down the famous Erie Canal, over the 
Appalachians, and on down to Troy and Albany 
on the Upper Hudson River. From there we 
would go to New York City and into dry dock 
for repairs and then on down the Atlantic 
Coast to Norfork. 

Our president and our leader, Simon Fu!!er, was 
on the dock to see us off. It was a very sunny, 
cold morning with a brisk wind to buck up to 
Lake Ontario. Captain Gene Carson was in 
command along with David Terreaux, Ian 
Jackson (engineer), and a young seaman, Eric, 
two others and myself . 

After tearful goodbyes, waves and ongoing 
advice, we dropped our mooring lines and 
headed west. We tackled the cold winds and 
seven seaway locks and spent our first night in 
Brockville. The next morning early, we were 
off to Cape Vincent on the southeast corner of 
Lake Ontario where we spent our second night. 
We departed from there about 09:00 the next 
morning and stood south to Oswego, New York. 
We arrived there, checked through Customs, 
and made our way into the Erie Canal and spent 

, the night in Fulton. The water in the canal was --
·~ .... "'------'=-: 

high and we had to scrounge a 45 gallon drum 
and hang it off the jib boom to get under some 
of the bridges. We eventually got down to 
Lake Oneida. It is a long narrow lake, very 
shallow, with a heavily buoyed channel across 
the centre of the lake, a distance of several 
miles. It was colder, with a slight fog, and as 
we approached the southern end, the wind 
came up and we had a tough time getting into 
the lock. We got through eventually and tied 
up. Then we went ashore for a dinner at 
Hooter's Restaurant!! A good ending to the day! 

We cl imbed the locks, one by one, over the 
Appalachians and down to Troy at the southern 
end of the Canal. We stayed there for most of 
the day, for food, supplies and wood, etc., and 
in mid-afternoon, we nearly lost Fair Jeanne!! 
We had tied up just below a tug and barge 
section of the wall and just got sitting down to 
dinner when suddenly a tug started tooting its 
horn like crazy. We rushed up on deck to find 
a tug, pushing a barge which was out of control, 
and heading straight for us. Captain Gene 
grabbed a six foot ladder and hollered "Follow 
me boys!" We were out of Fair Jeanne and 
onto t he docks. It looked like a imminent 
collision on our starboard quarter. Fortunately 
the t ug managed to turn the barge and missed 
us by inches. Believe me, it was a close call. I 
give Captain Gene full credit for quick thinking 
and getting the crew out of a possible disaster. 

We left right after dinner and started down 
the Hudson River, passing Albany on our 
starboard side. We moored all night. It was 
bitter ly cold and if my memory is correct, we 
landed in New York City at 15:00 hours. We 
tied up at the Circle Lines pier for the next 
couple of days. I believe our stay there was 
delayed a couple of days by trying to find a 
shipyard for repairs. We found one on Staten 
Island on the river between the Island and the 
north New Jersey shore. The place we were 
supposed to go to didn't work out but it turned 
out t hat we got the best place. 

.-



Norfork or Bust by: Cap't John 

We jockeyed in between two concrete piers 
about 30-40 feet apart. A huge mobile crane 
came out and proceeded to slip about a dozen 
twelve inch wide straps under our hull from 
this crane and hoisted us up clear of the water. 
Then it, and us, proceeded ashore, up on "the 
hard", passed tugs and cruising vessels to and 
empty berth, where it lowered us down onto 
cradles. Off came the straps and the crane 
moved away, leaving us high and dry. Our deck 
was about twenty feet off the ground and 
"Captain John", a terrific individual who owned 
the marina and repair facilities, gave us a very 
long extension ladder so we could come and go 
from Fair Jeanne. 

We lived on the ship without running water, 
except for a garden hose. There were no head 
facilities and electric heaters supplied the 
heat. To reach the head facilities, one climbed 
down the extension ladder, walked about a half 
a block to the Marina and used the facilities 
there. Timing was a very essential procedure 
since the route to the marina was along a public 
street. Captain John provided us with free use 
of his brand new Chevy pick-up truck to go into 
town for fiberglass repair materials and for 
supplies. He was a former tugboat captain and 
owner and had spent his early years in the 
coast guard. He told me his first job was as a 
high wire rigger, painting the Verrazano 
suspension bridge. The top of the peirs and 
cables were several hundred feet off the 
water. He was a great friend to us during our 
stay. 

We proceeded to pull off the propeller and 
shaft. Apparently Fair Jeanne had gone 
aground in August and the propeller had bent a 
blade and put a kink in the shaft. Getting the 
gear off was a tough all day job. Captain John 
then sent the prop and shaft off to a repair 
facility in New Jersey. We proceeded with the 
fiberglass repairs to the underwater hull. I 
believe we were there about a couple of weeks. 

We got the fiberglass work completed and 
back came the prop and shaft. I got a kick out 
of seeing the bronze propeller lying on the 
ground, all repaired and polished and scrawled 
on the blade was the word, "sailboat" Some 
sailboat!! 

One morning about 08:00 or 09:00 Captain 
:·• Gene gave me a cardboard sign with a name on 
. J 

,·· j it and told me to go over to the Staten Island 
'· · ~ Rai I road and proceed across Staten Island to 
.~>~: the New York Harbour/Staten Island Ferry, 
·~-~ and bring back the person whose name was on 
~~ the card. I met the ferry, "John F Kennedy" 
~: and held up the sign to the off-loading 
~ passengers. Well, a tall, good looking woman by 
:-·~~ the name of Kathryn Whittaker answered the 
~ _; call. She had come to join us as First Mate. 
.-~~ We have been good friends and shipmates ever 
i'J since. 
('---.\ r ... J 
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Repairs were done and December was well 
underway. We were put back in the water by 
the mobile crane. You have no idea what it was 

,.~....., like t o have running water and onboard head 
.· .. ,: facilit ies again. As a matter of interest, 
• · across the river was a huge oil port. They were 

~:·: unloading Saudi Arabia 100,000 ton tankers 
(s ~ and we could watch the tugs dock these huge 
< vessels and watch them rise up as they were 
. f being pumped out. I expect these facilities are 

1_"-. still active today. Next morning we were 
·. ·•. underway at 05:30 and after clearing Sandy 
~--:~ Hook and the Ambrose Lightship, headed down 
: ) the At lantic to Norfork. It was a clear day 
~~ with t he sun coming up and about 35 F. The 
:'·: sea was dead calm, a good beginning to the last 

• leg of the voyage. The first day south, 
.' · December 15, 1999, was clear and cold with a 
·'""\• 
,•· bright sun. Our masts which were laid on top 
:_:·J of the chart house, butts forward, started to 

; come loose. We lay to and rescued them. 
·', (Good thing we did!) There were only six of us 
· and t he Captain divided us into two watches, 

·· , three hours on and three hours off. The day 
, · went smoothly and by midnight we were about 

(' 



Norfork or Bust by: Cap't John 

ten miles off Atlantic City. The loom of lights 
were very bright and we were in a slight swell. 

to clean it up with the ship heaving this way 
and that. I spied a dustpan on the bulkhead 
along with a nice little brush and put my trusty 

I went below at 03:00 and dove into my bunk (£~ bucket to work along with these tools, taking 
and fell asleep. Someone woke me at 05:45 to " time out every five minutes to contribute my 
go on watch. I got up immediately and noticed "' ~ addition to the bucket along with the mustard. 
that we were pitching and rolling and there was f.f.- It took me years afterward to even look at 
a l;ot of fast water passed the porthole. I ~ mustard! The crew thought it was hilarious. 
threw on my oilskins and went up on deck. &..( Some people have a weird idea of what is funny! 
What a scene!! Gene and Katherine were at the ·~ Well the job got done to a degree, and we 
wheel. The sea behind us was white water with ~~( rounded Cape Charles into Chesapeake Bay and 
a heavy wind. Gene said we had a north-easter .-~ 'l out of the wind and the sea. I decided not to 
and about 30- 40 knots of wind. i told him I ~~ die af ter all and started to recover in a calm 
was glad I was up on deck as I might get sea- -~ sea. (;;.;,..,, 
sick with all the heavy pitching and rolling. · ) 
Gene told me he wanted me to go below and do £!. ·,~ 
a safety check every twenty minutes because ~ 
of all the fiberglass work that had been done , -."1 
below the waterline. The rest of the crew . 

.!"<'i 
;,.:../ would remain on deck to watch the mast 

lashings and lookout and steering. I told 
Captain Gene I would be sick. Too bad!! So I 
went below and started in the Fuller cabin and 
worked my way forward on both decks every 
thirty minutes. 

So I answered the call, and after one trip was 
heaving up in grand style. so as not to dirty the 
deck, I grabbed a large plastic garbage bag 
which was my constant companion for the rest 
of the day. I was soon convinced I would never 
reach Norfork alive! I guess by the way I 
looked to the rest of the crew they were 
concerned there would be a sea burial before 
the end of the day, although they didn't tell me 
that until much later. 
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However we were not done yet! We had to 
trave l!- 3 miles up Chesapeake Bay and turn 
to port and enter Captain Blain's Marina to 
dock the Fair Jeanne into her winter berth . 
There was one small problem! The 
centreboard, all twelve feet of it, would not 
come up. Therefore we could not go into the 
marina drawing this much water! What to do! 
Capta in Gene, David Terreaux and Ian Jackson 
went into possible ways to solve the problem. 
To backtrack to Staten Island, Ian Jackson 
had changed the engine oil and the hydraulic 
oil. The hydraulic oil operated the hoist to 
bring up the board. Ian suggested the 
hydraulic oil molecules were smaller than 
engine oil molecules and maybe, just maybe, if 
we changed the hydraulic oil in the hoist to 
engine oil, it might do the job. A big discussion 
followed and Ian won the argument. The 
change took place and it worked!! Up came the 
pesky board. Into the harbour we motored and 
lashed her to the docks fo r the winter. We 
had supper and hit the bunks. I guess a call 
went out to high command in Ottawa and two 
days later we were on our way home via the 
highway. I think it was December 18th. and 
the voyage was over. 

About 14:00, more dead than alive, I heard a 
thump up forward in the pantry. On the next 
safety watch trip, to my horror, a large 2- 3 
gallon plastic jug of mustard, had left its berth 
on the pantry shelf and had hit the deck! there 
was sickly yellow mustard all over the deck, 
down the fiddly ladder to the lower deck and 
working its way to the main cabin. Standing 
there observing this calamity, I wondered how 

N Well , thats another story from Cap't John's 
h~-..j sea locker and until the next issue I wish you a 
(":- fair wind and a following sea . 
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NOVEMBER 3, 2012 ,--·· 
TO: ALL MEMBERS OF ST. THOMAS ANGLICAN CHURCH 

FROM: YOUR BAZAAR COMMITTEE- Lyle, MaryAnne, Diane, Gert, Sue; Leah, Ruby, 

Ross, Mary A., Heather, Ann & Neil, Heidi 

Summer is upon us and that is certainly a good time to start thinking of our annual Bazaar and 

Luncheon that will be held in the fall of 2012. This is a par ish event and we need everyone on board 

to make it a wonderful success. 

WHAT CAN YOU DO NOW? 

KNITTING - some suggestions would be knitted dish cloths (big seller and to those concerned, the 

selling price will be raised to reflect the higher cost of t he knitting material); tea-towels with the 

knitted tops for hanging on cupboard or oven door; baby outfits; slippers; hats; mitts; socks; 

SEWING- children's items; aprons; shoe bags; grocery bags; pot holders; Christmas napkins; etc. 

QUILTING- WOODWORKING- All crafts are appreciated. 

PRESERVES- any and all- please make an extra jar for the bazaar 

JEWELRY AND ACCESSORIES- clean out your jewelry boxes, scarf drawers, belts, purses 

GENTLY USED CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS 

NOVEL~ & MAGAZINES - current copies only please 

CHILDREN'S BOOKS/TOYS & CHILDREN'S GENTLY USED CLOTHING (in really good, clean 

condition) 

***I am looking for someone to co-ordinate the preparat ion of the Christmas Puddings that are 

made annually at St. Thomas and sold at the bake table. The job would entail purchasing the recipe 

ingredients and overseeing the volunteers in the kitchen*** Detailed records and all information 

will be provided ....... send me an email a.s.a.p. or call 613-825-6223 

PLEASE SAVE YOUR HABITANT PEA SOUP CANS FOR THE PUDDING PREP. 

More bazaar details will be following in September, but let's all jump on board to make this our best 

bazaar yet. 

Submitted by: Diane Clement- Snowflake Bazaar Co-ordinator. 



COFFEE HOUR 

As coffee hour co-ordinator, I decided to try 

something different this year, when getting coffee 

hour hosts/hostesses. The feedback that I have 

received to date has been positive and that the new 

scheduling appears to be working well. I personally 

can say it has been a joy for me! 

./ 

f 
( remember when I make out the schedule, if 

,. 

l 
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something arises on your assigned date, you can 

always change dates with someone else. 

Thanks so much to all the coffee hour hosts - you 

are doing a wonderful job and we all appreciate it. 

Submitted by: Diane Clement - Coffee Hour Co

ordinator 

Anyone who volunteered to be hosts/hostesses were ,. ' 

put on a full schedule for a period of several months 
' ~- .. -· -- --- --· - '------.,. 

f
·,.;_r( St Thomas Spring Clean-up Morning 
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and in most cases only had to do coffee hour once 

during that period. I will continue with this 

procedure, with the coffee hour beginning in 

September. 

I will make contact with everyone who previously 

volunteered. If you were not on the previous list 

and are interested in hosting a coffee hour, please 

email me your name a.s .a.p. and I will see that you 

are put on the list for next fall. I will match you up 

with somebody else, so that you do not have to do it 

alone. If this is your first time, then you will be 

teamed up with someone who has done it before. 

Coffee Hour is a very important social ministry at 

the church and we need as many people to volunteer 

(men and women) for the schedule, to make it run 

smoot hly. 

I would be happy to speak to any member, regarding 

coffee hour and explain how easy it is to do and how 

rewarding it is to be a volunteer. 

The "old" saying- many hands make light work, fits 

into this volunteer time perfectly ................ please put 

your name forward and give it a try. 

I will make contact with everyone again over the 

summer and any new volunteers will be contacted 

also regarding their date availability. Please 

I. ,l 
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It was -7 degrees Celsius when I arrived at the 
Church on Saturday April 28th at 7:15am. I was 
early because I wanted to get the main Street 
parking lot swept before anyone parked there. I 
was praying it would warm up so that we would have 

"! a decent volunteer turn-out. 
t!l 
'l, 

j:, Amazingly then in comes my brother-in-law, Bob 
1 ) Lomas, prepared to do battle with whatever job I 
r~ asked him to do. Then more and more came. 
~· 
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In all we had 17 dedicated parishioners on hand to 
clean and rake the Church grounds, wash the 
windows inside and out and do other necessary 
chores . 

We were really short on help for the cleaning inside 
the Church so many of the men grabbed rags and 
Murphy's Oil Soap and helped clean the pews and all 
things wooden in the Church. 

Some even helped clean all the baseboards. 

Then we all sat down to a well deserved lunch. 

I am very appreciative to those of you who did come 
out to assist in this annual event. 

Thank you. 

Bob McCaig 
Facili t ies Chairperson 

; :\ ~ 
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* This story is written about a parish in 
western Canada. I hope the members of St. 
Thomas Parish enjoy reading this story as much 
as I enjoyed writing it. 

There is a food bank in the basement of our 
church. Any one who needs assistance is 
welcome. We do not care about race or 
religion, we only care that children face the 
day with full stomaches, that single mothers 
who work have a meal to come home to and that 
men who have families, while they may not be 
able to bring home the bacon, can at least ease 
the hunger pangs of their families with some 
pasta or a tin of stew. It isn't much to ask and 
we often don't have a lot to give, but what we 
have, we do. 

New immigrants are the worst because in our 
neck of the woods there aren't that many. 
Those who do arrive are often those who are 
have been traumatized anew by trying to make 
their way in a big city. Even the immigrant 
ghetto's that spring up with each new wave of 
refugees cannot help everyone find a place in a 
new land, so occasionally, among what the 
volunteers refer to with resigned sighs as 'the 
regulars' there will be the odd strange proud 
face, eyes cast down in abject humiliation or 
blazing with rage and fear, needing the most 
basic of all necessities ... a meal for the day. 
Sometimes, more often than not, I'm proud to 
say, these faces become friends, neighbours 
and occasionally the town's leading citizens, 
giving more back than they were ever given, 
but their first few visits can be fraught, made 
more difficult by language barriers and the 
fact that for some of our customers the only 
food we can offer is so strange that they don't 
even realize it is food. 

I can't account for all of them, even in a place 
as small as this town once was, but one of the 
strange proud faces that appeared at the food 
bank belonged to a young man who did become a 
friend and then a neighbour. Like so many 

people who come from 'away' he saw our 
country in an entirely different way than I did 
and he taught me an important lesson about my 
own land and about taking things for granted 
when one has been blessed to live in a land of 
peace from birth. Come. Take a walk with me 
along a dark street in the middle of the night ... 

If he had stayed in the 
city he could have shared an apartment with 
two men from his own country. They didn't 
come f rom the same area and their dialect was 
different, but at least he understood them 
when t hey spoke and it would not have been so 
lonely. Even the English that he had learned 
with such difficulty didn't seem to be the same 
language spoken in this country. He had been 
able t o understand his teacher so easily but 
the people spoke so quickly here. When he had 
got off the plane at the airport he had felt 
such panic listening to them! He had thought 
he was in the wrong country! Only a fellow 
travelers' reassurance that he was where he 
was supposed to be, had kept him from running 
back the way he had come and begging to be 
taken home. 

The community that had sponsored him would 
have helped him to find a job, friends to 
suppor t him and he would have been with 
people who prayed as he did, but the city 
terrified him. They said that there were no 
bombs in these cities, that there were no 
rocket s fired in the night but he heard the 
sirens and didn't really believe them. He 
couldn't sleep and yet he was so tired from 
being afraid. From the men he shared the 
apartment with he learned that there were 
buses that went into the mountains so he took 
the little bit of money that the community had 
given him, a plastic bag with the one change of 
clothes and the few toiletries he possessed 
and he went to the depot. At the bus depot he 
pointed to the mountains and said in his best 
English, "I want to go there." The ticket seller 
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had looked at him very suspiciously but he had 
given him a ticket and had waved him to a bus. 
When the bus stopped he got off. He felt safe 
in the hills. 

He asked the bus driver where to go for a job 
and the driver took him to the manse of a 
church where the Minister gave him a room for 
the night. The Minister of the church had 
contacted the members of the community that 
had sponsored him and the community had 
wanted him to return to the city, but he 
wouldn't go and so eventually, over the weeks 
and months that followed he had found a job, 
then two, then three. He lived in one room in a 
house owned by an elderly member of the 
Minister's church; saved his meager wages and 
in the few precious hours that were his own he 
walked the streets of this small town and 
practiced his English on anyone who would talk 
back to him. Eventually he rented a small 
apartment. Then one beautiful day, he got 
back on the bus and went back to the city and 
back to the airport ... only for a day ... where 
he had felt the old panic rising in his stomach 
and throat threatening to choke him again, 
unt il out of the churning whirl of people, two 
faces stood out, precious beyond measure ... his 
wife, and his very young son. 

His wife, who spoke no English at all, was not 
happy in the small town where he was beginning 
to make a new life for them. He had been 
frightened in the city. She was frightened of 
everything and everyone in this new land. He 
saw other people at work but she was 
completely alone. He knew now that most of 
the people in this small town were very nice but 
his wife could not even go down to the market 
to buy food, so he spent every minute he could 
spare teaching her the basics of the language 
she would have to master to become a citizen 
of this land. She cried every day. If they 
lived in the city she begged, she would have a 
few people at least, to talk to in her own 
tongue. 

One night, very late because he worked such 
long hours, her crying woke their son, and the 
little boy began to cry too, so he left his wife 
to dry her tears and took the chi.ld outside into 
the dark cool night and began to walk with him, 
and his son asked him, "Why do we stay here 
when it makes Mama cry? Why can't we go 
home?" 

"Because," he answered, "this is our home now. 
Life wi II be better for us here." 

"How?" his child asked innocently. 

As t hey walked on through the night he had 
wondered how to answer the child's question; 
for his son, for his wife who mourned the loss 
of all familiar, for himself and all the hard 
work done and yet to come. And he thought of 
the land of their birth; the beautiful land so 
dear t he loss of it still made his heart ache, 
now r ipped and torn and divided to the last 
measure by both love and hate. He thought 
about the street they walked this night with 
the bulk of the mountains at their backs, the 
people who called this street, 'home,' most of 
whom had never heard a shot fired in anger, 
who considered anyone who argued over whose 
version of God was best, to be a fool. Who 
lived a peace he would not have believed 
possible a few years ago. How could he explain 
so much to one so small, so young? 

At the end of the street he paused, as he had 
learned to do, and looked both ways before 
taking his son's hand and leading him across to 
the ot her side of the road, and as he looked 
down and saw the confusion on his son's small 
face he knew, quite suddenly, that he had 
found an answer. 

He t ook a few steps off the street and sat 
down with his back against a tree, and drawing 
his son down he pointed to a sign at the corner 
of the road. It was about two feet across, 



The Stop Sign * 

octagonal in shape and painted a bright red. In 
the middle of the sign a word was printed. "Do 
you know that word?" he asked his son. 

"Yes. Mama said it means we must stop." 

"Your Mama is a wise woman. That is exactly 
what it means." 

They sat together in the dark silence, the man 
waiting, the child wondering. After a long time 
just when the man thought his son had fallen 
asleep, a car came down the road, slowly 
stopped at the sign and then passed on down 
the street and into the night. 

"Why do you think the man driving that car did 
that?" the man asked his son. 

"Because the sign says 'stop'?" the child 
ventured cautiously. 

"Yes." the man smiled down at the child. "Good 
for you! But why did the driver stop just 
because the sign said so. It is night and there 
are no other cars or people around. So why do 
what the sign says?" 

"I don't know." said the boy. 

"In the country where we were born," the man 
said, "only a few people make the laws for 
everyone. Sometimes the laws are good but 
often they are not and when the laws are not 
good people get hurt because they do not want 
to obey a law they feel is wrong or bad. That is 
why our life will be better in this new land. 

That stop sign was put there by all the people 
who live on this street. They do not want 
anyone to be hurt so they had the sign put up. 
In this country all the people make the laws so 
all the people obey the laws all the time. Even 
when nobody is there to see them do it." 

And they sat there together for a long time, 
the man with the stranger's face and his son, 
watching the cars with their bright headlights 
coming to the crossing in the middle of the 
dark, quiet night and gliding to a stop at the 
sign. hen they walked back to the apartment 
in a new land they would learn to call 'home'. 

Or at least this is what 
the son told me many years later when I went 
to his wedding. He knows now, better than 
most, probably, since he is a lawyer, that not all 
the laws in our fair land are made by all the 
people, and not all of the laws that are made by 
the people are obeyed by all the people. But he 
also knows that most of the laws, the 
import ant ones anyway, are obeyed ... even 
when no one is watching. Which is when it 
counts most. 

Which is nothing to be taken for 
granted, in this peaceful land of my birth. 

Ri kki Cameron 0 

],' 



Directory 

Baumgart, Roy and Eleanor (Prayer Chain) 613-831-4564 
Boutilier, Susan (Rector's Warden) 613-831-5369 
Cameron, Rikki (Peoples Pulpit Editor) 613-720-1234 
Chapman, Susan (Grocery Certificates) 613-836-5476 

Clarke, John (Fellowship and Fundraising) 613-831-7704 
Clarke, Merilee (Drama Group) 613-831-7704 
Clement, Diane (Coffee Hour and Bazaar) 613-825-6223 
Dalphy, Pat (ACW, PP Advertizing) 613-836-3803 
Drew, Tanya (Pastoral Care) 613-8369944 
Gillen, Don (Choir Director) 613-695-3314 
Graham Gary (Website Manager) 
Grahame, John (Member at Large) 613-831-2414 
Hall, Liz (Member at Large) 613-831-4072 
Lomas, Bob (Envelope Secretary) 613-836-5741 
Lomas, Suan (Chair of GIFT Program 613-836-5229 
McCaig, Rev. Jane (Incumbent Priest) 613-838-7223 

. McCaig, Bob (Bookkeeper and Facilities Chair) 613-838-7223 
O'Shaughnessy, Gwelda (Cemetery Committee) 613-599-7125 
Passmore, Mary (Open Table, Cornerstone) 613-836-2876 
Passmore, William (Long Range Planning) 613-836-2876 
Reinhard, Pierre (Synod Rep) 613-838-5781 
Stevenson, Lyle (Counters Chair) 613-831-5499 
Stone, Margaret (People's Warden) 613-836-4152 
Thomas, Leah (Youth Leader) 613-836-1457 
Tilgner, Robin (Mission and Outreach) 
Watson-Laird, Naomi (Junior Choir Director) 

613-831-2709 
613-836-6 706 

- - -------- -
The People's Pulpit is the official newsletter of St. 
Thomas Anglican Church Stittsville. All material 
contained within is copyrighted either to the author 
or to St. Thomas Anglican Church Stittsville. 
Where this newsletter contains third party 
submissions it is assumed that that material is also 
copyrighted and that permission to reprint has been 
obtained by the individual submitting the article. 

the 'Cap't John' stories are copyrighted to John 
Graham. 
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FEED & SEED (1982) LTD. 

2079 Carp Road 
Stittsville, Ontario 
KOA 3GO Office: 836-6880 

• HEATING 
• AIR CONDmONING 
• VENTILATION 
• RESIDENTIAL & 

iiiiiiiiiii._liiiiilliiiiiiliiiii.ii .. !iii-____ COMMEROAL 

110 Westhunt Drive, Carp KOA lLO 

Telephone: {613) 836-5611 Fax: (613) 836-1974 

www. temproservices.com 

KUMON MATH AND READING CENTRE 

Marilee Clarke 
Kumon Math and Reading ·Instructor 

STITTSVILLE KUMON CENTRE 

Stittsville 
Small Animal Clinic 
Veterinary Services for Do&s and Cats 

Dr. V. Bennett, Owner 
Or. A. Randall, Associate 
Dr. C. MacKinnon, Associate 

Weekdays: 9:00 a.m. - 7:00p.m. 

By appointment only 

Tel: 613-836-5040 
1648 Stittsville Main Street 
Stittsville, Ontario K2S 1 A6 

www.stitts vi llesmalla nima lclinic.ca 

SHARCRAFT 
ole SHARON SHouLDICE 

ALTERAnONS 
DRESSMAKING 

& OTHER SEWING 

1 04 Lanigan Crescent 
Sttltsville, Ontario K2S 1 C5 
Tel: 613-836-5191 
sharonshouldlceOyahoo.ca 

"Hoosebound" -I will come to )IOU I 

SPECIALIZING IN 
QUALITY REPAIRS & SERVICE TO ALL 

FOREIGN & DOMESTIC VEHICLES 
SINCE 1984 

836-2284 TEL: 613-831-2577 
1300 Stittsville Main Street #1 08 CELL: 613-591-9351 
Stittsville ON 

Proprietor 20 76 Carp Road 
Carp, Ontario FRANK MAVIGLIA 
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Bring us your dreams, 
We can make them come true. 

MATT W. WIGNEY 
President 

P.O. Box 955 Stittsville, Ontario K2S 181 

www.wigneyhomes.com 

(613) 836-6888 



Nancy Allen 
Sales Representive 

613-831-7645 DIRECT 
613-831-9628 BUSINESS 
613-831-6745 FPC( 

nancyallen@coldwellbanker.ca 
W\VW. turntheallenkey. com 

COLDWELL BANKER 

FIRST OTTAWA REALTY 
BROKERAGE 
2 Holbin Street, Stittsville ON 
K2S 1C4 
www. coldwellbanker.ca 

~ Assante 

Bruce Kerr, B.A., CFP 
Senior Financial Advisor 

leeAnn MCKinstry 
Business Associate 

Assante Capital 
Management Ltd. 

5 Blackburn Avenue, 
3rd. Floor 
Ottawa, Ontario K1N 8A2 1 

Tel: (613) 567-8266 
Bruce Ext 224 

LeeAnn Ext 225 
Fax: (613) 567-8269 

E-mail: bkenOassante.com 
E-mail: lmdcinstryOassante.com 
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Flame Cats Studio 

Rikki Cameron: Design 
Melissa McKelvey: Lampworker 

------- ------ ·----------

1 OB - 6081 Hazeldean Road, Stittsville, Ontario K2S 1 B9 
Phone: (613) 831-2591 Fax: (613) 831-3036 E-mail: stittsville@bellnet.< 

Open Weekdays 6:00am to 9:00pm 

REG. MASSAGE THERAPY AVAILABLJ 
www.stittsvillephysio.ca 

. ~ 

Fine and Funky Jewelry for the discr iminat ing collector. 
Memorial beads and pendents: people and pets; give the gift that lasts. 

Tel: 613-720-1234 ~vwv.; fj_yrnec:atsstudio@gmail.com 




