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From the Desk of the Dean
Christmas memories: Hmm . . . I admit that Christmas
is not my favourite season. Given the inevitable
confusion with the secular winter celebrations, and a
lot of unfortunate expectational tension in family and
friendship circles, I find myself strangely relieved by
December the 27th. And the plethora of “Blue
Christmas” Celebrations available in early December
echo my own feelings.
That said, there is one memorable Christmas which
sticks in my mind, and the year of 1983 and place,
Fort Nelson BC, way up, in the NE corner of our
province. It was as cold as one might expect for
December the 24, around -20 degrees Celsius, yet we
all managed to jump on a horse-drawn wagon
complete with jingle bells, with candles glued to the
bottom of glass jars strung from our necks by a soft
cord. As we sang, I heard “Winter Wonderland” for
the first time as we slid through our own local
wonderland on our way to church.
St. Mary Magdalene Anglican Church was and
remains a small dully panelled wooden structure
which could hold around eighty people in a pinch –
and late-night we were indeed thrust together – the
usual congregants and lots of evangelicals from other
congregations who wanted more ritual than what was
on offer in their own spiritual homes.
And my gosh, they sang and sang. I had written a
puppet story “On The Road To Bethlehem” which we
performed for the first time. This almost did not
happen as we built the theatre in the basement without
considering how we could get it out the door. In the
end we cut it in half and hinged two frames together,
and voila, my first dramatic publication described by
one very intelligent school principal as “not bad!”
High praise indeed, for it was “not good” either.
The secular landscape blended well with a traditional
late-night Christmas Eucharist amidst a unique
community of locals and visitors in this resource-
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based Northern BC town where I spent two years in
missionary service. Other stories can be told at other
times; the memory of that icy night makes me smile
as I wonder what this year’s offering will be like.
And I can now admit that other memories do exist,
such as North Wales in 1979, or my first Christmas
Messiah in Toronto in 1981. So more to come, I
guess.
Blessings to all this Advent, Christmas and Epiphany
seasons.
Ken Gray, Dean

Lizzy's Bit
We all have memories of Christmas past - good, bad,
funny, sad, poignant. There is the childhood
Christmas when Santa really came through with that
special wish, then there was the first Christmas when
a special person was forever missing, or the Christmas
without electricity when the turkey dinner turned into
cheese sandwiches.
Early Christmas memories for me are of helping to
decorate the tree. I was very good at accidentally on
purpose dropping balls of sets of decorations I didn’t
like. There were 2 dozen transparent glass balls, 12
red, 12 yellow, 6 small and 6 large of each colour.
They were all that could be had at the end of the war
and they had been found for my newly married
parents by my half brother who was dying. Five or 6
survived my depredations. They are now my most
precious decorations.
Four Christmases stand out in my memory. The first
was the last year I believed in Santa Claus. As we
were heading out to midnight services Mom stopped
at the end of our walk and said "I forgot something,
go on without me, I'll catch up". When we got home,
low and behold, Santa had come while we were at
church. Awhile later I figured it out -- yeah Santa
came alright, aided and abetted by my "forgetful"
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mother and my complicit father.
The next memorable Christmas was the first one
without my dad.
The third was the one that almost wasn't. With
unemployment turned into early retirement, the
decision to move to a warmer clime made, the house
sold and bought the moving date was set for --December 27. The house was down to the bare
essentials with one open box for the last minute items.
The cupboard was bare, but we were determined to
make a Christmas. We took the top of the artificial
tree, put it in a pot of some kind and set it on top of
the TV. I don’t remember what we used for
decorations. Then for Christmas dinner we had
Swanson's Turkey TV dinner – but we had Christmas!
The fourth was my first Christmas alone. I remember
it, yet I don't. I know I abandoned all our old
traditions except the dinner and started new ones of
my own so as not to wallow in self-pity.
And for many years there were the poodles to keep it
interesting.

“Our hearts grow tender with childhood
memories and love of kindred, and we are
better throughout the year for having, in
spirit, become a child again at
Christmastime.”
Laura Ingalls Wilder

Books Review
by Mary Dove
One of my very favorite hymns that I grew up on as a
child was ---“Advent tells us Christ is near,
Christmas tells us Christ is here;
In Epiphany we trace
All the glories of His grace.’
The hymn was written by Arabelle Hankey for her
Sunday School class in London, England in 1888. It
goes on to name the major liturgical seasons of the
year.

It is during this season when we focus on the
Incarnation that we are drawn, again, to the true
meaning of the wonderful gift of the Holy One to
offer us and the world His unimaginable Love and to
accompany us on our life here on earth. Whether we
are remembering the story of the birth of the Christ
Child so long ago or the story of how God entered my
life yesterday, the meaning is the same---and we
rejoice! The following 3 booklets on the season of
Incarnation are on the book cart and will help us to
understand and to experience more of the season.
Manger and Mystery
This book, written by Marilyn Oden invites us to
recover the simplicity of the stable, rekindle the
sacredness of the season, remember the Song of Mary,
reclaim and follow the star and restore our call to live
our life in awareness of God’s presence and in
responsiveness to God’s Love. This adventure invites
us to unwrap the gift of full life, boldly receiving it
and boldly giving it away.
Expecting the Unexpected
This book, written by Blair Meeks, gives us profound
yet gentle insights into the many dimensions of the
season. Through the beauty of written prayers, the
clarity, simplicity and astute reflection on texts, she
provides much material either for the individual or
group study. She lifts up the sense that the season is
like an intense white light holding all other colours
within it which embrace every aspect of Christ’s
ministry and person. She never loses sight of the
practical implications for our own Christlike actions
in our world.
Christmas is not YOUR Birthday
This book, by Mike Slaughter, is a very readable book
and a rather ‘punchy’ reflection on the real meaning
and significance of the season. He invites us to cut
through the hype that leaves us exhausted and empty
at the end of the year and shows us how to experience
the peace of knowing that God really is with us. In 5
short and engaging chapters, the author inspires
readers to approach the season differently and to be
transformed in the process.
I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to
keep it all the year.

Charles Dickens
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The Best Christmas Ever.
by Gina Rose
It was snowing “hags” as we called large flakes and
the window wipers struggled to keep them off the
windshield. The inside of the windows kept freezing
over and I was working feverishly to to clear my
father’s vision of the road . We had smeared the
windscreen with Glycerin as we had been advised, but
it was not very effective. Mum and Dad and we three
children created enough steam to cover the windows
with condensation. The old Citroen had virtually no
heating so we were all well bundled in winter gear
and blankets and did not want to open any windows.
This was Norway in the early 1950 and I was 13 yrs.
old.
We were heading to my “uncle’s” farm and tourist
hotel for a Christmas and New Year holiday three
hours drive north of Oslo where we lived. On top of
the car was tied five large suitcases and five pairs of
cross country skis of various sizes.The five suitcases
contained clothing for ten days of formal wear
including a long gown for Mother and tuxedo for Dad
for New Year’s Eve and of course warm clothing for
skiing and playing in the snow for us children.
The classic black Citroen, maybe a cast off by the
Nazis when they occupied Norway,was hardly built
for Norwegian winter conditions as we would soon
find out. Low, with long, protruding engine and front
wheel drive, we only just reached above the snow
level on the road.
We had come to the point in our journey when we had
to turn off the main road and start a climb on a
country road used frequently by loggers which would
take us up to the village and shortly there after to the
hotel. It snowed so hard it was impossible to see
where the edge of the road was and where the ditches
started and it wasn’t long before the old car slid into
the left ditch with the front tires well submerged. My
Dad was not a patient man and as it was already dark
at three pm. he was anxious to get going and therefore
revved the engine hoping to get out of the ditch that
way. Oh my! Mother and the children in back seat
sensed that this situation was not a happy one. Mother
did not want the two younger ones out in the snow to
get cold and wet and they clung to her and did not
want her to leave them. Father decided that we needed

spruce branches to stuff under the tires for the wheels
to grip so he and I collected what we could break off.
We had no shovel or ax with us . Father didn’t think in
those terms. While we were struggling we heard horse
bells jingling and knew the loggers were coming.
Soon the horses appeared covered in snow and frost,
stomping and snorting clouds in the cold and darkening afternoon. The sleighs were loaded with logs and
pushed hard on the horses as the men tried to reign
them in. It was impossible for them to pass us so the
loggers had to help getting us out of the ditch. They
were also covered in snow and frost and looked like
forest monsters My sister started crying and clung to
mother, but the men were remarkably friendly and
cheerful after their long day in the woods. They
assured us they would get us out of there and merrily
climbed on the front fender after ordering Father into
the car and signalling for when to start the engine and
how much gas to give. Seven of the big guys bounced
up and down on the fender until very slowly we got
on to the road and were on our way again. Not daring
to stop we rolled down the windows and shouted our
Thank yous and “God Jul”(Merry Christmas).
Dinner at the hotel was to be at seven pm. promptly.
By then the guests were expected to be waiting in the
Salon and ready to enter the dining room when the
doors were opened by my “Aunt”. All formally
dressed! I can’t remember how long it took us to get
out of the ditch and up the road to the village but I
could sense on the mood in the car that this journey
was longer than planned and we hadn’t even stopped
for a nature call for fear of getting stuck in spite of the
chains that had nearly deafened us by this time. We
were getting grizzly and grumpy. But at long last we
had reached the top of the village and from there it
was down hill to the turn off in to the hotel drive way
and from there just a short flat stretch and a corner,
before we would be able to see the beautiful, old farm
building turned into a hotel -- its windows glowing in
the dark and exiting day and evening awaiting us.
But as Dad turned the wheel to steer the car in
through the gate it refused to change direction and
instead headed straight into the ditch and in slow
motion the five big suitcases, skis and roof rack
followed suit!!!
I can’t remember other than I was dispatched to run
down to the hotel and explain to “Uncle ˮ, director,
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that the Tidemanns were in the ditch and unable to
make the 7 o’clock dinner and we needed help. We
were not popular to say the least. In my hurry I had
forgotten the strict house rules of brushing the snow
off our boots upon entering the hotel for this was
where the guests would descend from their rooms in
their formal foot wear and could easily slip on the wet
floor. So a maid had to be called to mop up my mess.
Then Uncle had to get hold of the farm manager to get
the tractor out and come to our aid and haul us and the
luggage out of the ditch. This would have taken
considerable time. I can’t remember other thant this
was December 23 and Little Christmas Eve as it is
still called in Norway. This was the time when
families decorated the Christmas tree and this was
when the childrenʼs excitement started . We had
arrived and that was all that mattered for me!! The
Christmas tree was decorated while the guests were at
dinner and appeared in its glory, in the centre of the
salon, as they exited the dining room. Mother and
father managed to get us settled and probably
collapsed themselves, embarrassed no doubt having
caused such an upheaval.
Christmas Eve arrived and the snow had stopped. The
world was covered in pristine white.The trees heavy
laden in all sorts of imaginative sculptures. This was
what we called a proper Christmas; we children that
is. The adults who spent hours shovelling had other
thoughts no doubt! As it was dark by 3pm. I had to be
back from whatever outdoor activity we had
participated in. At home in Oslo we would have
attended church at this time, but there was no church
in this country village with only a post office and a
small general store so instead all young children had
to have a rest and uncle requested quiet through out
the hotel until an hour before dinner. It was going to
be a long evening because he had received news that
the beloved and highly respected Christmas Elf,
Julenissen, had been spotted on rout. He was expected
some time during our singing of Christmas carols
around the floor to ceiling tree.
We all arrived to the salon in our finest clothes. Most
of the little boys in sailor suits and many of the girls
as well with new white stockings and great big bows
in their hair. The men in their tuxedoes and ladies in
cocktail dresses and nylons with seams at the back.
The Christmas tree was twinkling with many electric

lights shaped like real candles and the branches were
hung with colourful, woven, paper baskets filled with
nuts and raisins. There were ginger cookies cut in
shapes of elves, angels, pigs, snowmen and hearts,
stars and sausages. All these delicacies would be
harvested on January 6 by local children at a
Christmas tree harvesting party. Of course there was
glitter and baubles too and reams of little Norwegian
flags.
At seven, the dining room doors were flung open by
Auntie in her beautiful national costume. The room,
lit only by a live candle on each table was reflected in
the dark windows. It was magical. I could hear a
collective Awe as we paraded in, couple by couple
and the children by their hands. On each table there
was also a little, real Christmas tree, the starched
napkins folded like fans, and the dining room had the
lovely aroma of forest. When everybody was seated
Uncle welcomed them to the table and the waitresses,
in shiny black dresses with little starched aprons and
little white caps, came alive as a choreographed ballet.
First there was clear soup with three little egg yoke
balls, then roast pork with roast potatoes and red
cabbage and caramel pudding for desert. Coffee
would be served in the three salons and at long last for
us children Christmas carols around the tree. We were
all holding hands, known or unknown to each other,
but all knowing the beloved carols and song games.
All the verses had to be sung and then........
Uncle suddenly appeared all excited announcing for
all the children to run to the windows, for Julenissen
had been seen exiting the forest and now heading
down the hill in front of the hotel!
And there we saw him in the blue sled pulled by the
little white Icelandic pony. At the back of the sleigh a
huge, brown bag bursting with gifts and on each side
of the back two burning torches. What a magical
sight! Uncle opened the double doors and .....Lo and
behold ! let the pony and the sled right in through the
door. The Elf clambered out of his bear skin and on to
the floor with a hearty greeting of God Jul. He
apologized for having to leave his sack, but he had
marked all the gifts with the names of the children and
he had to head for the barn and a good night's sleep
for he had had a long and very busy day. So he turned
the pony and the sled around and headed out to the
barn,while the sack was brought in to the main salon
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where one of the Dads handed out the gifts from
Julenissen. Other Dads went up to the rooms and
brought down the individual family gifts that were
shared in the groups comfortably by coffee tables.
At nine o’clock Auntie waited in her fur coat and hat
to gather the children in their boots and warm jackets
to carry a steaming bowl of rice pudding with a large
dip in the centre with melted butter up the bridge to
the hayloft where they left it for Julenissen when he
woke up. And for sure it was empty in the morning
when we went out to retrieve the bowl!!!
All the excitement had made every one tired and in no
time the children were asleep. But not before we put
one of our red ski stockings up on the bed for a
midnight visit by the rejuvenated elf and in the
morning there we found a marzipan pig with a red
ribbon around it’s neck and an orange. This was an
annual treat!
Now, if Auntie hadn’t made and brought that creamy
rice pudding for the Elf he would have put a spell on
the farm animals and they would all have suffered
some nasty health condition. That is what Norwegian
Elves do if they are not treated well!!
In spite of being 13 at the time I wanted to believe in
all the magic and loved to watch my siblings in their
firm beliefs.
"God Jul" to all!

closer I realized he was older than my first
impression. His dirty crumpled jacket was about a
1950's vintage and I thought to myself that I was sure
my father had had one just like that top coat. I had
selfishly hoped that, as I closed the gap between us,
somehow he would just get up and walk away. I
realized also he was on the only bench that was
somewhat protected from the elements by the
shrubbery. He had chosen well and wisely in this
cold, cold weather. I was now twenty or thirty feet
away and approaching quickly. Oh well, I"ll just
smile and keep walking. When I was about four feet
away he looked up and smiled and said "Merry
Christmas!" I stopped abruptly in front of him and
returned the greeting. Impulsively, I reached out and
hugged him. He was as astonished as I!. Where had
that come from? Again, impulsively, I asked "do you
have somewhere to go for Christmas dinner?" His
answer was "the Salvation Army". I quickly assessed
my own plans, food and numbers for my table, and
again impulsively said "You must come home with
me! We have lots to eat and lots of room at our
table!" The astonishment in his eyes was a joy to
behold! I coaxed him and finally, he got up slowly
and we linked arms and went off to my warm house
and family.
He became part of our Christmas tradition and
Thanksgiving and some Sunday dinners as well. My
children welcomed him on that first Christmas and
every dinner from then on.
So yes, there is a magic at Christmas and if you
choose it can be there all year round.

Christmas Magic
by Mavis Chalmers
There, by the side of the path, he sat...tucked into
himself to eliminate exposure to the chilling winter
winds. He did have a colourful,wooly scarf, but it
was billowing away from his neck. His old
misshapen felt hat was pulled down over his forehead
so his eyes were barely visible. And yet, I knew they
were following me with every step I took forward. I
felt uneasy about passing by so closely, however, the
snow was piled high on either side of the pathway.
With each step I took, I felt more uneasy. As I got

A Christmas memory
by Lee Emery
In 1958, when I was a lad of twelve years, my family
suddenly announced we were moving from our home
in Chicago to make a new home in Arizona. Up until
then, Christmas Day had always dawned cold and
snowy. After dumping out the stockings we had hung
up the night before and tearing open our presents, we
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went to church at our Episcopalian parish. Later that
evening, after my parents finished their cocktails, we
sat down to a traditional Christmas turkey dinner. All
that ended when we took up residence in the Phoenix
area.
My parents had the quirky idea that we should spend
Christmas outdoors, given that we were now living in
a very different winter climate from what we were
used to. My brother, sisters and I still gleefully
examined our gifts, and we still all went to church.
But immediately after the rector dismissed us, we
raced home and loaded up the car. Each year my
father discovered another, but different, area out in the
wilds of the Sonoran Desert for us to spend Christmas
Day. We decorated various types of cacti with
ornaments, built a camp fire and spread out big thick
blankets. The Christmas dinner with all the trimmings
was now consumed picnic style. While my parents
sipped their beverages and discussed matters foreign
to us, my siblings and I ran all over the place playing
all sorts of games and having incredible adventures
out from under our parents’ watchful gaze. We had a
ball. All too soon, even in that part of the world, the
sun began to sink below the mountains, and we had to
pack up. We carried on with this tradition until I went
away to school.
Remembering this outdoor yuletide experience as a
child, my wife, June, and I decided to try it Canadian
style. On Christmas Eve in 1994, while living in
Golden, BC, we loaded up our car with all our
camping equipment, firewood, and food and headed
to the Rockies. This was to be June’s first Christmas
in Canada. Our destination was the Two O’clock
Creek campsite just outside Banff National Park on
the David Thompson Highway. We arrived in the
early afternoon. The campground was long since
closed for the season, but we “opened” it by carrying
our gear down through the snow to a campsite. We
set up our tent and put in blankets and our down
sleeping bags. We put ornaments on the branches of
the spruce and pine trees and built a lovely fire. In the
twilight, as we were sitting by the fire enjoying happy
hour under the stars and anticipating a delicious
Christmas Eve dinner, a coyote wandered in to our
camp and stood by the fire. He or she just stared at us
wondering, I suppose, what in the world we were
doing there. The coyote stayed by for a minute or two

and then wandered off into the bush. That star filled
night with the temperature at ─15° C, we slept warm
and cozy. It was a magical night, full of the beauty
and mystery of a similar night so long ago in
Bethlehem.

The Sleeper's Hour
by Mary Dove
(apologies to Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)
Between the dark and the daylight
as the dawn is beginning to hover,
comes that pause in a senior's awareness
that's known as the sleeper's hour.
I hear in the world outside me
the sounds of activity bounding,
cars moving, horns blaring, doors slamming,
loud shouts and harsh screams resounding.
But I, under my snuggley covers,
am happily warm and real cozy.
Thoughts of the day's expectations
slowly emerge from my mind so dozzy.
I play with these thoughts so leisurely
while enjoying my detachment from all.
It's so great to take extra minutes
to snooze before the alarm's last call.
So happy in this retirement
to have leisurely moments in the dawning.
Before facing the activity of the day,
I can pause to give thanks for what's coming.

When we recall Christmas past, we usually
find that the simplest things - not the great
occasions - give off the greatest glow of
happiness
Bob Hope
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Opportunities for Ministry
Altar Guild - This group tends the sacred vessels of
the church and prepares the altars for worship. New
members would be welcome. Contact Miriam Baskin
at 250 372 8827 or Miriam_baskin@telus.net.
Lay Assistants - Lay Assistants assist with
communion during our worship services. They also do
the readings during the 8:00 a.m. service. There is
always a need for more participants. If you would be
interested contact Grace Lister at gzeller@telus.net
Out of the Cold - Out of the Cold is looking for
volunteers to help with set up, the evening and
morning meals and overnight supervision of our
guest. Anyone interested contact Kathy Moore at 250
376 5855 or mookacoffee2014@gmail.com
Peace and Justice - Add your voice to the discussion
and action regarding peace and justice issues and
outreach concerns. Monthly meetings are at a time
and day to be designated. If you are interested contact
Joy Gothard at 250 372 5594 or gotjo@telus.net
Soup Ministry - The need for soup has not lessened.
Please help us keep the freezer full. Please no spices
or large chunks. Also please mark as to the type of
soup and the date made. There are empty yoghurt
containers in the kitchen. Thank you to all our soup
makers, or join the "Soup Troupe" once a month for a
soup making bee; see the weekly parish email for
dates or contact Claire at 250-372-3912 or
stpaulscathedral@shawbiz.ca
Want to keep Christ in Christmas? Feed the
hungry, clothe the naked, forgive the guilty,
welcome the unwanted, care for the ill, love
your enemies, and do unto others as you would
have done unto you.

Steve Maraboli
Christmas waves a magic wand over this world,
and behold, everything is softer and more
beautiful.

Norman Vincent Peale

St Paul's Thrift Shop
We are now heading into winter when we will be
featuring warm clothing, although our spring
collection will soon be out
The following items are always useful CLOTHING - SHOES- LINENS-CHINAKITCHENWARE - POTTERY- KNICK-KNACKS PUZZLES - GAMES - TOYS - GREETING CARDS
- MUSIC - BOOKS - MAGAZINES - VIDEOS

Clean, gently used items please
Please take time to pop clothing and linens in the
washer, and kitchenware in the dish-washer before
dropping them off. It would help us such a lot.
Donations can be left at anytime by the coat rack
outside the upper hall or dropped off at the Thrift
Shop Thursday mornings between 9:00am and 11:00
am at the door in the alley at the back of the hall.
Please mark your donations For Thrift Shop
Thrift shop is open Fridays 9:30a.m. to 1:30 p.m.
September through June

Resource Centre Book Cart
Hard as it is to believe here we are approaching
Christmas. There is a new selection of books on the
Resource Centre cart for your enjoyment and
enlightment.
As always these readings are to be found on the
library cart in the hall on Sunday mornings and
outside the Sacristy the rest of the week. All are
welcome to browse and to borrow. There is a pink
card inside the front cover of each book for you sign
with your name, phone number, and the date you
borrowed the book. The loan periods are long and
lenient, but I will eventually harrass you for the return
of overdue books.
Suggestions or enquries can be directed to Gordon or
Mary Dove at apciresourcecentre@shaw.ca or
Elizabeth Kavanagh at 250 828 1211 or
pegkava60@gmail.com.
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Looking Back
Friendship Friday

September 21 guest speaker was Dwight Oatway who walked the El Camino
trail from France to Spain from mid March to mid June 2018. This was a
personal pilgrimage. He walked 676 km and only wore one pair of hiking boots!
There was nightly accommodation along the way. He met very interesting people
on his pilgrimage. 60 people attended this very inspiring talk.

October 19 guest speaker was Gisela Ruckert who gave a very interesting and knowledgeable talk on fair vote/
proportional representation electoral reform. A very detailed power point presentation was shown. She was
introduced by Ken Gray who is also very knowledgeable on this important vote which will be done by a mail in
ballot by the end of November. Friendship Friday this time was held in the cathedral with 60+ people
attending.
November 16th guest speaker was Cassandra Schwarz, executive officer of the
Kamloops E. Fry society. She gave a very informative talk and told us about
housing support, the rent bank and Lizzie’s closet which has suitable clothing
available to be worn for job interviews.

Soup Troupe
Each month a small but dedicated crew of volunteers meet in the kitchen at the Cathedral to make soup for our
Soup Ministry Program. Lead by Margaret Mitchell and Claire Tosoff this group calls themselves the “Soup
Troupe”. Each month they average 6-8 pots of soup which translates into around 20 containers a pot or 120
portions to give away. Our Soup Ministry Program is busier than ever and the numbers are expected to top
2017. The monthly soup making helps meet these number goals. We still have some faithful “home” soup
makers that we greatly appreciate!!!
This program exists due to a generous parishioner who supports it. THANK YOU!
Monday September 17 there were ten cheerful volunteers in the kitchen who made 65 shepherd's pies, 25 chili,
32 sausage vegetable soup, 64 chicken noodle soup, 24 hearty vegetable soup for a total of 206 containers.
Special thanks to Marian Baskin and Tony who came in and bottled it all.
December 3 was a small but mighty crew with 6 volunteers. We made 2 pots of Chili, 2 pots of Beef Vegetable
and 2 pots of Chicken Noodle. Thanks to Shirley Wellbourn, Nancy Baker, Jim & Margaret Mitchell and last
but not least Miriam Baskin the soup “cupper”.
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Season of Creation
This Season of Creation the Cathedral decided to create the St. Francis Award.
This award goes to an organization that embodies the spirit and philosophy of St.
Francis of Assisi.
There were several nominations and it was a hard decision but this years recipient
is the Turtle Valley Donkey Refuge located near Chase.
Since 1999, the Turtle Valley Donkey Refuge has been offering refuge to donkeys.
Their purpose is similar to other animal shelters that provide services to domestic
animals, but they specialize in donkeys which cannot be adopted due to their
ongoing physical health and often mental health issues.
Henry Tosoff accepted the award. He is proud supporter of the Turtle Valley
Donkey Refuge and raises money yearly to support this program.

Tuesday October 9 at 6:30 pm celebrated
landscape photographer Chris Harris and Rita
Giesbrecht shared their core values with an
engaged and curious audience.
They shared inspiring and rarely seen images
of Ape Lake in the BC West Chilcotin.
Images included a canoe amongst ice floes,
sturdy granite shaped by glaciers and
stunning still water reflections of majestic
mountains.
Chris and Rita describe this year's Season of Creation theme "Simple and Creative Living" this way:
"It was an honour for Rita and I to speak at St. Paul's on a topic which is so close to our hearts in every aspect
of our life. In all our love and life together, from the building of our straw bale construction home to our day-today life in work and pleasure, we refer to our spiritual or core values for guidance. By showing a few images
and sharing the narrative of how and why they were created, we were also able to speak to how our core values
are instrumental in both our art of living and my art of photography."

Saturday October 13, around
40 lucky members of the
Cathedral got to participate in
the Season of Creation Tunkwa
Lake tour. Guided by Carl
Pentilchuk, parishioners were
escorted to the site on a
luxurious bus. The purpose of
this lovely fall field trip was to
both learn about the natural area of Tunkwa Lake and to celebrate the
Eucharist on site amidst prodigious natural beauty. The weather was perfect and a good time was had by all.
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Saturday October 20 the Cathedral held
their last Season of Creation event – a
concert titled “Gord ‘n Ron, Together”.
The concert featured retired Bishop Gordon
Light and Ron Ste. Marie (as well as the
Dean on the Piano). Admission was by
donation and all proceeds went to the
PWRDF – Primate’s World Relief and
Development fund. Enjoyed by a large group
this concert raised close to $800!

Lance's Confirmation
On November 4, 2018 Lance Weisner who comes to us from the Baptist
church via the Presbyterian was confirmed by Bishop Barbara. Lance is a
staunch eight o'clocker so the service, combining aspects of the BCP and the
BAS, was held at 8:00 in the Cathedral. In a lighter moment Lance wondered
if, with two bishops in attendance, he was going to be ordained as well as
confirmed. A reception was held in the hall following the service. 30 attended.
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PITStop
This year's PITStop was December 2. 173
appreciative guests enjoyed chicken stew
with stuffing, coleslaw and buttered bun
along with an assortment of desserts plus
birthday cake in honour of Kathy Moore. All
ages helped to make this happen again this
year.

Christmas Tea
St Paul's Annual Christmas Tea 2018 was another very successful tea
and bake sale. The hall was decorated for the festive season and the
atmosphere portrayed much happiness. We had a great tea with
all of the eighteen tables full all afternoon.
The bake sale and the cookie stall proved to be very popular. A new
feature was selling
frozen soup in new 2
cup containers. This
proved to be popular too
with $275 being raised.
The ten servers for the
afternoon worked hard and kept people happy with plates of
fancy sandwich and goodies being delivered to each table.
Thanks to the kitchen crew for preparing them.
Over $1900 was made.
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Looking Ahead
Lenten Luncheon Lectures 2019
SIMPLY LIVING
Thursdays at 12:15 pm followed by a light lunch
March 7 Michael Shapcott Living with Hunger
March 14 Rob Baker
Living with Addiction
March 21 Jane Gingrich
Living with a New Child
March 28 LeAnn Blackert
Living with your Own Wild Soul
April 4
Ken Gray
Living with Albinism
April 11 Barbara Andrews
Living a reconciling life
Other Events
Thursday January 10 at 10:00 am
Soul Friends begins another course that runs for six weeks
contact David Lidster at davidlidster@shaw.ca to register.
Saturday, January 12, 2019 from 10 a.m. till 1 p.m
SINGING OUR WAY TOWARDS WHOLENESS. A Gathering celebrating Healing and Wholeness in
our Midst
A light lunch is included
Pre-registration is most helpful to us
Sunday January 20 following the 10 a.m. service
The IRONMAN CHALLENGE, after the 10:00am service
Saturday February 9 at mid-day
The LUA LUAU, Lutheran, United and Anglican Churches together,
Sunday February 10 following 10:00 am service
ANNUAL VESTRY MEETING, finger food lunch will be served

Treasurer's Report
Revenues October 2018
Expenses October 2018
Net Revenue October 2018

Actual
$22,227.72
$23,543.20
$(1,315.48)

Budget
$23,316.00
$22,540.50
$775.50

Revenues Jan-Oct 2018
Expenses Jan-Oct 2018
Net Income YTD

$218,606.21 $227,679.00
$231,128.12 $241,510.00
$(12,521.91) $(13,831.00)
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Ongoing at St Paul's
Sunday
Sunday
Sunday
Sunday

8:00 a.m.
10:00 a.m.
10:00 a.m.
1:00 p.m.

Holy Communion: Book of Common Prayer
Holy Eucharist: Book of Alternative Services
Sunday School: September to June
Prayer Service: during ski season at Sun Peaks

Sunday
Sunday
Sunday
Monday
Tuesday
Tuesday
Tuesday

2:00 p.m.
6:00 p.m.
7:00 p.m.
7:00 p.m.
11:00 a.m.
1:00 p.m.
2:00 p.m.

Tuesday
Wednesday
Wednesday
Wednesday
Wednesday
Thursday
Thursday
Thursday
Friday
Friday
Friday

7:00 p.m.
10:00 a.m.
11:00 a.m.
12:00 noon
7:00 p.m.
11:00 a.m.
2:00 p.m.
7:00 p.m.
10:00 a.m.
9:30 a..m.
7:00 p.m.

Holy Eucharist: second Sunday of the month
Young Adults
Out of the Cold Shelter: November to March
Contemplative Prayer: second and fourth Mondays
Frozen soup available
Prayer Shawl Ministry: third Tuesday of the month
Eucharist: fourth Tuesday of the month except Aug
and Dec
Cathedral Committee: fourth Tuesday of the month
Holy Communion: Book of Common Prayer
Frozen soup available
Lectionary Bible Study
Out of the Cold Shelter: November to March
Frozen soup available
Holy Eucharist: fourth Thursday of the month
Choir Practice
Friendship Friday: third Friday of the month
Thrift Shop open: September to June
Youth Group: grades 4 to 12

Chapel
Cathedral
Lower Parish Hall
Mid-Mountain
Chapel
The Renaissance
Parish Hall
Lower Parish Hall
Cathedral
Cathedral Office
Chapel
Seniors Village
Cathedral
Chapel
Cathedral Office
Chapter Room
Lower Parish Hall
Cathedral Office
Berwick on the Park
Cathedral
Parish Hall
Lower Parish Hall
Parish Hall

If you desire to find the true spirit of Christmas and partake of the sweetness of it, let me
make this suggestion to you. During the hurry of the festive occasion of this Christmas
season, find time to turn your heart to God. Perhaps in the quiet hours, and in a quiet place,
and on your knees—alone or with loved ones—give thanks for the good things that have come
to you, and ask that His Spirit might dwell in you as you earnestly strive to serve Him and
keep His commandments. He will take you by the hand and His promises will be kept.

Howard W. Hunter
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St Paul's Anglican Cathedral
parish founded 1884

360 Nicola Street Kamloops, B.C. V2C 2P5
phone 250 372 3912
e-mail: stpaulscathedral @shawbiz.ca

joyful -rooted - responsive - hospitable
Bishop
Rector & Dean
Assisting Clergy Member
Assisting Clergy Member
Assisting Clergy Member
Rector's Warden
Deputy Rector's Warden
People's Warden
Deputy People's Warden
Youth Coordinator
Music Directors
Office Coordinator
Treasurer

The Rt. Rev. Barbara Andrews
The Very Rev. Ken Gray
The Rt. Rev. Gordon Light
The Rev. Barbara Liotscos
The Rev. Dan Hines
Cathy Shether
Jon Buckle
Kathy Moore
Lynn Snook
Melissa Green
Heather & Norris Berg
Claire Tosoff
Dr. David Ritenburg

St Paul's Cathedral website
www.kamloopsanglicancathedral.com
follow us on Facebook
Territory of the people website
www.territoryofthepeople.ca
submission deadline for the Next issue:
8 March 2019
theme for the next issue:

Simply Living

Worship at St Paul's Cathedral
Chapel, Sunday, 8:00 a.m. - Holy Communion
Cathedral, Sunday, 10:00 - Holy Eucharist
Chapel, Wednesday, 10:00 a.m.
The St. Paul's Circular is the parish newsletter of St. Paul's Anglican
Cathedral, Kamloops, B.C. Four issues are published annually: Lent/Easter, Pentecost, Fall, Advent/Christmas. Our aim
is to glorify God by sharing stories about the ministries of our parish, both within and beyond our physical boundaries.
The editorial board currently includes Dean Ken Gray, Mary Dove, Claire Tosoff and Elizabeth Kavanagh email address:
stpaulscathedralcircular@gmail.com

