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From the desk of the Dean

How long O Lord? A Tale of Two Numbers

I hear this a lot these days. How long will this 
pandemic disrupt our lives? What can we do right 
now, and what can we not do? Kathie and I are trying
to decide whether to travel to the coast for a short 
holiday, and while Stage Three requirements permit 
and even encourage such travel, Bonnie Henry (does 
she have a first name?) asks us to reduce our 
respective bubbles. How long will this incredible 
nuisance frustrate our ambitions and limit of living? 
In its own voice and ancient context Psalm 13 names 
similar emotions:

How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever?
  How long will you hide your face from me?
How long must I take counsel in my soul
  and have sorrow in my heart all the day?

As we all contemplate pandemic living in the coming
winter months it is hard to smile. Outdoor meeting in
December is not a promising prospect. I can relate to 
the Israelite pilgrims who were promised through 
Moses that a necessary journey towards a promised 
land was a good thing; there was however no 
schedule attached to that particular adventure. They 
became impatient, and the experience of forty years, 
which is biblical shorthand for a very long time, did 
not help.

Likewise Jesus was thrust by the Spirit into the 
wilderness for another very long time, forty days. I 
have personally made a seven-day silent retreat but 
have absolutely no appetite for a forty-day 
experience (though many who follow the Ignatian 
Yay have made such a sacrifice). The promise 
however is that through such difficult commitments, 
and even in our present pandemic experience, that we
are never abandoned by an endlessly creative and 
creating God. The psalmist ends up in a very good 
place and spiritual condition.

But I have trusted in your steadfast love;
   my heart shall rejoice in your salvation.
I will sing to the Lord,
   because he has dealt bountifully with me.

In recent days I have accompanied my normal 
devotional practice (I am totally addicted to the 
ministrations of Dean Robert of Canterbury) with 
working through a day at a time the blessings of Jan 
Richardson. I am presently in the Lenten section, 
where I find the following words:

I can tell you
That on this path
There will be help
I can tell you
That on this way
There will be rest
 
I can tell you
That you will know
There will be graces
That come to our aid
Only on a road
Such as this . . .

So how long O Lord? Likely quite a while yet, based 
on the signs and predictions I see and hear. And yes, 
as Jan suggests, there are particular learnings and 
graces which will appear on this pandemic road, 
which while uncomfortable, confusing and 
frustrating will possibly become the stories we tell 
future generations long after we enter a new normal, 
whenever that comes and whatever that looks like. I 
am convinced that this pandemic is a game-changer 
and a defining transitional moment for our 
generation.

So hang in there folks, as we are able, with each 
other, and with Jesus, the healer and reconciler of all.
Amen
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Lizzy's Bit

The one constant in life is change. Normal is 
constantly changing, but not usually at the speed and 
global scale of the present pandemic. The Spanish flu
brought a similar new normal to the world in 1918.  
The Great Depression meant another new normal 
through the 1930's, followed by yet another new 
normal during World War II. Then came the new 
normal we can all relate to -- 9/11. Sometimes the 
new normal begins to look  almost like the old 
normal, as after the depression and war. Other times 
as with 9/11 the changes remain. Almost every year 
brings a new normal to some region of the world -  
Haiti after the earthquake, regions of Thailand after 
the tsunami, New Orleans after Katrina, some parts 
of California after fire season.

Those are the big new normals.  Every age and stage 
of life has new normals, but since the transitions are 
slow we don't notice -- normal at six is different than 
sixty; going to school, leaving school and leaving 
home, getting a job, getting a partner, losing a 
partner, retiring.

Society sees normal changes as well.  What was 
normal a century ago is not normal now. Smoking 
used to be seen as sophisticated and smart. During 
the Industrial Revolution whole families, including 
children as young as six worked in factories and 
mines. Child labour is now illegal.  During the 
Middle Ages when most work was home-based, and 
through the Industrial Revolution women worked in 
all industries along side of men. For a time, post- 
Industrial Revolution, most married women stayed 
home with the children; in our time they have 
returned to the work force and are slowly returning to
all aspects of it and work is returning to the home -- a
very old normal is a new normal. Slowly it is 
becoming normal for younger children not to be able 
to write because their world is electronic. You may 
be reading this electronically, but the notes were 
done with pencil and paper which is my normal. 
Most of us remember growing up with one TV, one 
telephone, one car and for many one bathroom, now 
that all comes in multiples.

The earth too has normals which vary with altitude, 

latitude and season. Throughout the eons there have 
been new normals, some short term, others long term
and we are certainly seeing new normals in climate 
and hence weather -- some of which are having 
devastating consequences.

vvvvv

Book review
by Mary Dove

The Secret Chord by Geraldine Brooks

During this time of ‘new normal’ I feel drawn to 
more reading, without the guilt. One of the books I 
came upon which was donated to the Resource 
Centre by Bob Hunter, is called, ‘THE SECRET 
CHORD’. It was such a delightful read; thank you 
Bob.

This book of historical fiction was written by 
Geraldine Brooks, an Australian/American journalist 
and winner of the Pulitzer Prize. It is the story of 
King David, around 1000 BCE from early life to old 
age. So often, as we hear lectionary readings week by
week, we get glimpses of his life but not a full 
picture of the man. We know that he was chosen over
his older brothers to be King, that he was the victor 
in a battle with Goliath, that he wrote many inspiring 
psalms but that he could also be a cruel leader  and 
that he raped Bathsheba and had her husband killed. 
How could all these qualities lodge in one person? 
That is the challenge taken up by Geraldine Brooks 
as she writes the novel, telling a good part of the 
story from the perspective of the prophet Nathan who
was constantly by David’s side.

“Anointed as the chosen one when just a shepherd 
boy, David will rise to be king, grasping the throne 
and establishing his empire. But his journey is 
tumultuous and the consequences of his choices will 
resound for generations. In a life that takes him from 
obscurity to fame, he is by turns hero and traitor, 
glamourous young tyrant and beloved king, 
murderous despot and remorseful, diminished 
patriarch. His wives love and fear him; his sons will 
betray him. It falls to Nat(h)an, the courtier and 



October 2020                                                                                                         3

prophet who both counsels and castigates David, to 
tell the truth about the path he takes.
With stunning originality, Geraldine Brooks offers us
a compelling portrait of a morally complex hero from
this strange age – part legend, part history. Full of 
drama and richly drawn detail, The Secret Chord is a 
vivid story of faith, family, desire and power that 
brings David magnificently alive.”(cover)
For me this is a very good read.

vvvvv 

'Not-So-New Normals'
            by Lance Weisser

Born in 1947’s America, I am one of the first batch 
of Boomers whose 1950’s childhood normal was 
shaped by dire warnings both inside and outside our 
home.  The epidemic du jour was Polio which was 
thought to be transmitted by still water.  As Philip 
Roth wrote in his 2010 novel Nemesis, “We were 
warned not to use public toilets or public drinking 
fountains or to swig a drink out of someone else’s 
soda-pop bottle or to talk on a public pay phone or to
eat until we had cleaned our hands thoroughly with 
soap and water.”  I wasn’t allowed to go swimming 
except in the highly chlorinated Seneca Park Pool.  
Our mother told us pointed stories about FDR’s leg 
braces and life in an iron lung.

At school the dire warnings--apart from Polio--took 
the form of The Bomb.  There were safety drills 
signalled by a siren that got us scrambling under our 
desks while the teacher pulled the curtains.  We heard
a lot about The Iron Curtain, Nikita Kruschev and 
Red China.  So worried were Kenny Gosnel and I 
that we started digging our own bomb shelter in 
Seneca Park, lining the walls with rocks and broken 
pieces of brick, trying to figure out how to make 
some kind of bomb proof roof.  

At church we learned about The End Times and the 
rise of a world dictator worse than Hitler or Stalin, 
and how it would lead to the end of the world except 
for a few faithful.

There were always new and upsetting ‘normals’:  
imminent nuclear war was replaced by VietNam, 

then Afghanistan, Iraq and now general worldwide 
instability; Polio was replaced by cancer, then HIV, 
then SARS and now COVID-19.  The biblical end 
times have mutated into our own, human-caused end 
of humankind due to CO2 emissions where the 
planet itself will survive but we won’t.  Instead of 
digging bomb shelters, we amend harmful lifestyles, 
even while governments refrain from taking 
concerted action, like totally banning plastics, 
making electric vehicles and solar panels mandatory 
but subsidized. 

So it falls to aware individuals, whose sacrifices 
often feel lame and spotty without concerted 
worldwide governmental backup, not to mention the 
denial of governments, including the president of the 
richest nation on earth.

It rather sounds like whining to pray for a new 
normal that is just, well, normal.  It is doubtful there 
ever has been such a time unless injustice, calamity, 
war and disease is normal.  That is why my 
inclination as a spiritual person is to place my 
intentions and focus on that which is eternal.  In a 
favourite hymn these words stand out:  ‘change and 
decay in all around I see; O Thou Who changest not, 
abide with me’.  

Knowing my individual choices can make a small 
difference and perhaps even a big one, I yet know 
that when it comes to truly earth-changing matters, 
we act in concert with a power much mightier and 
more present than any individual, society, leader or 
government. 

vvvvv

 New Normal ... living in the time of
COVID 19

                                        by Jon Buckle

We are living through a most unusual year in 2020.  
Some would say that if we had had 20/20 vision of 
what was to come we might have been able to 
prepare for this time. But perhaps we would still 
have found it hard to know what would change and 
how we might have been able to better cope if we 
knew a pandemic was coming.
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For retired folks, the pandemic has impacted 
significantly with social and extended family 
relationships.  My regular weekly meetings and 
gatherings either stopped or shifted to the virtual 
platforms. With several children and a number of 
grandkids  overseas, the option of visiting ended and 
video chats have been the primary link.

Fortunately, Irene and I are very comfortable 
homebodies. We can lose ourselves in our garden for 
half a day, get drawn into a novel sitting by the pool 
or lose track of time while building a project in the 
workshop. These are all helpful activities when social
distancing and other restrictions make our 
community participation a challenge.

Speaking of community, with the curtailment of 
many group activities we have all been challenged 
with how to sustain that most vital of human 
institutions. Gathering outside with socially 
distanced lawn chairs has worked for some groups. 
Come winter we will  need to adapt this. Perhaps a 
socially distanced wiener roast? 
This time has also been an opportunity to help out 
neighbours and elderly shut-ins with a small repair, 
shopping and appointments.

Many of us have discovered we have more time. 
While there is the risk of boredom and depression, 
one helpful exercise is to list all the things we tell 
ourselves we usually don’t have enough time for, and
plan to tackle some of these. I wonder how many 
storage rooms or garages got sorted out this year?

Which brings me to how this pandemic can be an 
opportunity to reflect on and recharge our spiritual 
life. I have found a new time and place to pray while 
walking our dog Willy. There are so many things 
going on locally and globally right now that we need 
to hold up to our Creator, and to invite his love and 
grace to intercede.  

We don’t know the day, or even the year when 
COVID 19 will no longer be the risk that it now is. 
So with this “new normal” being with us for a time, 
we may as well try to carry on finding new ways to
 live. Perhaps with some creativity and Divine 
inspiration we can shift from just coping to thriving!

Where is God in all This?
                                      by Lee Emery

I, along with just about everyone else on the planet, 
has had to deal with this pandemic on a physical, 
emotional and spiritual level.  It’s an understatement 
to say that life has thrown all of us a curve ball.  We 
are having to adjust as best we can to the new 
normal, whatever that is or whatever it will end up 
being.

Those of us who are seniors, retired and living in a 
country such as Canada have little to complain about 
compared with so many who have lost so much and 
who may never fully recover.  The visceral 
unfairness with which this pandemic has affected our
fellow global citizens is starkly apparent, and one 
wonders where God is in all this.  I think I know.

There are many conspiracy theories, scientific 
hypotheses and conjectures as to where and why this 
COVID-19 virus came to be, but we may never know
its real origin or cause; certainly this is not God’s 
doing.   I don’t want to dwell on all the horrific 
hardships and pain this pandemic has given rise to.  
We are all too aware of this.  I will, however, touch 
on the silver lining which God has shown me in the 
midst of all this.  It’s not all bad.

Since February of this year I have avoided going in 
to town as much as possible and have kept my 
shopping to an absolute minimum.  As a result I’m 
now aware of how much I have been caught up in 
consumerism over the years.  I realize I didn’t need 
all that stuff.  As I am driving much less my carbon 
footprint has diminished.  My flight, along with 
everyone else’s, was cancelled and globally the result
is that the air is cleaner and more breathable.  

I am still able to go for walks, to ride my bike and to 
read books, and I am so thankful for experiencing the
joy of such simple pleasures.  I seem to have calmed 
down and just enjoy being still.  Often I go out on the
lake in my kayak and just sit, not needing to paddle 
anywhere.  I delight in the sound of the birds, the 
flight of the dragon flies, the ripples on the surface 
from a fish that has jumped and the wind in my hair. 

I am cognisant of the shift in family and community 
relations.  But what could have been the loss of 
frequent contact with family and friends has been 
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somewhat mitigated by all the technology available 
today.  In fact, I am more in contact now with family 
than I have ever been.  As the pandemic has 
heightened for me the importance of family, I now 
don’t hesitate to reach out to those I love by picking 
up the phone or emailing folks.  I have now 
participated in three family reunions via Zoom and 
they were a hoot.  My wife and I meet with friends in
a socially distant manner which can still nourish 
relationships.  Additionally, I am blessed by all the 
efforts folks at St. Paul’s have exerted over these past
several months to keep our church community strong
and viable.

Having written the above I have to say I have not 
experienced the death of a family member or have 
had to witness the serious health crisis of a relative 
brought on by the virus. To have experienced this 
must be terribly painful and my heart goes out to 
anyone that has.

God has shown me the hubris that we have 
disillusioned ourselves with in today’s frenetic 
society and has given us the chance to do something 
about it.  Our loving God has shown us an alternate 
way of being, a chance to make amends with the 
planet and our environment.  Our loving God has 
shown us that by coming together, rather than going 
it alone, we have the potential to achieve much that is
good, restorative and healing.  We have seen the 
remarkable sacrifices that people have made and the 
great risks that health care providers, store clerks and
essential workers have taken in the service of others. 
In these examples we see where God has been all 
along.  

vvvvv

From New to Normal
                                      by Mary Dove

We were on our way into the unknown! We had lived
in Kamloops for over 30 years where we developed 
our careers, raised our children and belonged to the 
same little parish and community of Westsyde. Now 
we were heading East after selling our house, saying 
our good-byes and wondering what life had in store 
for us in Brandon, Manitoba, where we would be 
living in an apartment, half an hour from our 
daughter and her family.

We soon found the Cathedral in Brandon and planned
to go the following Sunday but were a little 
apprehensive. What would we find? This would be a 
whole new group of people, a bigger Church than we
were used to and how would we find our place in this
community?

As we entered the building, we were welcomed by 
the greeters and given a bulletin. So far, so good. 
When we surveyed the noisy congregation, who were
all visiting, we felt quite alone and quickly sat in the 
last pew so we could see what was happening. Soon, 
the familiarity of the procession, the music and the 
liturgy calmed our nerves and set us at ease. 

“We can do this,” we thought.

After the service, several people spoke to us and then
we saw a man, who we knew was the Bishop because
of his purple shirt, and he was making his way 
toward us. Oh, oh. Unbeknown to us, someone from 
Kamloops had relayed the message of our arrival as 
we had been involved in ministry at home. We did 
have a comfortable chat with him and found the 
opportunity to tell him, in agricultural terms, that we 
were looking forward to a fallow year and, bless him,
he knew what we meant.

Feeling emboldened by this encounter, we decided to
head downstairs to the real test of the coffee hour. We
had several welcoming conversations where Prairie 
hospitality warmed us. That is until we saw one 
woman with a trolley of goodies heading directly and
determinedly toward us. Before we could escape, she
pounced.

“You’re new here, aren’t you? Well, we have lots of 
jobs you can do to become part of St Matthews.’

As Fate would have it, another lady, overhearing the 
conversation said, ‘Leave them be; they just 
arrived!” We felt rescued.

Over the next few months, we gradually moved up 
closer to our comfortable pew, being careful not to sit
in any spaces that seemed regularly occupied by the 
same people. We finally found a place that was right 
for us and was not ‘owned’ by anyone else. It was a 
real joy for us to be gradually folded into this 
community of believers who accepted us for who we 
were.
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Several months later, we were telling someone about 
our ‘pew move entry’ into the congregation and they 
said, “We don’t do that!”

After a couple of weeks, they came back to us 
saying, “You’re right, we do and we must do 
something about that.”

But life seemed to carry on as usual.  

vvvvv

New Normal with our COVID-19 reality
                      by Lynn Snook

 
Some thoughts arrived one morning recently as I 
awaited the sun’s appearance over the mountains.  
Interestingly, the “C word” appeared repeatedly!  In 
no particular order:

Christians – a Baptist friend loaned me “Socrates in 
the City”; a Pentecostal friend “Divine Dance”; I 
gave “A Greening of Imaginations” to someone from
the Alliance church.  We do have much in Common.

I miss Communion and am thankful that our 
Congregation will soon be able to participate again.

Physical Contact is rare. This makes it so 
heartwarming when a grandchild sneaks up from 
behind, hugs the back of my knee & then runs away 
giggling.  I look forward to hugs being normal again.

At the beginning of the pandemic, many conjectured
that Canadian homes would be cleaner than they’ve
ever been.  Will this continue?  My home hopes so --
LOL 

How surprising it was to have flour and yeast 
shortages! Perhaps someone will research how many 
varieties of cookies, cakes and bread were baked 
these first 6 months? I found some new and some 
“old but infrequently used” recipes.  What joy I felt 
as I saw my mother’s and my grandmother’s 
handwriting on the little stained recipe cards!  

I have a large and continually growing collection of 
“I really want to read these” books…and I am 

getting through them!  A new experience for me is 
reading during the day rather than just at bedtime.  
This will carry on 
 
We’ve all been creative as we make new choices 
about coming together.  Hurray for Zoom and large 
outdoor areas where we bring our lawn chairs & 
gather in a circle for a picnic or coffee klatsch.

My door knobs, sink and bathtub taps, railings etc 
have been continually disinfected…This New 
Normal will hopefully reduce the number of colds 
this winter

Even little children have learned to cough into their 
elbow [by making a “chicken wing”].  I suspect that 
this practice will cause the number of cases of 
influenza to be reduced too!

Many parents have spent extra time with their 
children.  Seeing them walking, biking, running 
around together bring smiles to my face.  Perhaps 
this will continue and make families even stronger. 

I’ve been thankful for the sensitive COVID-19 news 
coverage by The National on CBC. This is not a 
change for me and yet I now appreciate it more.

I was happy that Craft shops had few shortages of 
card making and crochet materials.  Hmmm, I 
wonder about the record for the number of dishcloths
crocheted per week? Will I continue? Yuppers

Shall parades of cars continue after COVID?  I 
suspect so.  

Will we hear Church bells more often?  I hope so. 

I appreciated Bishop Lincoln’s first post-
consecration sermon.  In response – in my New 
Normal - I will make/take more time focusing on 
both the inward and outward aspects of my spiritual 
life. 

Finally I discovered quite early on that BC1 News 
carries regular COVID-19 updates. I hope and pray 
that Dr. Bonnie Henry’s wise words continue to be 
part of our New Normal:  Be calm, be kind and be 
safe.
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There’s an Outbreak of Darkness 
                                  by Sue Cane

There’s an outbreak of darkness
All over creation
We’re choking to death
All of our nations
Polluting our planet
Our rivers and streams
Being greedy for wealth
With get-rich-quick schemes

The forests are burning
Leaves and flowers can’t breathe
We’re sucking all goodness
From earth and its trees
We’re poisoning the air
Our lungs hurt to fill
We look for answers
In colourful pills

We deny it’s our fault
“How could we be to blame?
All we wanted was more
And it seemed like a game
To rise to the top
To have more than others.”
We’re fulfilling our dream
While nature is smothered

The universal story
Is repeated again
In peace as in war
Each one is to blame
When we hear a command
We must each use our voice
There is no defence for
“I have no choice”

vvvvv

Claire’s Covid Capers
                                    by Claire Tosoff

Welcome to the first, and perhaps only, installment of
“Claire’s Covid Capers”. First let me say how much 
the staff at the Cathedral misses the Congregation. 

We miss your faces, we miss your funny stories and 
visits. WE MISS YOU.  

Throughout the Pandemic the Staff have kept busy 
with various projects. Ron has vacuumed the entire 
building - even the hard to reach bits! He has also 
oiled all the pews, changed lights and has been 
sucked into many of my “projects”. He says often 
that you could clean something new in this building 
every day and it would still take a year to get it done.
His cleaning paid off and the building looked so nice 
for the consecration of Bishop Lincoln.

I decided to repaint the basement bathrooms when 
the building was closed to the public. This falls under
“other duties as assigned” in my job description. The 
bathrooms were starting to show signs of wear and 
tear. With the building closed we could take our time 
to finish the project. Ron took everything off the 
walls and he was in charge of the fine detail work. 
He does all the cutting-in on both the ceilings and the
walls. I am the roller, mostly because I do not have 
the patience for the fussy bits. We also replaced the 
laminate baseboards, toilet rings and the toilet paper 
dispensers. The cost of this renovation was around 
$300. 

We also moved the Resource Centre out of their little
corner upstairs and into the Conference room. This 
involved painting a wall and some heavy lifting! Ron
and I made 10 trips carrying things down the stairs as
we relocated the conference table to the Chapter 
Room at the back of the church. We used the leftover
paint from the basement so the cost was $0.

Once we set up the conference table in the Chapter 
room we noticed that it could use an “update”. This 
is a gorgeous table and it fits perfectly in the space 
and will be a welcome addition for meetings that 
occur there. It was a little tired and needed a refinish.
This is where the story starts to go terribly wrong.

I sanded the table and applied a coat of gel stain to 
the top of the table. The jar said it would be dry in 12
hours. It never dried. Weird but not the end of the 
world. So I then stripped the gel stain off and sanded 
the table again. This took 3 coats of mineral spirits. A
different gel stain was purchased and I applied 
another coat (under the close eye if Ron who said 
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maybe the first time I put it on too liberally). The 
new stain was to dry in 12 hours. It never dried!!!!!

So I stripped the table again with mineral spirits 
(sanding between each coat) and am now considering
the Japanese wood burning technique of “shou sugi 
ban”.  I have also considered actually burning the 
whole thing right down to the ground……….. I think
it is time to admit defeat and call in an expert.

What other projects are we thinking about? It is a 
tradition, when we have a new staff member, we 
paint their office. We will be painting Lincoln’s 
office as soon as he is away in the Fall. We have also 
been asked to paint the basement choir room. 

I am still handing out soup 3 days a week (with 
Covid protocols in place). Ron and I have made 
several batches of Chili to help offset the lack of 
Soup Bee days. Margaret and Jim Mitchell spent a 
day in September making soup. Their efforts 
produced 67 large and 14 small containers. It was 
quite slow in the early summer for soup clients but it 
has since picked up again. We have had several 
parishioners make soup at home and bring it into the 
Cathedral and we are grateful for them!

That is it from my end – hoping you are all healthy 
and happy.

vvvvv 

 
The “New Normal” for Season of Creation

Year 5
                      by Carol Edwards and Shirley Boxrud
                           for the Education Committee

Do you remember your reaction when the first line of
Dean Ken Gray’s invitation to Season of Creation 
2020 was all sessions will occur by Zoom 
conference call?!?!?
For many in our St Paul’s Cathedral community – 
and for many across an ever-increasing range of 
connected communities as the weeks went on – what 
could have been more “not normal” than a Zoom 
conference call? However as we progressed through 
the five online sessions it began to feel not only 
“normal” but like a valuable way to connect, share 
and learn.

The key word in the original invitation was “Come”. 
And “Come” was possible in real time or later at our 
convenience.

Come and join the conversation about a Climate 
Emergency – or Not? with Alecia Greenfield on 
September 2. To underline her sense of urgency, 
Alecia defined emergency as anything that is serious,
dangerous and requires immediate response. She 
described a number of ongoing climate disasters and 
stated that when humans get really scared – they 
freeze. Alecia asked “What is a faithful response?” 
when there is no quick fix. She reassured with two 
truths: PRAYER matters and HOPE can be shared 
right now.

Come and discuss what one community can do 
with Kanaka Bar Chief Patrick Michell on September
9.  Chief Patrick was elected with a mandate to 
develop a self-sustainable community – to value the 
land his ancestors were given. He recognizes two 
incredible gifts: the gift of life and the power of 
choice. The Kanaka Bar project currently produces 
more than his people can use and has several new 
initiatives planned to ensure food, water, energy, 
shelter and most of all LOVE in his community. 
Chief Patrick claims his people have never been 
frozen in time. The next generation of leaders are 
right here. 

Come and appreciate the life of St Francis by 
Canon Len Fraser on September 16. What would the 
message be for us today from St Francis? Here was a 
man who gave up most of his worldly goods to 
practice the rule of poverty. For him the answer to 
living a life of communion on earth was not one of 
wanting more, that is consumerism, but of wanting 
less. His spirituality which was based on embracing 
all of creation is universally attractive to us today. 
His message of LOVE for deeply belonging to this 
earth resonates for us. For him, for all of us, an all-
inclusive love was and will be the way for our 
actions forward!

Come and learn how international climate 
conversations connect with local experiences with 
Elise Buckle on September 23. She emphasized the 
importance of the connection between NATURE-
CLIMATE-PEOPLE. Elise indicated the necessity 
for a global framework so that all interested parties 
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have a common goal to work together. The collective
goal needs collective action! We are stronger 
together! At the local level, Elise encouraged us to 
keep doing the sustainability actions that we are 
doing, for example recycling. Keep the conversation 
about sustainability alive. We are making a 
difference!

Come and hear one person’s story of Climate and 
Politics as it relates to political REALITY and 
political HOPE with Dan Hines on September 30 as 
it relates to what motivates people to get involved 
and politicians to be accountable.  It’s a matter of 
finite limitations and boundaries within an infinite 
realm of possibilities that address justice, 
reconciliation and caring for others. It’s a matter of 
re-engagement, of closing the “tragic gap” between 
realism and idealism in a community as big as a  

world without boundaries where we are all one        
organism.
Some, though not all sessions have been recorded. 
Please contact the office indicating which session 
you seek and if available, the link will be sent to you.
For practical applications of how to cherish Creation 
in all seasons please add your everyday actions and 
your future commitments to the Eco-ministry 
Mobile by emailing your comments to the office.  

Thank you to our presenters and to those who 
facilitated the Zoom meetings.

A special thank you to the participants from Nova 
Scotia, Ontario, Saskatchewan, and within BC from 
Vernon, Kelowna, Campbell River, Vancouver, 
Ashcroft, Nelson, Kamloops and more who added 
their voices to this vital, ongoing Season of Creation 
Year 5 conversation.

vvvvv

Looking Back

Worship
In person worship returned 5 July at 8:00 in the cathedral with social distancing, masks and ticketing in place.
It is a Book of Common Prayer Eucharist service excluding communion, using printed handouts instead of the
prayer books. A very different experience than the usual 8:00 BCP service in the chapel.

vvvvv
Soup Ministry
The soup ministry continues to distribute soup Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursdays following all the new 
rules. The Soup Troop consisting of Claire, Ron, and Jim and Margaret Mitchell regularly make soup in the 
cathedral kitchen,  practising social distancing.  Others are making soup at home. 

vvvvv
Shawl Ministry
The shawl ministry which is largely home based is carrying on.

vvvvv
Thrift Shop
The thrift shop closed in mid -March and remains closed for the foreseeable future.  In June the ladies were 
able to return one day a week, with COVID 19 protocols in place, to sort what donations had come in, to tidy 
up, and to prepare for the day when they could reopen. Due to the lack of storage space the ladies ask that 
people hold their donations until the shop is able to open again.
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Consecration of Bishop Lincoln
In a ceremony of ritual and regalia Lincoln McKeon was consecrated Bishop of the Territory of the People on 
19  September, 2020.

The Consecration of the First Bishop of the Territory of the People
                                                                        by Barbara Liotscos

Anticipation and excitement are still part of the ‘new normal’! And so are majestic organ music, bishops in 
brilliant red regalia, car parades, with lots of honking, balloons and signs, and of course, all the meticulous 
organization that led to a flawless event! 

The consecration of Bishop Lincoln McKoen was a very meaningful 
ceremony full of tradition which at one moment even overrode social 
distancing protocols, as the
scarlet robed bishops huddled
close together to lay hands on
Lincoln. After the
consecration, and eucharist,
the newly ordained Bishop in
the Church of God exited the
side door and made his way
to the main door of the

cathedral to seek entrance for his installation as the Bishop of the
Territory of the People, and his seating in the ‘cathedra’ – the
bishop’s chair. The ceremonial ‘knocking on heaven’s (local) door’ usually provides some comedic moments 
and this was no exception as Bishop Lincoln’s voiced boomed out explanations as to why he wanted entry. 

Highlights of the service
included the first eucharist and
communion in the church
since March at which the
Primate presided and
distributed individually
wrapped gluten free hosts; a
superb sermon by Archbishop

Melissa Skelton, and very moving brushing of Lincoln, and the energy
surrounding him with an eagle feather fan by Pastoral Lay Elder Ursula
Drynock, in preparation for his examination and consecration. It was a
delight to have Indigenous National Archbishop Mark Macdonald in the gathered assembly, as well as the 
Bishops of the ecclesiastical province of BC and Yukon, and the first and second (retired) Suffragan Bishops 
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of The Anglican Parishes of the Central Interior (APCI), the Right 
Reverend Gordon Light and the Right Reverend Barbara Andrews. 
Bishop Lincoln is the first Bishop (not a suffragan bishop) of the 
Territory of the People. 

Also particating and able to present
Bishop Lincoln with the beautiful
cope and mitre he had made for him,
was the Right Reverend James
Cowan (the retired Bishop of the
Diocese of British Columbia). A
very moving moment was when the
Right Reverend Barbara Andrews
presented Bishop Lincoln with the
pastoral staff of the Territory of the
People, which she herself had laid
down on the altar at St Paul’s
Cathedral a few months ago. The
silver pectoral cross that Bishop Lincoln wears was given to him by the 
people of Christ Church, Alert Bay, BC., and presented to him following
his consecration by the Rev Angus Muir and the Pastoral Elders, Amy 
Charlie, Dorothy Philips and Ursula Drynock. 

All in all, it was a beautiful, meaningful, solemn, majestic celebration, which all can view and listen to again 
and again, as the video is posted on the Territory and Cathedral websites. 

       photos by Philomena Hughes



October 2020                                                                                                         12

 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

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:

Christmas Stories ♫

theme for the next issue: 

December 11, 202

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

Financial Statement

Actual Budget
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