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A word from your Editorl 

Hello Everyone! Once again, I am so surprised at how easy and fun it is to be your 
Editor! You wtll find in this People's Pulpit a series of A-M-A-Z-I-N-G articles written 

by different members of our Parish. Two articles talk about cats! One written by 
my husband@ and the other one by Liz Hall! Both very funny and telling about our 

favourites pets, not always easy to live with but we would not trade them for 
anything in the world! Do you have stories about your pets? Please submit them for 

the next edition. I think it could be a great feature: The Parish's Pets! 

I encourage you to read 2 articles that talk about travelling with a purpose. One 
from Pat Dalphy who travelled up North to Iqualuit, to do some very gratifying work 

there. The other one to Jerusalem, where a group of women went to be part of a 
conference of Anglicans in Israel, written by Liz Hall Both stories are filled with 

great human stories that wtll warm your heart 

I also want to mention that we have a People's Portrait in this Edition of the 
People's Pulpit Don Gtllen our Organist, agreed gracefully to be interviewed by me. 
Needless to say that he is a big and important part of our Church. And I thought 
we should get to know a little bit about him. I am always in search of suggestions 
for the portraits. If you think of anyone, or even better, want to write one about 

someone in our Parish, please, do sol 

I hope you enjoy this little read, sitting comfortably in a cozy chair, with your cat 
on your lap, or your dog at your feet! 

Have a nice mug of tea, relax and enjoy! 

Your Editor 
Isabelle Routhier 

Routhier.isa24gmail.com 



A few important information for all of you I 

Christmas Services: 
Dec 18 10:30 am Advent Pageant & Service 

Dec 24 4:30 pm Christmas Eve early Service 
Dec 24 8:00pm Christmas Eve later Service 

Dec 25 10:00 am Christmas Day Service 

Flowers for Christmas: If you would like to donate 
flowers for Christmas, please fill out the flower form 
found next to the Flower Calendar at the back of the 

church. You may place it on the offertory plate or hand it 
into the office. Thank you from the Altar Guild. 

St Thomas is on Facebook. If you are a Facebook user, 
you can find our page by searching for • St Thomas 

Stittsville· and then •Liking· our page. Then any posts 
made on the St Thomas page wi II also show on your 

personal page - an easy way to keep in touch with the 
events happening at StThomas. We now have about 60 

people who are receiving St Thomas news on their 
Facebook page. 



Spreading Light 
all Year 

The lighting of the Advent candles 
has me thinking about how St. Thomas 
has spread light in the past year. 
Much of the past year has been spent 
reflecting back on our history as a 
Parish and celebrating 150 years of 
contributing to the community. 
Though I was one of the ones who felt 
a bit sceptical about the value of 
looking back, I'm glad we did. 
Recognizing the our Parish celebrates 
150 years before Canada does the 
same in 2017 put a perspective on the 
time frame. The creative energy that 
came from the 150 team brought 
forward two things in particular that 
stand out to me, that I hope we keep 
in place for a while. I love the logo 
that was developed: both the look and 
the symbolism. I also thought the 
Children's activity day was a terrific 

venture. I think it embodied the 
"messy church" concept and it was a 
great way to connect to families that 
may find their regular week too 
stressed to commit to another weekly 
activity. The fall has been full of all 
our regular activities in addition to 
our big 150th dinner and visit from the 
Primate. We have had 3 Open Table 
meals for the community, our annual 
bazaar and luncheon, served 120 cups 
of hot chocolate at the Christmas 
Parade of Lights, and hosted a well
attended Stairwell Carollers concert. 
The I ight of Christ has been 
extending beyond the services of 
Sunday Worship. I hope you will 
invite friends and family to join us for 
Christmas Worship. I hope Christmas 
is a happy time that brings renewal 
for 2017. 

Written by Liz Hall, 
People's Warden 

We Have a Cat 
We have a cat. 

His name is Shadow. He's a He 
except, well, you know, population 
control issues. Poor guy. I think he is 
over it by now, but sometimes he looks 
like he wants to kill me. I get it. 



Shadow sleeps a lot. Wouldn't you? I 
guess there is only so much you can do 
during the day. I would like to think 
that he is guarding the house while we 
are not home. I suppose he is: we 
have no mice, birds, squirrels or 
alligators in our house. Good job 
Shadow. 

The interesting thing is that I don't 
like cats. I have always been a dog 
guy. You can ask Natalie. I have 
three 'Cs" that bother me: Clowns, 
Communists and Cats. I can do without 
all of them, thank you very much. It's 
possibly something from my childhood. 
Nonetheless, I have learned to love 
Shadow. 

I don't know how that happened. I 
guess through Isabelle's patience and 
Natalie's resolve, we now have a cat. 
It could have been worse, Natalie 
wanted a rabbit. I asked her how she 
wanted it cooked, but she didn't find 
that funny. [As an aside, I think we do 
have a rabbit living under our back 
deck. In the unlikely event that I 
catch him, he will be sent home .... the 
hard way]. 

So now Shadow is part of our life. 
It's amazing! I cannot imagine coming 
home without the cat sleeping in the 
front hall. I cannot imagine Natalie 
coming home and not seeing the damn 
cat. When Natalie comes home the 
order of importance is Shadow, 
Isabelle and then me. I am now lower 
than a cat. Four years of Engineering, 
12 years in the military, loving father 
and husband, and I am now outranked 

by a feline that has a brain the size of 
a peanut. I've come a long way. 

We went away on vacation for 2 weeks 
to BC: Isabelle, Natalie and myself. 
Shadow had to go to the cat hotel. 
No, we did not send him to the cat 
"farm", though at times I wish I could. 
The darn cat is now so important that 
I worry about him. Will they feed him 
properly? Does he get to play? Will 
they put on the Food Channel so he 
can watch tv? Is he going to get beat 
up by the other cats? There were 
lots of concerns. 

I told Isabelle that I think we should 
send him to the hotel with his regular 
food. I think the fact that I am now 
worried about the little rascal's diet 
is slightly weird to Isabelle. But I am 
thinking long-term. If anything 
happens to this cat I am in deep 
trouble. Happy cat+ Happy wife+ 
Happy kid= Happy Life. Easy math. 

So we get back from our vacation and 
go to pick up Shadow. The nice lady 
at the "Cat Hotel" says that Shadow 
was much better than the last time. 
Okay, what? Isabelle and I look at 
each other. I didn't know there was a 
problem the last time. What the 
heck!? Was Shadow being bad? Did 
he try to impregnate his hotel 
colleagues (Impossible, I hope). Or 
maybe he just ignored everyone like 
he does to me. I mean, isn't that what 
cats do? They ignore you ... that's why 
we get cats. If I wanted attention 
24/7 I would get a dog, my dentist, or 
someone from Revenue Canada. Don't 



you agree? But it turns out that he 
was fine and they didn't charge us 
extra. I still believe that he was 
probably up to some kind of 
shenanigans but I can't prove it. If 
anyone is interested there is probably 
a market for some kind of "Cat Cam" 
for these purposes. You heard it here 
first. 

I have never owned a cat before. I 
knew they were mean, but I didn't 
know how mean. Shadow is evil. He 
pretends to love me but I know he 
doesn't. And he is not shy about it. I 
still have trouble sleeping with our 
bedroom door open. I've seen too 
many movies. 

Each morning he tries to kill me whilst 
I walk down the stairs in the dark. 
The only reason I am going down the 
stairs at 6 a.m. is to feed the little 
rapscallion. You would think he would 
appreciate that, but no. Did I 
mention that Shadow is black? He 
likes to engage in some form or weird 
ballet, weaving in and out of my feet 
while I try to navigate the stairs in 
blackness. If you have a cat, you know 
exactly what I mean. If I'm 
successful, I manage to get his 
breakfast into his stupid, tiny, purple 
dish while he looks at me and decides 
how to kill me. Great. You're 
welcome, Shadow. I love you too. 

I haven't been working lately. That is 
a long story for another day. Anyways, 
for most of the day it's just me and 
Shadow at home. We tolerate each 
other and give each other space. It's 

his house now so I guess he wonders 
why I'm hanging around so much. I 
think I am imposing on his social life. 
Do you ever wonder what your pets do 
while you are not at home? It scares 
me to think about it. 

I am writing this as I sit at the 
computer upstairs in our office. 
Shadow's attention is equally divided 
between the squirrel outside and me 
sitting here working. I'm worried that 
he knows I'm writing about him. He 
gives me one of his evil looks. "Hi 
Shadow"! I say in my most friendly 
voice. He ignores me as usual. By now 
I'm getting a bit nervous. I look over 
my shoulder out the window and I see 
the squirrel staring back at me. I'm 
hoping that the squirrel may be able 
to save me some how. I swear that 
the squirrel gently shook his head 
"No" in squirrelese. It is then, with 
horror, I realize that between me and 
escape is a set of stairs! 

Written by Michael Smith 



Christmas Gifts 
The Blessing of Peace 
The Beauty of Love 
The Spirit of Hope 
The Comfort of faith 
May these be your gifts this 
Christmas Season ..... . 

Submitted by Tanya Drew 

YEAR 151-MAKING 
DISCIPLES?? 

Our year of celebration of our first 
150 years is over and it has been an 
amazing experience. Approximately 
800 people attended the various 
events and probably about 40 were 
leaders or helpers. It was inspiring 
the way that many parishioners 
expressed interest not only to attend 
but also to lead. 
So what's next? I believe that we 
need to build on this and my 
inspiration is Jesus's great commission 
to ·make disciples" (Matthew 24v ). 
Now we know that we are called to 
"be .. disciples but is it really our job 
to "make .. disciples? Is this not just 
the rector's job or possibly the 
Sunday School teacher's or Youth 
Leader's job? I think not! 
If it is not just the job of priests, 
missionaries, full time Christian 
workers or possibly Lay Readers, then 
what is our role in discipling? Do we 

have the experience necessary? The 
answer in many cases is "yes". 
Is not discipling as much learning to 
be on the Altar Guild or a facilities 
person or an open table helper or 
sidesman/greeter or any other role in 
church life. Who then is the disciple? 
The one who makes disciples. Who is 
there to help us to be an effective 
Christian in government or in business 
or in the home? Clearly our priest 
does not have the time to do all these 
things. May be it falls to us to nurture 
others, to help them learn the roles 
that we have at St Thomas'. Are we 
giving both younger members and 
newer members the opportunity and 
challenges of serving and growing in 
their Christian faith? Are there 
longer term members that we have 
ignored? We should not be ·dumping" 
them in the roles but taking time to 
nurture, develop and support them. 
In our Advent study the question was 
asked "Who within your church family 
might feel unwelcome, unwanted or 
unneeded?" How can you (we) reach 
out to them? As well as welcoming new 
people are we also making sure that 
we all continue to feel welcome and 
wanted. As we seek to disciple we 
can also help the unneeded find their 
role and feel and be needed. 
I offer this as food for thought as we 
look forward to Christmas and 
reflect on this over the Christmas 
holidays. 

Written by William Passmore 



High Flight by RCAF PO 
John Magee (1922-1941) 

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of 
earth, 

And danced the skies on laughter
silvered wings; 

Sunwards I've climbed and joined the 
tumbling mirth 

Of sun-split clouds- and done a 
thousand things 

You have not dreamed of - wheeled 
and soared and swung 

High in the sunlit silence. Hovering 
there, 

I've chased the shouting wind along 
and flung 

My eager craft through footless halls 
of air, 

Up, up the long delirious burning blue 
I've topped the wind-swept heights 

with easy grace, 
Where never lark, or even eagle, flew; 
And, while with silent, lifting mind I've 

trod 
The high untresspassed sanctity of 

space, 
Put out my hand, and touched the face 

of God. 

ALOFT - Written by 
Pat McNally 

I don't recall when I first read or 
heard the poem High Flight. It was 
probably in high school as part of an 
English Literature Jesson. It was one 
of those iconic items, committed to 
memory and recited to the class. 
Recently I have discovered that John 
Magee completed his final pilot 
training in Ottawa before being 
posted overseas to enter service as a 
fighter pilot. 
Somewhere between 'high flight' the 
poem and time spent with my father 
being ferried to and from various 
bush plane lakes around northwestern 
Ontario, I caught the bug. The flying 
bug that is. My dad was living the 
dream that was being formed in my 
young mind. He was a commercial bush 
pilot. As a youth, I became aware that 
someday, somehow, I wanted to be a 
pilot. The dream of flying was at first 
elusive, revolving around the building 
of model airplanes and the voracious 
consumption of aviation magazines and 
newspaper articles. 
As the teenage years unfolded, filled 
with unbounded idealism, 
opportunities to see my 'bug' quest 
become a reality came into view. Free 
flying instruction and a rewarding 
career through the officers' training 
program in the RCAF was my first 
choice in my quest to master the air. 
After a battery of qualification tests 
were exhausted, I missed passing the 
physical requirements. 



What a disappointment, to say the 
least. At the time, there was a drastic 
shortage of all types of commercial 
pilots in Canada. The government was 
offering financial incentives to learn 
to fly. This was tailor-made for me, or 
so I thought. Before my nineteenth 
birthday I had earned my private 
pilot's wings. In order to be eligible 
for advanced flying and a job, a lot of 
time and money would need to be 
spent to build up experience and the 
required flying hours. Time and money 
were not commodities that I 
possessed in abundance. 
I resolved to shelve my plan to be a 
career pilot, but to continue on as a 
so-called 'weekend warrior', gradually 
improving my skills. This kind of flying 
was my mantra from 1966 until1997. 
On weekends, I would go flying either 
from an airport, or later on from a 
lake to exercise my preferred choice 
as a floatplane pilot. 
Having moved from Quebec to 
Sudbury, more options and 
opportunities arose to augment my 
experience in the air and on the 
ground. I became involved with a local 
pilots' group, part of a national 
organization to which I still belong. In 
1997, a golden opportunity presented 
itself. I had the chance to fulfil one 
of my dad's dreams- to own an 
aircraft. Through God's grace this 
dream became reality through the 
acquisition of my 1976 Cessna 172. I 
was able to lease my plane to a local 
flying school to defray the monthly 
payments. Sadly, that chapter came to 
an end in 2002 with the loss of the 
aircraft in a water landing incident. 

A floatplane student was the sole 
occupant. No injuries were sustained, 
but my 'dream' suffered irreparable 
damage. 
So it was back to being a weekend 
pilot- not so bad after all. Since 
retiring and moving to Stittsville, my 
weekends are now seven days long. I 
still enjoy the God-given gift and skill 
of being able to pilot an aircraft. I 
just celebrated 50 years as a member 
of a very special group of people -
those who have 'slipped the surly 
bonds of earth'. To fly is a privilege I 
do not take lightly. I love to share the 
cockpit with others and to show them 
the sights from a new perspective. 
And there is always something to 
learn each time I lift off the asphalt 
at the Carp airport. As long as I can 
pass the medical requirements I hope 
to continue to enjoy the 'bug' and to 
share my love of flying with anyone 
who will listen. 
I said earlier that I retired. In 2011, 
another dream was fulfilled in its 
completion. But that is a story for 
another time. Happy Landings! 



Jerusalem 

Women's 

Conference: 

November 2016 

After two and half years of 

waiting, we finally made it. 

Two weeks of meeting Anglicans 

in Israel and Palestine and 

learning about their ministries 

and visiting the traditional Holy 

sites has been an amazing 

experience. 

A view of the group from the Mount of Olives looking onto the city of Jerusalem 



We, twenty four women from across the 

Diocese of Ottawa travelled to Tel Aviv 

where we were met by Catherine Chapman 

and Rev John Bridges who had travelled 

two days earlier. Bishop John had 

intended to travel with us as well and 
attend the equivalent of Synod while 

there, but was unable to come due to his 

recent back injury. We arrived on 

Sunday, November 6 and after checking 
into our hotel we attended Evensong at 
StGeorge's Cathedral and were hosted at 

a reception by Bishop Suheil and his wife 

Safeeqa Diwani . 

During the week that followed we toured 

most of the "popular" religious sites 

including the old city of Jerusalem, the 

Garden of Gethsemane; the "Way of the 

Visiting the Western Wall 

Cross"; the Church of the Holy 

Sepulchre; the Western Wall and the 
Dome on the Rock; we visited Bethlehem 

and the Church of the Nativity and the 

Field of Shepherds; Jacob's well; Jericho, 

the Dead Sea; Quram; and the supposed 
site of Christ's baptism by John the 

Baptist. The second week, we travelled 

north to Nazareth and visited sites 

where Jesus did most of his ministry like 
the Mount of the Beatitudes, Sea of 

Galilee and Capernaum. We toured 

archaeological sites at Megiddo and 

Caesarea. 

/ o 



After touring St Luke's Hospital in Nablus 
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The View from the Mount of Beatitudes looking on the Sea of Galilee on a misty morning. 
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The part of this trip that was so unique 

was the opportunity to meet Anglican men 

and women and ask them about their life 

and ministry as an Anglican in the Holy 

Land. We also visited a UN refugee camp 

where families have lived since the 1948 

war. We visited St Luke's hospital in 

Nablus (in the West Bank) and Princess 

Bosma's Children's Hospital in Jerusalem. 

We toured StGeorge's School in 

Jerusalem and StJohn's School in Haifi 

(where the children sang to us). We 

visited a clinic in Zababdeh. All of these 

institutions are run by the Diocese of 

Jerusalem and affiliated with the local 

church. Many if not most of the clients 

and staff are Muslims. We were hosted 

three times by the Bishop and his wife 

and members of the congregation at the 

Chtldren sing for us in Sf John's Hatfa 

Cathedral, and connected with women in 

Nablus and Zababdeh, Nazareth and at 

the school in Haifi. On the second 

Sunday in Jerusalem we attended the 

Arabic service. We sang the hymns in 

English, while the congregation sang in 

Arabic. The Dean delivered half his 

sermon in Arabic and half in English. We 

enjoyed coffee hour in the Gardens 

afterward. 

I could write a book and am making a 

scrapbook with over 400 of the 1500 

pictures I took including pages of notes 

that I took. Once I am finished I will be 

willing to share it with anyone who is 

interested. Thank you to all for your 

good wishes and prayers for safety. 

Written by Sue Lomas 



Visiting with some senior boys at StGeorge's School. 

At St Margaret's Guest House with the women from Christ Church Nazareth. 
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The "Miracle" .. . of the 
Christmas story isn't in a virgin birth, or a 
star in the sky. The "miracle" was in the 
fact that it was so beautifully and 
confoundingly common. The miracle of 
the Christmas story is that the divine is 
expressed every minute in the common 
everyday events of life. 

Written by Rev'd Mark Scandlin, 
American pastor and "blogger" 

Submitted by Tanya Drew 

Christmas with Cats 

For many years now I have been 
minimalist in my Christmas decorations. 

Though procrastination and general time 

management issues have certainly 

contributed, the main reason is the cats. 

When I was a child my parents always 

tied the tree to cup hooks my Dad had 

hidden behind the curtains, and we 

weren't allowed tinsel because it was too 

much of a temptation for the cat. My 
childhood cat, Brigus, was a saint 

compared to the rascals that live at my 
house. Both Catriana and Baerd consider 

a decorated Christmas tree as "the best 

toy ever". Baerd, in particular, will climb 

right up to the top to find the best toys. 

Some years he has a favourite that he 

snags off the tree no matter how 

cunningly we think we have hidden it. We 
have numerous bell ornaments that act as 

an alert system. Meal preparation is 
often interrupted by cries of "oh no, 

Baerd is in the tree, again". Catriana is a 
bit less ambitious, but has broken her 

fair share of ornaments and managed to 
pull a decorated wreath off the wall one 
year to an almighty "crash". In the early 

years I often came home to the sad sight 

of the tree lying on the floor with 
scattered broken ornaments. Now once 

the tree is put up, both cats spend too 

much time trapped away from it together, 
and the result is the opposite of "peace 

on earth". They love the opening of 

presents. There are new boxes to 

investigate, wrapping paper to skitter 

across the room and empty gift bags to 
attack. Catriana always hopes that she 

can sneak up on the counter to snag some 

turkey or to nibble on the pie crust. We 

are wise to their ways but they still lead 

us on a merry chase before dinner, in our 

efforts to trap them away for a few 

minute's peace. 

Written by Liz Hall 



SNOWFLAKE 

BAZAAR AND 

LUNCHEON - 2016 

Thanks to the wonderful support and 

participation from so many folk at St 

Thomas, our 2016 Snowflake Bazaar and 

Luncheon was, again, a huge success! 

As in previous years, the Books were set 

up in the foyer. Footprints then guided 

people through the church and past an 

excellent slide show highlighting our St. 

Thomas history. They continued on to 

Home Decor in the council room and down 

the stairs to the Sunday School room 

where our 150th Anniversary exhibit was 

showcased, including a second slideshow. 

The main hall housed the Luncheon, the 

Silent Auction, ACW Tiny Treasures, 

Baking, and Christmas Decorations/ 

Crafts. We also offered our Anniversary 

Books and mugs for sale. 

A tremendous thank you to all the people 

who helped set up on the Thursday, who 

contributed articles, who chaired and 

worked at the various areas, who baked 

or made soup, who sold luncheon tickets 

or acted as floats and to all those who 

helped with the 'take down' at the end of 

the day on Saturday. A special thank you 

to our young people who did an amazing 

job serving at the luncheon. 

Following is a breakdown of the profits by 

table .. ... . 

Baking- $943 

Luncheon- $682 

Crafts - $429 •. 85 

Home Decor- $478.10 

Jewelry- $244.50 

Books- $204.06 

Silent Auction- $3237 

Net Proceeds : $6218.51 

I feel so blessed to be a member of such 

a dedicated and awesome group of people. 

Again, thank you so very much, and God 

bless you all. 

Written by Bonnie McNally 

The People· s Portrait 

Don Gillen, Organist 

Photo taken by Michael Smith 

As we walked into the church, that 
Sunday morning, it took me a little while 
to understand there was something 
missing 



There was no-one sitting in the front, 
waiting and ready to play the organ. Don, 
the one who is always there, the one who 
keeps the pace and helps us follow along, 
the one who gives us a sense of 
connecting on another level with god, was 
not there. There would not be music that 
morning. I have to admit, there is 
something sad about the fact that I only 
realised how precious his music is, the 
day he was not there. 

That is when I decided to talk to Don, to 
find out a bit more about him and to tell 
him how I truly connect better with God 
when he is playing his music, when he is 
taking part in our Sunday ritual. When 
you talk to Don, you realise very quickly 
that he is not used to talking about 
himself. Don is more at ease behind his 
musical instrument. Telling his story, does 
not come easy. He talks with few words, 
but you know that when he tells you 
something, it is with great care. As if 
every word he uses has it's purpose, it's 
place. Just like every note of music 
played on an instrument has a purpose so 
does the words when Don shares his 
story. 

He is from around here, grew-up in the 
West-end of Ottawa. Then his parents 
moved in the Kanata, Amberwood Village. 
And he has been living here for the last 
30 years. Both his parents passed away, 
now. He has one sister, whom he is close 
to, because she lives not too far away. A 
bother also. He tells me that he likes 
getting together and that family is 
important to him. You get that the St
Thomas's family takes a very big part of 
his life, that this is where he spends a lot 

of his time, at the church. He has been 
playing the organ since he was 12 or 13 
years old, when he was part of a recorder 
Ensemble. His teacher said he would cut 
his fee in half if. he could sing. That is 
what he did. And that is when he was 
approached by a parishioner to come and 
play with the choir at StThomas's. He was 
22 at the time. He auditioned, and got 
the job. He has been with us ever since. 

I asked him if he felt nervous before 
playing. He said not anymore ... there still 
is a bit of nervousness, but just the kind 
that is healthy. You should feel a bit 
nervous before a performance. I told him 
that we missed his music that Sunday 
morning, and that without him, the 
service was just not the same. Don 
sounded a bit embarrassed of the 
complement. And thanked me, sincerely. 
After all these years, he is never bored 

and loves to play. His favourite hymn: 
How Great Art Thou? When asked why? 
He says the words make sense to him, 
that the words are very powerful, very 
poignant. 

His best memory of playing music? The 
very first time he played at St Thomas 
was on Christmas Eve! Talk about baptism 
by fire!! We laughed when he told me 
that, his great big voice, the one we hear 
every Sunday morning, booming over the 
phone. He also talks very fondly of 
Reverend Jane, with whom he chooses the 
hymns to be song every Sunday. 

As we have been celebrating our 150th 
anniversary at StThomas, this past year, 
it is nice to take the time to reflect on 
who has been part of this great parish. 



So many years, so many people have given 
their time and energy to be part of what 
St Thomas is today. Thinking about how 
each and everyone of us, contributes in 
our own way to the life of StThomas, it 
is with great respect and admiration that 
I will listen differently to Don's music, 
from now on. Knowing how important it is 
for him to be here, and how lucky I am to 
be sitting in church, on Sunday mornings, 
singing along to the sound of his musical 
instrument. And with each note, I feel 
myself getting a little bit closer to God. 

Thank you Don ... 

Written by Isabelle Routhier 

Do you think someone should 
be our next People's Portrait? 

routhier.isa24@gmail.com 

How great Thou art 

0 Lord my God, When I in 
awesome wonder, Consider all 
the worlds Thy Hands have 
made; I see the stars, I hear 
the rolling thunder, Thy power 
throughout the universe 
displayed. 

Then sings my soul, My Saviour 
God, to Thee, How great Thou 
art, How great Thou art. Then 
sings my soul, My Saviour God, 
to Thee, How great Thou art, 
How great Thou art! 

When through the woods~ and 
forest glades I wander, And 
hear the birds sing sweetly in 
the trees. When I look down, 
from lofty mountain grandeur 
And see the brook, and feel the 
gentle breeze. 

Then sings my soul, My Saviour 
God, to Thee, How great Thou 
art, How great Thou art. 
Then sings my soul, My Saviour 
God, to Thee, How great Thou 
art, How great Thou art! 

If. 



WORSHIP SPACE 

RENEWAL 

Responding to a mandate given by vestry 

earlier this year, a committee was struck 

to explore options regarding the renewal 
of our worship space at StThomas. The 

visioning process in the spring helped 

direct our focus. 

It was felt that the first stage of the 

process should involve replacing the 
carpet in the sanctuary and giving the 

interior of the church a fresh coat of 

paint. Preliminary costing at local carpet 

outlets has begun with more in-depth 

estimates to be pursued early in the New 

Year. At that time we will be looking for 

input from the members of the 

congregation regarding colour, carpet 

tiles versus regular carpet, etc. 

We are also exploring ideas such as 

moving the altar forward and evening out 

the configuration of the riser at the 

front of the church to allow the worship 

team/choir room to expand (at present, 

they are terribly cramped.) 

There has also been strong support for 

relocating the nursery so that parents 
can still be present in the service while 

watching their little ones. Options will be 

finalized and br~ught to vestry in 

February. In the meantime, we welcome 

any and all ideas. 

The members of the committee are: 
Diane Lachance - chair, Rev Jane, Luc 

Faucon, Nicole Dallaway, and Bonnie 

McNally. Please feel free to share your 

thoughts and suggestions with any one of 

these folk. 

Written by Bonnie McNally 

It£ 



A week in Igaluit 
Written by pat Dalphy 

My interest in the North started 
some years ago. St. Jude's Cathedral 
in Iaqluit, the 'Igloo Church', had 
burned down, due to arson and there 
was much fundraising to build a new 
one. It is not a simple matter, 
building in the North. There is the 
problem of perma frost; build on top 
of that and eventual ly the warmth 
from the building melts the 
frost. Many modern northern 
buildings are built on stilts so there is 
space between the base of the 
building and the ground, but this was 
to be a large building and putting it on 
stilts was problematic. So, no stilts 
for the Igloo Church. Luckily there 
are now new building methods that 
helped solve that problem, but they 
are expensive. Add to that, the first 
construction company went bankrupt 
and much of the construction had to 
be re-done. The ACW at St. Thomas 
had recently completed ra1smg 
$2,000.00 for a 'room' in the new 
Cornerstone building and were looking 
for another project. St. Jude's 
seemed like a good fit! When a 
fundraising concert was held in the 
Cathedral some of us went along and 
there we met Garth Hampson, 'the 
singing Mountie'. Taking the Bull by 
the Horns - or Striking while the Iron 
was Hot - we boldly asked Garth if he 
would come to Stittsville to talk to 
our ACW! He said 'Yes', he also said 
he would bring Frances Macdonnell, 
Cathedral Organist Emeritus, along 

(more about Frances later). He also 
offered to bring the Cathedral Girls' 
Choir to St. Thomas and I am sure 
many of us remember that memorable 
Eucharist, and . the memorable 'light' 
lunch afterwards. {St. Thomas does 
food very well!) 

In the meantime, plans for the visit to 
ACW by Garth and Frances were going 
ahead, and on the 1st Monday in 
October, 2015 we had the pleasure of 
welcoming both to an afternoon tea 
with the ACW. Posters had been put 
up, invitations sent to other Churches 
and we had a great attendance, a 
generous free-will offering and 
wonderful talks from our two 
speakers. Garth had been posted to 
the North for most of his career in 
the RCMP and Frances, who had been 
the organist at the Cathedral for 
many years, had also visited the 
North several times, most memorably 
when she arranged for the renowned 
Canadian pianist Angela Hewitt to give 
a concert in Iqaluit and led a group of 
Anglican women to attend and visit 
and learn first hand about Northern 
conditions. It was then that she 
learned about the annual music camp 
for young children held each August in 
Iqaluit, at no charge, and a plan was 
born. 
"Wouldn't it be great if a group of 
teenagers from St. Stephens (the 
Church Frances now attends) were to 
visit Iqaluit and help with the music 
camp". 

!C) 



Frances is a great organiser and soon 
the plan was taking shape, fund raising 
began and adults started saying "May 
we come too?" Because my interest in 
the North was known information 
found its way to me and soon Mary 
Attwell and I attended some meetings 
and took the step of signing on! Then 
Robin Tilgner thought that perhaps 
her granddaughter would be 
interested and so Jaqueline joined as 
one of the teenaged counsellors! We 
probably had a year to get prepared 
and somehow that time went very 
quickly and we got more and more 
nervous. What to wear? What to 
take? Fresh fruits and vegetables are 
in short supply in northern climes, and 
very expensive to bring in. The music 
camp needed materials - paper, craft 
supplies, books for youngsters and 
teenagers; supplies were needed at 
the hospital for newborns (that was 
fun, buying sleepers, bonnets, 
receiving blankets etc. etc. etc.), 
shampoos, soaps, hair accessories, 
hygiene products, all sorts of things 
were needed and we had a generous 
luggage allowance. Thank you St. 
Thomas Parishioners for very 
generous donations of all the needed 
items plus monetary gifts. Mary and I 
each brought two large suitcases and 
two carry-on sized ones, plus a good 
sized 'handbag' each. Everything was 
packed and ready to go! We did not 
have a spare inch to pack in one more 
tiny item! 

Saturday, August 13 we all met at the 
Airport about 7:30 am. Chaos -
especially as most of us had too much 

luggage! Mary managed to get one of 
her pieces taken by someone who had 
room for an extra piece, and I 
managed to get a bit of a discount on 
extra baggage! . We were on a full 
flight which was piloted by Michael 
Edwards, the son of our own Don and 
Mollie Edwards. He came in to the 
passenger cabin especially to talk to 
us, and we had our photos taken with 
him on the tarmac at Iqaluit Airport, 
which made us 15 minute celebrities! 

So, we had arrived! All dressed for 
winter and the sun is hot and the air 
is warm! Iqaluit airport is small, with 
one large room and what seems like 
hundreds of people all running around 
claiming baggage. We heard that the 
food bank/ soup kitchen truck was 
outside and would take our suitcases 
with produce in them. Most of us had 
produce all mixed in with clothing, 
school supplies, toothpaste etc! So I 
ended up running to and fro with 
armfuls of potatoes, onions, carrots, 
apples. There was so much stuff, that 
finally another van was sent to pick up 
us and the rest of our baggage. Mary 
had stayed in the airport collecting all 
our pieces and it wasn't until later 
that I realised that one huge suitcase 
of mine was missing. Filled with baby 
items amongst other things and no 
where to be seen. I went to the hotel 
desk twice and got the key to look in 
the luggage cupboard. The suitcase 
didn't belong to me- it belongs to Pat 
and Bonnie McNally! - and the first 
time I was looking for the wrong 
colour. Not that the right colour was 
helpful, it still wasn't there. It 



wasn't with the emptied suitcases at 
the food bank either. Then I tried to 
phone the airport with the help of the 
very courteous clerk at the Hotel 
Reception Desk, but nothing, either 
we couldn't get through or we talked 
to the Toronto office! Finally I said
I'm going back to the Airport so got a 
taxi and did just that. Walked into 
the airport, up to the First Air desk 
and 'yes - my suitcase was waiting for 
me'. Thankfully I took the suitcase, 
rolled it down the very awkward, very 
long, very steep and very open ramp 
(managed to get the wheels stuck 
more than once) only to find my taxi 
had left - so back I rolled, back to 
the First Air Desk where the 
receptionist phoned for another taxi, 
back down the open, long, steep 
and awkward ramp, into the new taxi 
and back to the Hotel. Mary who had 
been to a reception put on for us had 
brought me a bit of cold pizza and a 
coke which I had for supper. Then I 
noticed I had had a phone call, early 
afternoon. It was from the airport 
advising me that I had a suitcase 
there ready for pick-up! Oh dear, I 
had had half my fellow travellers 
looking for it, to say nothing of the 
trouble I'd caused the front 
desk! However, all's well that ends 
well, and no one seemed to mind. 

The next day was Sunday and it was 
Igloo Church for us - first in English, 
second service in Inuktitut. In the 
afternoon we had an important mission 
to accomplish. Mary had brought with 
her some of her late father's (Rev. 
Edward Attwell) vestments and a very 

precious travelling Communion 
Kit. We took all to the Cathedral 
Dean, the Rev. Jonas Allooloo. Among 
the many items were some clerical 
collars and the Dean told us that 
these were in short supply in the 
Arctic, and oftentimes the clergy cut 
their own cardboard 
inserts. "Necessity is the mother of 
invention!" After leaving the Dean we 
explored our new surroundings, had a 
good meal, (more about food later!) 
and back to Church for a 'Prayer and 
Praise' Service, entirely in 
Inuktitut. We made joyful noises 
whilst singing that seemed to be 
acceptable to the people around us, 
and I'm sure were more than 
acceptable to God! 

Monday we had a great tour, on a 
school bus, of Iqaluit and neighbouring 
suburb(?) camp(?) of Apex. Apex is 
right on Frobisher Bay and was the 
original home of the Hudson Bay 
Company in that area. We had our 
pictures taken outside the huts which 
still bear the Company name on them. 
We visited several interesting places 
in town, including the legislature 
building which is beautiful and full of 
original Inuit Art, but the highlight 
was visiting the sled dogs. They are 
not working in the summer and were 
housed in an area outside of 
town. Our guide, who is originally 
from Montreal and was most 
interesting and informative, owns dogs 
and is very proud of them. They are 
moved to two or three different 
areas outside of town during the 
summer months. 
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Although we were unable to get close 
they were all excited to see us, with 
much tail wagging, jumping around and 
barking. One of the traits that is 
looked for in a good sled dog is a good 
temperament and ability to get along 
with humans! The dogs are Canadian 
Inuit Dogs, Qimmiq in Inuktitut. This 
dog is one of the world's oldest pure 
breeds and has been resident in the 
Arctic for at least 4,000 years! 

Once back in town, Mary and I visited 
the soup kitchen and spoke to Blake 
who runs it. I'm pretty sure he was 
not too thrilled to see us. 'Do-gooders 
from the South' was what was 
foremost in his mind I'm 
sure! However we went in the next 
day and did a good job. Each day 4 or 
5 of us helped, Mary and I being 
there every day. By Friday he left us 
in charge to lock up and said he hoped 
we would be back, so the 'Do-gooders 
from the South' actually did do 
good! After being there a couple of 
days we discovered that apart from 
our group, our fellow volunteers were 
prisoners from the local jail. Got to 
know a couple of them quite well - nice 
lads! 

Our mounds of baby supplies were 
delivered to one of the local nurses 
and a couple of days later a few of our 
fellow travellers were able to visit the 
hospital which they found to be very 
up-to-date and they were able to talk 
to several of the Doctors and 
Nurses. They were also thrilled to 
hold a newborn dressed in some of the 
clothing we had donated! 

With all the 'stuff' that we had 
brought Mary and I continued to find 
suitcases in the school, in the food 
bank and even i.n the hotel which we 
would take to the various places and 
deliver them. We also would find that 
some school items were at the food 
bank, some thrift store items were 
found at the school etc. so we would 
pack them up and deliver to the right 
places. This went on right through 
Thursday, but finally all was delivered, 
all to the right places, and suitcases 
(even mine!!) were back with their 
rightful owners. Some of the 
suitcases were left behind and would 
be used by hospital patients, many of 
whom arrive with nothing. 

Still to come food, terrain, 
activities, people and music camp! To 
be continued ! 



Some of the items we took and how we packed them 

Igaluit Airport with our Pilot, Michael Edwards 
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The Igloo Cathedral - Iqaluit 

Statue outside the Legislature Canadian Inuit Dogs 

The Soup Kitchen 
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Our mission statement: 
StThomas sets its heart toward being a Christian home which welcomes, 

encourages and seeks to inspire All People. 
With God's help we strive to: 

Be a community built on unconditional love and understanding 
Nurture our members so they may carry the Light of Christ into the world 

Be prepared and strengthened to live our faith in all areas of our lives 
~----·----------··-~·---·-

Bring us your dreamss 
We can make them come true_ 

MATT W. WIGNEY 
President 

P.O. Box 955 Stittsville, Ontario K2S 1 81 

www.wigneyhomes.com 

(613) 836-6888 

The People's Pulpit is a great place to advertisel 
If you are looking to get more business within the community, 

Please contact Pat [)alphy for more details: 613-836-3803 



We thank our advertisers. 
Please support theml 

KUMON MATH AND READING CENTRE 

Marilee Clarke 
Kumon Math and Reading InstruCtOr 

STITTSVILLE KUMON CENTRE 
TEL: 6'13-83'1-2577 

1300 Stittsville Main Street#108 CELL: 613-591-9351 
StittsviiJe ON 

LiUledown Farms 

Certified Orgamc and 
AII-Natunl Grass-Fed 

Beef 

No chemicals, hormones, . 
anti-biotics or additives, fed 
organically, Gov't inspected 

Dick anJ Bev Coote 
1970 Mansfield Road, 

www .littledownfarm.ca 

Stittsville, ON JUS 1 B8 
Tel: (613) 838-2900; 
Cell: (613) 889-8600 
dcoote@xplomeLcom 
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The People's Directory 

Role Phone 

Baumgart, Eleanor 613-831-4564 

&Roy Prayer Chair 

Clarke, Merilee Church School/God's Garden 613-831-7704 

Dallaway, Judith Open Table 613-623-4501 

Fellowship and Fundraising 613-298-6670 

Dallaway, Nicole Co-ordinator 

ACW, People's Pulpit 613-836-3803 

Dalphy, Pat Advertising 

Drew, Tanya Pastoral Care 613-836-9944 

Gillen, Don Choir Director and Organist 613-291-2504 

Graham, Gary Website Manager 613-963-9661 

Hall, liz People's Warden 613-831-4072 

lomas, Bob Envelope Secretary 613-836-5229 

lomas, Susan Stewardship 613-836-5229 

Bookkeeper and Facilities 613-838-7223 

McCaig, Bob Chair 

McCaig, Rev. Jane Incumbent Priest 613-838-7223 

Cursillo Contact and Counter 613-831-0968 

McNally, Bonnie Co-ordinator 

McNally, Pat Rector's Warden 613-831-0968 

Norris, Elizabeth Parish Secretary 613-836-5741 

O'Shaughnessy, 613-599-7125 

Gwelda Cemetery Committee 

Passmore, Mary Cornerstone 613-836-2876 

Passmore, William Member at large 613-836-2876 

People's Pulpit Ed itor and 613-831-5058 

Routhier, Isabelle member at large 

Chenette, Shirley Deputy Warden 613-831-1214 



God of hope 
be with us in our Advent.journey 

to the stable and beyond, 
be with us in our meeting 

and in our travelling together, 
be with us in our worship 
and our praying together, 

be with us in our Advent journey 
to the stable and beyond, 

our God of hope. 

from faithandworship.com 


