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0 come, 0 come, Emmanuel, 
and ransom captive Israel 

that mourns in lonely exile here 
until the Son of God appear. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
shall come to you, 0 Israel. 

--- . 

The First Sunday of Advent this year began with the dedication of a beautiful new Advent 

wreath given to the glory of God in loving memory of her parents and sister by Hilary 
Shouldice. As the first candle was lighted we began the journey toward the joyous 
celebration of Christmas. Advent is a time of anticipation and preparation for the coming 
of the Christ child. Each year assorted pamphlets, Advent Calendars and even devotional 

books are made available for this purpose. This year I am reading a book called, "Watch 
for the Light." It is an anthology of writings from classic and contemporary writers. 

The introduction rang true for me and I would like to share it with you: 

"Though Advent (literally "arrival") has been observed for centuries as a time to 
contemplate Christ's birth, most people today acknowledge it only with a blank look. For 

the vast majority of us, December flies by in a flurry of activities, and what is called "the 
holiday season" turns out to be the most stressful time of the year. 

It is also a time of contrasting emotions. We are eager yet frazzled; sentimental, yet 
indifferent. One minute we glow at the thought of getting together with our family and 

friends; the next we feel utterly lonely. Our hope is mingled with dread, our anticipation 
with despair. We sense the deeper meanings of the season but grasp at them in vain; and 
in the end all the bustle leaves us frustrated and drained. 

Even we who do not experience such tensions-who generally love Christmas-often miss 

its point. Content with candles and carols and good food, we bask in the warmth of 
familiar traditions, in reciprocated acts of kindness, and in feelings of general goodwill. 
How many of us remember the harsh realities of Christ's first coming; the dank stable, the 
cold night, the closed door of the inn? How many of us share the longing of the ancient 

prophets, who awaited the Messiah with such aching intensity that they foresaw his arrival 

thousands of years before he was born? 



Mother Teresa once noted that the first person to welcome Christ was John the Baptist, 

who leaped for joy on recognizing him, though both of them were still within their mother's 

wombs. We, in stark contrast, are often so dulled by superficial distractions that we are 

~ incapable of hearing any voice within, let alone listening to it. Consequently, the feeling we 

know as Christmas cheer lacks any real connection to the vital spirit that radiated from 

the manger." 

The season of Advent affords each one of us time to do some inward spiritual preparation 

for the coming of our Lord at Christmas. Take time this year. Give yourself a break from 
the hustle and bustle. Come to church. Take time to read, reflect and pray. Remember 

that Jesus, Emmanuel, was born into the world in time-and remember that Jesus the 

Christ promised to come again. 

In this season of Advent we sing" 0 Come, 0 Come, Emmanuel." Let's ready ourselves for 

His coming. 

God's blessing to each of you as we journey together to the light and peace of Christmas. 

Jane+ 

Plough Publishing House, Watch for the Light: Readings for Advent and Christmas (Maryknoll, N.Y.: 
Orbis Books, 2004). pp xiii, xiv. Used with permission. 
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Advent Services: 

December 16th 
10:30 am 
Advent Lessons and 
Carols Service 

December 23rd 
10:30 am 
Christmas Pageant 

Christmas Eve Celebrations: 
December 24th 
4:30pm Family Eucharist 
7:45 pm Carol Sing 
8:00 pm Holy Eucharist 

Christmas Day Celebration: 
December 25th 
10:00 am Holy Eucharist 

1st Sunday after Christmas: 
One Service only 
December 30th 
9:00 am Holy Eucharist 

The Epiphany of our Lord: 
Returning to 8:30 and 10:30 on 
January 6th 2013 

Ash Wednesday 
February 13th 7:00pm 
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Parish Registry: 
~ 

Baptisms: 

On November 25th, 2012, two new 
members were welcomed into the 
Christian family through the 
Sacrament of Baptism. They were 
Karson William Clement and Gwendolyn 
Yolande Celeste Paquin. 

May God bless them and keep them 
always. 

Deaths: 

We give thanks for the lives of Evelyn 
Hawkes, Joan Isabelle Thorneycroft 
and Betty Mavis Greenstreet. 

Rest eternal grant to them, 0 Lord. 
·And let light perpetual shine upon 
them. 

EPITAPH for ROLAND WALLS written by 
ROLAND WALLS 
Born jnto hegven April 7 2011 

"Keep therefore LOVE to be praised, shewn, 
and treasured in silence- bring all things, all 
mankind, and all circumstances into the Light 
of that Love, Keep the poverty of LOVE which 
is the secret of joy and by which you will make 
many rich. So great is this calling that I leave 
you that to fail in it is worth more than success 
in any other. Keep to Love as Love keeps you 
and still keeps my poor soul that in earthly life 
so often betrayed HIM whom it loved. 
May He who transfigured by LOVE transfigure 
us all as He brings us to glory. AMEN" 

Submitted by Karen Ann 



That is right! God's Garden. 

Well, a garden filled with God's beautiful 
children just waiting to be nurtured and loved 
so they can grow in faith and blossom in 
amazing and unexpected ways. We are planting 
this garden and need your help. Will you 
consider being a gardener? We started with 
12 children and have grown to nearly 30. 

The Seedlings (3, 4 and 5 year olds) The Roots 
and Shoots ( 6, 7 and 8 year olds) and the 

I 

Branches and Vines (9- 11 year olds) will gather ~ 

in the Rainbow Room to sing, pray and read the f 
bible together. (The older class joins the Roots i, 
and Shoots until we can f ind a teacher or two ·~~ 

and that we all have been given gifts to 
further Jesus teachings so we must all work 
together. No one is greater than another. 

Week Three- We began with a game called 
'Jesus has many Names' Parents and children 
formed a telephone circle and we whispered 
His names all around until everyone knew them 
and we shouted them out loud. We then used 
one of his names and played Messiah Popcorn 
using the parachute. Great Fun!! 

Week Four- We were very lucky to spend our 
Family Faith time with Mary Passmore and her 
guitar as she shared new songs and some 
favourite with us. Thank you so much Mary. 
We also shared a song with the upstairs crowd 
and I am sure that, if you were there, you felt 
the love, as showers of hearts were tossed in ::g~:::~t;on ;son go;ng so you haven't m;ssed · 

it. Each registered child will receive their very 
own 'Spark' bible to read at home and to bring 
each Sunday to read in their class. They wi II 

·r the air and into the congregation. 
I. 

also paint their own flower or critter on our 
God's Garden wall mural. If they haven't done 
so already, talk to me. Take a peek at this 
growing work of art in the Rainbow Room 
Downstairs. 

The family Faith Activity 10:00 - 10:20 We 
are all God's family so you are all invited. All 
ages !! It is a great way to share your faith 
with God's children and for them to share 
their new faith with you. Every activity ties in 
with the lesson you hear in church. 

Here is what we have been yp to 

Week One- Isaiah's Call from God. We played 
an action game called "Send Me". (The red 
jelly beans were a real hit) 

Week Two- Who is the greatest? We played a 
game to discover that Jesus is the greatest 

I ~ Week Five - God Created - so can we - We 
·came to God's Garden to listen to how the 
bible tells the story about how God created 
the world. It "sounded" like fun. (In the Spark 
bible there are lots of sound effects) so we 

() ' set to creating our own original and exquisite 
creations with many colours of playdough, 
feathers, ribbon, chenille stems etc. Great fun 
seeing how God must have felt and the hard 
work and the love that went into it. It made us 
all thankful for the amazing world He made for 
us to live in. 

Week Six- Trust in God. We learned a little 
about how important it is to Trust God as we 
followed an obstacle course around the church 
hall. Then the children were blind-folded and 
trusted their parents to lead them around 
safely. Then .... you guessed it- the parents 
were blind-folded and trusted their children to 
guide them in 'blind faith' I think we all 
learned a little more about having faith in God. 



Week Seven- We had a rousing game Musical 
Chairs .... with a twist. It was fun to have the 
parents join in and learn how we are all equal in 
God Is eyes with the added benefit of learning 
each others names and becoming more of a 
family together. 

Week Eight- She shoots!!!! She scores!!!! He 
shoots !!! He scores !!! 
We sure had fun aiming for the goals God has 
set for us. We had 2 hockey nets and lots of 

beanbags and three goals. #1 to love God withJ 
all we have #2 to love everyone else as God 
loves us and #3 to keep trying. , , 

Week Nine- Shutterbug" A lot goes on before ~ 
worship begins at 10:30. Our families were ~ 

given a camera and took candid shots all around ~·I 
the church from 1:00 to 10:15. See the results 
in the foyer. 

( . 
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Week Ten- St. Thomas Reaches Out. Robin 1{ 
Tilgner brought the message home of how our .' 
outreach helps all around the world. Imagine \~1 
children earring gallons of water for miles \h ,, 
every day just to have survive. Well, we tried. ~'\\ 
It was a real learning experiene. Thanks Robin. \ 

.1· 
Join our Family Faith Activity and learned that 1\'\ 
faith+ family =fun. l \ 

pl 

More news- The Spark curriculum goes online! 
Making it easier than ever to nurture our 
children in God Is Garden. No Experience 
needed- just a love for children. PLEASE 
think about helping once or twice. You just 
need to take the first step. God promises to 
guide you the rest of the way. 
You will be amazed!! 

Jesus said to trust God and he will provide. 
I'm trusting. 

Cheers, Merilee 
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When all the world comes to stillness, 

There is a movement in the soul 

Of warming love and wholeness 

Like bells that begin to toll 

The midnight hour of Christ Mass. 

This darkest point of the year 

Is filled with heavenly light- not past -

But fresh, new- challenging all fear. 

When all the world comes to stillness, 

The ever present now 

Reveals its bliss in fullness-

Can human beings know how? 

The midnight hour of Christ Mass, 

This brightest point of the year, 

In immeasurable love and gentleness 

Unveils Christ in our hearts so dear. 

Karen Ann McKinna 2009 



In November 2012 we participated in a 
Habitat for Humanity trip to Nicaragua. 42 
of us from Ottawa-Gatineau and Eastern 
Ontario went to La Gallina which is 10 
minutes inland from the Pacific Ocean in 
central west Nicaragua. Our task was to 
construct water mains in the community of 
360 families. 

Pure water is critical to the improvement 
of life in Nicaragua. The existing wells are 
severely polluted with eco li and other 
contaminants resulting in early kidney 
failure, cancer and other illnesses. This 
results not only in low life expectancy (45 
years, but also pus the employment of 
people in sugar cane fields and the sugar 
mills at risk .. Workers who have these 
ailments are let go by the Sugar Cane 
Company resulting in loss of health 
benefits and loss of income. This project 
will resolve the root cause of the 
community's difficulties resulting in I 
improved health, improved employment and 
a better qual ity of life. Most importantly it 

1 
delivers hope to the community that life 
will be better for the future generations. I 
We completed 150 metres of water main. 
We dug a ditch 4 feet deep by 2 feet wide. I 
We placed sand in the dit ch, the pipe was 
laid on top and then we covered it with I 
more sand. The ditch was then backfilled. 
The pipe was tested and we saw the water 
flow. It was very satisfying! 

We also had several cultural exchange 
opportunities. We took educational, 
medical and soccer supplies. We visited a 
primary school and a local hospital where 
we were able to donate these supplies. 
Both of us had the opportunity to play 
soccer with the children. 

Many did crafts with the children. Several 
of the local fami lies joined us for the build 
and there was the opportunity to talk 
about family, work and soccer with them 
using our limited Spanish. 

The community leaders were the local 
pastors. The Iglesia Evangelica Libre 
( Free Evangelical Church) welcomed us and 
thanked us for our efforts. Our time at La 
Gallina finished with a wonderful 
celebration including soccer, pinata, 
musical chairs and dancing. 

We had a great opportunity to share with 
the delightful Nicaraguan people, to make 
a significant contribution and to enjoy 
their beautiful country. We plan to do a 
more detailed presentation to the 
congregation in the New Year. 

William and Mary Passmore 
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Volunteer Honour Roll 

Our recent Christmas concert could not have 
gone as smoothly as it did without the help of 
the following people. 

Audrey Robinson and Naomie Watson-Laird 
starred as ticket-takers and sellers at the 
door. Rod McCorkell, John Bottriell and Bob . ; 
McCaig set up the concert space faster than a 
speeding bullet. And John and Bob were 
around to return the altar and the altar rail to 
their rightful places after the concert was 
over. 

In the kitchen, Robin Tilgner and Pat Dalphy \' 
helped to set up the cups, food tables and get 
a head start on cutting squares for later ~ 
consumption. (Only a few were tested to make ~ 
sure they were okay for everybody else to eat.) 
In the evening it was the amazing team of 
Brenda Miller, Liz Norris and Sylvie Dawes 

whose ever-moving hands made coffee, made.J· 
tea and replenished the food tables as the 
hordes enjoyed the feast . . · 

The members of the Senior Choir, plus 
reinforcements from Cornerstone and Parish 
Council made the delicious cookies and squares 
that everyone enjoyed. 

And after it was all over, Sylvie, Liz, Brenda, 
Diane Lachance, and Luc Faucon did the dishes 
and cleaned up in the kitchen, while Bob McCaig 
made sure all was in order in the church. 
Thanks to a great team for helping to make the 
concert a success. 

Barb. Bottriell 

a ..... - - ~a : ·~ 
ADVENT WORD SEARCH 

Words can be forward, backwards, 
horizontal, vertical or on the diagonal. 
The only letter not used is the letter 
"X". In ancient times the letter "X" 
was the numeric designation for "ten". 

Advent 
Bethlehem 
Christmas 
Egypt 
Emmanuel 
Frankincense 
Galilee 

Jerusalem 
Joseph 
Judaea 
Mary 
Myrrh 
Nazareth 
Shepherds 
Stable 
WiseMen 

Gold 
Herod 

LEUnAmmETE 
N~\JDAEANSS 
GrALLLEEXAN 
8WZXSVESmE 
EIXADXLOTC 
TSDARXBSSN 
HELXEEAEII 
LmOXHXTPRK 
EEGY-~TSt:IHN 
HNRHERODCA 
EAXXHRRYmR 
mELASURE:SF 
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Ahoy Shipmates! Here we are again sailing into · jib). I called my watch leader (a fine 
the Christmas season and we are once again experienced young seaman) to take the boys 
aboard S.T.A. 'Malcolm Miller' on a passage and go forward and take in the outer jib. The 
from Brest, France to Cork, Ireland. British call this procedure 'handing'. The 

We were in a brisk wind after leaving Brest, 
about 12 noon with a gale of about 30 knots 
blowing from the southwest. Our course was 
set for Cork, Ireland, (formerly Queenstown). 
As the afternoon wore on, the wind veered 
fruther to the northwest. I had the first 
dogwatch (4 to 6 p.m.). The wind was on our 
port quarter and we were under reduced sail. 
This vessel sure could hold a course with a 
minimum of wheel work and sail handling. It 
was exhilarating!! 

I went off watch at 6 p.m., had dinner did some 
reading from the nautical library and hit the 
bunk, with a middle watch of midnight to 4 a.m. 
coming up.I came up on deck complete with 
oi !skins and sea boots and got the lowdown on 
wind, sea and course, what sai l she was wearing 
and a weather report. We were shortened 
down to near storm sail and pitching into the 
sea and rolling down, putting the starboard rail 
close to going under. 

foredeck (foc'sle deck) was taking water green 
over the bow in the gusts. The watch leader 
replied, "yes,Sir, but I am not looking forward 
to this job!" I didn't blame him!! They went 
forward and had their safety lines snapped on. 
I could not see the bow about 100 fe.et ahead 
due to the spray and the weather. I could hear 
and see the flapping outer jib banging and 
crashing and experience told me it could be big 

·
1 

trouble. 

told me the sail had jammed halfway down and 
11 was stuck! I had him take four more boys to 

try and hand it down. In a few minutes he 
I' t came back to tell me "No go!" What to do?? ll; As a last resort I called the Bosun and his 

mate whose quarters were in the stern of the 
ship. They came forward in their pajamas on 

. the double. As the bosun passed the bridge, he 
I ~·looked at me and muttered, "Yachty sailor!!" If 

I the sail blew out , the Captain would be most 
unhappy to say the least! The bosun was a 

._, permanent Royal Navy Leading Seaman with 
The watch was changed at 12 midnight with 
thirteen boys, the watch leader, the navigation ~ •. 
officer and myself. My counterpart officer 

10m years under his belt, one of the best there 
is. They went forward and believe me I did not 
envy them one bit! After what seemed like an 
eternity (probably ten minutes!) the sail and his watch were ready to go below, dry off , 

and hit the bunks. Some were seasick ... no fun 
there! What a night to be at sea! 

By 1:30 a.m. the wind hit 35 knots, (Force 8 on 
the Richter Scale - Force 12 is a hurricane!) 
We were close-hauled with the wind continuing 
to veer to the northwest. If the wind stayed 
in this position we could still make Belfast 
around daylight. The 'Miller' was under three 
headsails (jibs), all square sails furled, and only 
the mizzen reefed. We pulled 8 - 9 knots with 
the lee rail close to going under in the gusts 
and labouring under the press of sail. It was 
time now to take in another head sail (outer 

flapping stopped and peace returned to the 
foredeck. The bosun and his mate came aft 
and passed me once again with his "Yachty 
sailor!" comment! I ignored the slur ... he had 
done his job! The sail was down and the ship 
was labouring less. The sail was only slightly 
damaged and the crew was in good shape, 
except for being very wet and cold. 

i My watch leader finally came back to the 
t bridge and I asked him how he had done it. 

·/!!; "Well Sir, it was like this. The bosun got a 
l t large marlin spike, stuck it in his mouth, went 

u 



-~.......--====-'"' ... ~~~--- ·---· . .:.. 

-.-.:~ 
Sea Stories of Yesterday and Today: by Cap't John 

' ... 
out on the bowsprit and climbed the outer stay 
over the flapping sail to the jammed halyard 
shackle attached to the halyard. He inserted 
the spike in the shackle, had us haul away, and 
it all came loose. We then hauled on the 
downhaulline and down came the sail and the 
bosun to the bowsprit." Then the watch leader 
and the boys furled the sail with storm lashings 
and came aft for further orders. They had 
accomplished the near impossible, short of 
losing the sail! 

The next day I found out that the bosun went 
aloft on that flapping sail without any safety 
lines!! Had he been knocked off with the 
heavy, flapping sail, he would have gone 
overboard and been lost and drowned. I still 
shudder when I think of the consequences! 

However the bosun was still aboard with the 
crew and all was well!! 

That's another story from my sea locker!! I 
wish you all a Merry Christmas and a fair wind 
and a following sea!! 

By: John Grahame 
W/0 Royal Navy (Ret.) 

July 1970, the Irish Sea lj. 

STV Winston Churchill 
STV Malcolm Miller 

,q. 
Legend: 

1. Flying Jib 
2. Outer Jib 
3. Inner Jib 
4. Fore Staysail 
5. Fore Topsail (square sail) 
6. Fore Rafee 
7. Fore Gaff Mainsail 
8 . Fore Gaff Topsail (behind 5. & 6.) 
9. Mainsail 
10. Main Topsail 
11. Mizzen Mainsail 
12. Foredeck or Foc'sle 
14. Bridge 
15. Stern 
16. Bow Sprit 
17. Fore Mast 
18. Main Mast 
19. Mizzen Mast 



Our Snowflake Bazaar & Luncheon has 
come and gone for another year and I 
just want to send out a big thank you to 
the congregation, for coming together 
again to make it such a success. 

The bazaar committee: MaryAnne; 
Leah; Heather; Ruby; Dolly; Ann; Gert; 
Sue; Ross; Mary A.; Sylvia; Lyle and 
Doreen did an amazing job again and I 
thank them for giving 100i'o to their 
specific areas. 

Our volunteer list was a little slow in 
getting filled up this year and I did 
have a few heart flutters. Thanks to 
everyone who worked on any part of 
the bazaar, for coming through before 
the big day with your volunteer help. 

It took 3 days to prepare the 
Christmas puddings in the church 
kitchen and another day to bake 
cookies as a team. Volunteers helped 
set up the church hall all day Friday, 
the day before the bazaar. On 
Saturday we opened our doors and 
greeted the community for the big 
event with another big bunch of 
volunteers. 

It takes the whole congregation to put 
on our annual bazaar and luncheon and 
each of you who attended the bazaar, 
baked, made soup, donated items to 
the various tables and/or donated your 
time before, during and after the 
bazaar, a great big thank you. 

If you would like to be a member on 
the bazaar committee, you are more 
than welcome. I have 2 specific 
openings that need filling before our 
2013 bazaar. 

Committee Chairperson for the 
Used Book Area 

Assistant Committee 
Chairperson for the Silent 
Auction Area 

It was my pleasure to be the Co
ordinator of the Bazaar and Luncheon 
at St. Thomas and I look forward to 
doing it all over again on November 2, 
2013. 

Submitted by: 

Diane Clement- Snowflake Bazaar & 
Luncheon Co-ordinator. 



The Christmas Cactus 

My Mother's Christmas Cactus is blooming. 
It sits beside me on the end table as I 
write this , and while it is only the 
beginning of November, it will, if past 
history is anything to go by, bloom through 
the winter months into February. I call it 
my mother's cactus because I have a 
nervous feeling that she still haunts the 
house I live in. I view this as a good thing, 
my Celtic/ Aboriginal genes being fertile 
ground for spirits. 

When my Father unexpectedly died many 
decades ago I didn't miss him much 
although I loved him and we were close to 
each other. It never seemed like he had 
left since my mother continued to talk to 
him like he was still in the house with us. 
In that she was like her own mother who 
cursed my maternal grandfather to a fair
thee-well when he had the nerve to stop 
drawing mortal breath just weeks short of 
his one hundredth birthday. My 
grandmother viewed my grandfather's 
death as tantamount to desertion. She 
never forgave him and never stopped 
telling him so. When a visitor at the 
laying-in tried to commiserate with my 
grandmother she met with a disgusted 
"Tah! He could be about and doing for me 
yet! There's plenty as does!" As we left 
the house after the funeral, Granny said to 
Mom, "I'll be next then, so you'd best have 
this." and she handed my mother the 
Christmas cactus. In case you are curious, 
my grandmother wasn't the "next in the 
family" to pass on, but that is another 
story. 

The "gift" of the Christmas cactus 
surprised me at the time although it didn't 

seem to surprise my mother. We weren't 
"plant" people. My father hated anything 
green including the vegetables on his 
dinner plate. Our yard had grass because 
my mother insisted on it as a concession to 
neighborhood standards, but there were 
no flower beds around the house and of 
the two trees on the property, one was 
planted by the city and the other was a 
"bush" tree that my father bunged into 
the back yard in the most inappropriate 
spot "because some day he was going to 
move it." The city eventually cut it down 
because it had grown to sixty feet high 
and was a danger to the hydro wires. 

Indoors reflected the situation in the 
yard. Mum had violets - briefly- they 
being the suburban indoor greenery of 
choice in the late fifties and sixties. She 
tended them faithfully but my Father's cat 
took an unaccountable liking to them and 
ate them down to the roots. Neither Dad 
nor the cat ever went near the Christmas 
cactus though. In some unspoken way they 
understood that if anything happened to 
that plant they would both be out in the 
snow. 

Around this time of the year , when my 
mother was alive, every day, I would watch 
her touch the plant gently and look at it 
closely. Then she would walk away. When 
the f irst tiny pink nodules appeared on the 
in the middle of the brackets she would 
smile and look relieved. Eventually the 
buds and then blossoms would appear, 
shockingly fuchsia against the dark green 
stems. She often had the plant in a fern 
basket in the front window and walking 
home from school the bright promise of 
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those flowers against the snow and bitter and as I was taking off my coat I glanced 
cold reached out to me and to our at the Christmas cactus. One bright 
neighbors in ways no Christmas tree ever beautiful bloom greeted me and I'm sure it 
did. I'm sure at one time every house on was a gift from my mother. 
the street had "a cutting" from that plant. 

If I have inherited anything from my 
father it is his black thumb. The best way 
for me to ensure a plant's survival is to 
leave it alone, so when Mum passed on in 
January of the year, the Christmas cactus 
went through a period of benign neglect. 
Occasionally I would remember to water it 
but in the midst of my mourning that was 
the extent of my interest in it. As Spring 
rolled around I seemed to remember that 
Mum put it outside in the Summer, so I 
stuck it out on the front porch and forgot 
about it entirely. Throughout the Summer 
it made do with what ever nature saw fit 
to provide. 

In the Fall of the year I was cleaning up 
around the house and picked up the pot 
with the Christmas cactus. The pot was 
surprisingly light, mainly because the soil 
and the plant itself had dried out almost 
to the point of non-existence. I remember 
thinking, "Is this thing worth keeping?" and 
at that time, it wasn't. I was about to 
throw it in the garbage when I saw, in my 
mind's eye, my mother touching the green 
stems so full of promise, as the snow 
swirled outside the window. I suddenly 
felt both guilty and sad. Guilty because I 
had neglected something my beloved 
mother had cherished and sad because I 
missed her so. I brought the cactus in to 
the house, repotted it and fertilized it and 
watched its slow recovery. It didn't bloom 
that Fall which didn't surprise me- but in 
January I came home from work on the 
first anniversary of my mother's passing 

Years have passed. I am still in the slow 
process of downsizing. In going through 
my mother and father's memento's I am 
constantly amazed at the things people 
cherish and keep. So much of what we 
treasure and value wouldn't fetch much in a 
marketplace, but it's price is beyond 
rubies. One of the things that I found was 
a letter from my grandmother asking how 
her great-grandmother's "plant" was 
fairing. That letter explained a lot of my 
own mother's care for the Christmas 
cactus. It also shocked me because it 
meant that the plant I had almost killed 
was close to two hundred years old. 

In my parents time and for uncounted 
centuries before, the household mantra 
was "Use it up, wear it out, make do or do 
without." By those lights , a tropical plant 
that served no useful purpose and that 
bloomed at the wrong time of the year was 
an odd luxury indeed. It would have been 
an even odder luxury for my grandmother. 

The Christmas cactus was a parlor plant in 
my grandmother's house and I found 
myself wondering what it had seen and 
heard in those long ago rooms. How had it 
traveled with my great grand mother who 
followed her soldier husband around the 
world, from Scotland, England, Africa, 
India, Siam (as it was then called,) Hong 
Kong and eventually, Canada? I know my 
Grandmother traveled from Vancouver by 
red river cart to Nelson, British Columbia. 
No wonder it had survived my summer of 
neglect! 
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We have long been accused, fairly I 
believe, of being a throw away society. 
Unfortunately a lot of what we throw away 
will never be recovered because what we 
throw away most easily is our own family 
history. Our own "story". When my 
mother was alive she and our next door 
neighbor used to get together in the 
afternoon for a glass of wine and beyond 
the news of the day the "do you 
remember)'s, would roll ... Often I would 
come home to find several of the younger 
women in the neighborhood had joined in 
the gathering, and they made a point of 
telling me after my mother had passed on, 
how much they enjoyed those times spent 
together, "because of the stories." One 
woman, an immigrant to Canada, told me 
with tears in her eyes "I loved listening to 
your mother and Lil talk. Because of their 
stories I always felt like I lived on this 
street all my life. I was never a stranger 
in this land." And yet these stories are 
the easiest things to lose. We don't have 
time to listen to our family stories. We 
don't have time to care for the things our 
families cherished much less find out why 
they meant so much to them. 

I was lucky I suppose. My family gathered 
around the dinner table every night and 
told our stories of the day. I knew my 
parents well , and loved them and knew that 
they loved me. 

Christmas should be a time of traditions. 
We should have more to pass on to each 
other and our children than gifts which 
cost money. Things we cease to care for 
are never as important as the story ... 
So as I sit here beside my mother's 
Christmas cactus I will share another 
piece of my story with you, gentle reader. 

It is a poem, written in my mother's 
elegant handwriting. I don't know if she 
composed this thought or just wanted to 
send it to my father, but I think it is 
beautiful, and it is something I want you to 
have ... 

"Sometimes trying brings 
no end to care, 

and worries never cease to be, 
so I'll take pleasure 

in past years, 
remembering laughter, 

remembering tears, 
the peace of the 

ever changing sea. 
And friends I knew 

who have come and gone -
whether they are happy 

I do not know, 
but happy am I 

who loved them so." 

May all my readers enjoy a safe and 
pleasant holiday season, and as both my 
Jewish and Muslim neighbors say on all 
such happy occasions - "May your children 
bring you joy!" 

Rikki Cameron 
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~ GOLb OF OBEDIENCE 

Having said a few words in the last People's 
Pulpit about the vow of celibacy I'll make an 
attempt to say a little about the vow of 
obedience. 
• Because of his humble submission, his prayer 
was heard: son though he was, he learned 
obedience in the school of suffering and, once 
perfected, became the source of eternal 
salvation for all who obey him. " Hebrews 5:7. 
We promised at our baptism that we would be 
obedient to Christ, and from time to time we 
renew those promises. In the Book of Common 
Prayer we are exhorted to frame for ourselves 
a rule of life that will include various elements 

The first word of " The Rule of St. Benedict" , 
the foundational document for much of 
western monasticism, is "Listen!" I think that 
the listening attitude is very close to the 

1 
attitude of obedience. Listen before making 

I 1 choices , before making decisions, listen for 
the promptings of L.ove, listen for the voice of 
God in the situation, listen before speaking, 

I 

listen mindfully in prayer and in silence, listen 
~ to your peers, and the authorities in your life. 
~ I don't know about you but I am by nature quite 

impetuous, and would rather run with the 
enthusiasm of the moment, than wait patiently 
for some clear indication of God's will. But it 

geared to assist us in our obedience to God: can be amazing how the will of God can be 
prayer, public worship, stewardship, service to I discerned, and how clear it can be, and what 
others. There is a broad spectrum of ways th.~t ,• joy and assurance and love accompany the 
these can be lived, and have been lived over . It fulfilling of it, the obedience to it. 
two millennia. Within a parish there will be J Yes. Our religion is a religion of Love- love of 
diverse and creative ways of living out the \'-. God, ourselves, our neighbour- and the Law of 
baptismal promise. Someone once said that '\ ~ Love which Jesus gave supersedes the old 
there are as many vocations as there are order of the Law. So, why do I sound as if I am 
people. , fencing myself in with rules, with laws? Why do 
In the early days of Christianity many people \ \ I not just follow the promptings of the Holy 
sought out a mentor, a spiritual father or J Spirit every moment and thus fulfill the Law of 
mother, to assist and guide them in their \ Love? Why, indeed. Well, I guess there never 
Christian journey. There are many recorded ~ would have been a need for parishes, monastic 
accounts of them. Today this is still possible. A communities, or any kind of disciplined church 
spiritual guide can be found in monasteries, life, if we would all be able to clearly discern 
parish churches, retreat centers, retirement the will of God and follow the movement of the 
homes. Anyone may have recourse to the advice Holy Spirit at each moment. I am afraid that I 
of a guide or spiritual friend for a period of would be sanctifying my own will... ... and falling 
time, or for their whole life. In the BCP we are down all over the place even more often than I 
encouraged to seek out a priest for • ghostly already do. 
counsel " when we feel the need. There is much in the church to assist us in 

One may put oneself under obedience to a I obedience to God if only we will avail ourselves 
spiritual director and/or a confessor. The 1

1 
of all that is offered. The Anglican Church has 

understanding is that obedience to God is , / an historical structure of authority in its 
desired and the will of God for one's life is Bishops who are charged with guarding the 
sought. The responsibility on the director is i f faith as handed down from the apostles. The 
awesome. Thomas Merton, the famous monk of ) authority of our contemporaries serving as 
last century, said that only a fool directs him/ . Bishops is a gift to us from God, and our loving 
her self. obedience, our support and respect for the 

) ' authority of the church, constitute our 

/ 
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GOLD OF OBEDIENCE (Continued:) 

response to the Grace of God mediated to us 
through that very structure of authority. 
St. Benedict basically said that obedience is an 
affair of the heart, and he required that of his 
monks, that they be obedient to one another 
with love. Obedience to God is the road to 
freedom, to fulfillment, to living in depth the 
life God has intended for us. 

l I One of the questions that I journey with is ~ I 1 
What can I learn from a monastic lifestyle and ~~ 1

1 

apply to my life in the world? "There is an 111· 
interesting exploration of this topic in a best t 
seller by a Protestant woman, Kathleen Norris. 
The book is entitled ~ The Cloister Walk. " • I 
Here are some quotations on the topic of 
obedience which resonate with me from a book 
written by a long time monk: A. Van Kaam, "The 
Vowed Life ", Dimension books, N.J., 1968: 
~ The healing attitude of obedience is more 
needed today than perhaps ever before, 
because we are more than ever tempted to be 
disobedient. We are inclined to organize our 
lives around certain tasks or preoccupations 
that exclude any message which is not directly 
relevant to our projects. ~ 
• Obedience is the willingness to listen to 
reality as a revelation of possibilities to be 
actualized by a person as the creative center 
of his life situation .... if I reflect upon 
disobedience as a divisive force of isolation, 
fragmentation, and closure, I may see more 
clearly why obedience is a fundamental healing 
attitude.~ 

" .... obedience to Christ is meant to liberate me 
from the anxiety evoked by the presence of 
evil in myself, in others, and in the world. • 

Karen Ann McKinna 

( Revised ) October 2012 
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Poem: June 30 2012 

I saw Mrs. Robin this morning. 
Hopping along the ground disconsolate, slowly, 
Stopping to look up where? Who knows? 
Yesterday her sweet voice chirped an endless 
song of praise to life 
As she perched on the clematis arbour so 
proudly, 
Then swiftly swooping down to the ground 
plucking up an unsuspecting worm 
Carrying it to her fledging in the nest 
on the fencepost next to my window. 

What a size he was! All feathered and set to 
fly. How proud she must have been. 
Was it the fierce wind that passed through 
last night? A larger bird? An animal? Or 
snake? 
This morning the perfectly formed little body 
lay dead on the chair beneath the nest, 
The nest on the ground on the other side of 
the fence. 
It too was a thing of beauty! Intelligently 
engineered to withstand almost every 
adversary 
And positioned on the post sheltering against 
the house. 
No birdsong this morning. Suddenly she flies to 
the fence post and looks around. 
Our eyes meet .. .'I am so very sorry for your 
loss,' I say. She lingers with a steady gaze. 
I feel understood, appreciated. 
Then off. quietly , into the tree and the rest 
of her life. 

Karen Ann McKinna 



The Stones awake around 5 a.m. WoW!!! After 
a big stretch, there must be a yawn? 

One or the other trots off to make a pot of 
tea. The other ......... .... . 
this is so wonderful!!!, the other sets up the 
Scrabble board! Every morning, that early! 
In bed yet!!! 
Relationships can be very complex. I can 
attest and believe that marriage vows are 
taken for life. 
It is those couples I believe; that turn to our 
Father, Pray, communicate, respect, put each 
other first, communicate, pray-led by our 
Father in Heaven 
will survive the many years couples remain 
together for, (grandparents, 65 years, my 
parents - 3 months short of 60 years!) over 
half a century today. 

Dates: who? what? where? when? and my 
goodness WHY???? 

Mr. and Mrs. Stone have a "date" every 
morning!!!!!!!! 

I have found that as we become wiser (older), 
the kids have leave. 
Do you recall doing this ....... alright, no kids, 
"empty nest." Now what? 

Brothers and Sisters, it is called FREEDOM!!!!! 
How wonderful! Geez, now I have to cope with 
just me and B.(my husband) 

How to cope, love, deal with this situation has 
been absolutely A WE SOME!!! 

You may think that the "empty nest" would 
relieve you for the much desired, wanted, 
needed time ..... . 
just for you and your sweet. People tend to fill 
that needed time with other activities. 
Usually activities that are done separately. 
This is the time do something together! 

A new hobby, a sport;i.e. curling, bowling, golf, 
a course .... and yes, SCRABBLE 
in bed on a chilly winter morning with a cup of 
tea, your sweetheart and the mind 
challenging game. 

For B. and ! ......... "Here comes "Date Night!" 

This wonderful scheduled time, purposely set 
aside for you and your significant other. 
A time that, unless called upon, pending your 
vocation; is special!! 

B, and I have from exchanging our Vows to 
today ........ 6 1/2 years now, have 
chose "Friday Night, Date Night," unless 
something important comes up, 
then it's Saturday night. 
If something comes up, then it's Saturday 
night! No weekend, over the past six years has 
been forgotten or overlooked for this time 
together. 

Cozy up in front of a T.V. screen,(surround 
·sound is optimal), finger foods, salad, tofu(oh, 
B. "I don't like it!), Hong Chow's hot and sour 
soup .... 
perhaps some really stinky Blue Cheese (yum!) 
and, of course; a bottle of red wine! 

Does that not give you a wonderful picture in 
your head? Oh, forgot, it's usually an "older" 
film ... B. most definitely prefers the British. 
When is the last time that you as spouses have 

had a date night? 
Even those with children, perhaps not weekly, 
monthly works too! 
No sitter, call ME! 

I write this because Mr. and Mrs. Stone ..... even 
at the ridiculous hour of 5 p.m. !!!!!!! 
Make sure they start their day together, a 
team, and can you picture the LOVE? 

*submitted by permission of: 
Mr. and Mrs. Stone. 



Helping in our own community 

Hidden in plain sight in the heart of Stittsville is an organization that is doing wonderful work with 
children. Called Main Street Community Services, this group works with kids with developmental 
disabilities who often have behavioural and communication difficulties as well . Families are usually at 
crisis point trying to deal with these children when they come for help to Main Street Community 
Services. 

The organization gets some government help, but it depends on donations and fees from parents to 
keep going. It is to this group that we have directed some of our Outreach funds this year. 

The organization is located upstairs at the back of the former Stittsville Public School building, now the 
Banting Alternate School. It offers a school program for kids with developmental difficulties who 
have trouble coping in the regular school system. There are also short-term programs such as Anger 
Management Training, Stress Management and Problem Solving Skills Training. They run six Respite 
Residences as well where kids can live for up to a year. 

The organization has about 40 full-time staff and adds 30 more when they run their summer camps. 
They work with about 250 families a year. The children are high-needs children - some may have a 
brain injury, some may have normal or high intelligence but poor social skills or obsessions, most find 
it difficult to manage in a regular school classroom. 

To the families with children using these services, Main Street Community Services is a lifeline. 
''Every waking hour we were consumed with our son's volatile behaviours. We felt verbally and 
emotionally abused and our home was a toxic war zone," said one mother. But a year after entering 
Main Street's program, the child was able to be reintegrated into his family home. 

This is a local organization doing an extremely valuable job and we hope that the people of our parish 
are happy that we have chosen to direct some of our Outreach money to this work. 
Submitted by Barbara Bottriell 
Outreach Committee 
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Flame Cats Studio 

Rikki Cameron: Design 
Melissa MeKelvey: Lampwork~r 
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Ffne and Funky Jewelry !far the discriminating ~e'lleetor. 
Memorial beads and pensents: people and pets; give the gift that lasts. 

Tel: 613-720-1234 www.flamecatsstudio@gmai_l.com 
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Merilee Clarke 
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STITTSVILLE KliMON CENTRE 
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Stittsville 
Sm~ll Animal Glinic 
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1648 S!fitsville Main Street 
Stittsville, Ontario K2S 1A6 

Dr. V.. Bennett, Owner 
Or~ A.liickertonl Associate 
Dr. C. Ma~kinno~. 1\ss'ociate 

Tel: 61~-836-5040 
Hours:Mon-Frf 8am-7pm 
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SPECIALIZING IN 
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Carp, Ontario 

Bring us your dreams, 
We can make them come true. 

MATT W. WIGNEY 
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P.O. Box 955 Stittsville, Ontario K2S 181 
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