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ADVENT MESSAGE FROM OUR RECTOR

I love this time of year! Advent is one of my favourite seasons because of the hope and promise that 
comes with it. The excitement that comes with preparing for God’s birth into our world once more 
at Christmas is worth the wait. More than after January 1 and more than in early September, it is 
now, in the season of Advent, that I most anticipate whatever it is that God has in store.
 
In the second half of the long season after Pentecost, through the fall just ended, we embarked on an 
exploration of Anglican history  and tradition. The series was meant to increase our knowledge and 
encourage our appreciation of our past, as a preliminary step in discerning for the future. Knowing 
who we are and where we have come from is a critical basis, the spiritual ground, from which we 
will work to mold and shape our Anglican inheritance, as expressed particularly  here at St. 
Andrew’s, for and with new generations.
 
Through the new church year just  beginning, we will continue our journey through our Anglican 
tradition particularly by considering many  and varied aspects of 20th century theology and 
spirituality. Along with reflecting on our own beliefs, practices and experiences of the church and 
world, we will also begin looking for more ways to reach out to our neighbours to learn something 
of their spirituality, beliefs, practices and experiences of the church and the world. The goal is to 
find points of connection between the great riches of our tradition and who we are with the many 
and varied needs of those near to us, and letting both be transformed in the process.
 
The hope and promise of Advent is that God’s birth anew comes after the end of the world. The 
ending that is most obvious and impactful at St. Andrew’s this year is the retirement of our long-
time Parish Secretary, Anne. Anne has been a vitally important part of our community for many 
years and will be greatly missed. As we grieve this ending and celebrate the great work Anne has 
done among us, we also have the opportunity to welcome a new Administrator. Renuka Williams 
officially  joins us December 1 and I hope you will take some time in the weeks to come to call or 
visit to introduce yourself and welcome her to our church.
 
Having lived the Christian story year after year, we know that God is born to ordinary  people, in an 
out of the way place, at an unexpected time. It makes our Advent time of preparation unclear and yet 
pregnant with possibility. For now, for Advent, God’s call is to wait and to watch, to pay  attention, 
for God is coming into our midst once more. And when the miracle does finally arrive, with it 
comes great hope, peace, joy and love. May it be so this year as it always has been in years past.

        Christine +
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Parker’s Pen

Austin Murray, pastor at our second church, Trinity 
Episcopal Church By-The-Sea on Maui, started his 
sermon by  telling us he had spent the previous day  at 
a diocesan synod. He commented  on the amount of 
time spent discussing things that seemed not too 
important and then settled down to tell us what the 
church and its members should be focusing on – 
loving God and loving our neighbour. Uplifting.

Yet at the Wednesday Morning Prayer and Bible 
Study we were caught in the same kind of prattling. 
The readings included Matthew 23:1-12 and far too 
much time was spent discussing, “And call no one 
your father on earth, for you have one Father – the 
one in heaven.”

Murray likes to be addressed as Father; then what 
about female priests, do you call them Mother, or is 
that a term for just Superiors? – and so on.

I helped get our time back onto track by  saying, “We 
have a lady priest - we call her Christine.”

                                       +

Reminds me of a Calgary synod many moons ago 
when the late Bishop Goodman addressed the Rev. 
Charles Alexander as Father Alexander. His response 
was, “I am no more your father than you are my 
Lord.”

                                      +

Earlier this month we attended the Companions of 
the Bishops Dinner. It was a grand affair. Best bib   

and tucker for an evening with our diocesan family, 
many I hadn’t seen for a long time.

But I was surprised at the small attendance, 
especially after my RC deacon friend had told me of 
his Bishop’s Dinner that drew 450 people. Both 
slated as fundraisers yet ours couldn’t have raised 
much. Location the Golf and Country  Club, three 
delicious courses accompanied by an ample supply 
of wine must have cost  close to the price of the 
ticket. How Anglican!

Bishop Henry’s do was at the conference centre in 
northeast Calgary.

   +

On a visit with Gerry Turcotte, president  of St. 
Mary’s University, I was given a couple of copies of 
The Carillon, a local RC magazine and found an 
interesting story in the Bishop’s Message.

On a business trip a man found himself sitting next 
to Mother Theresa. Naturally nervous he found the 
courage to ask her if she could help him through a 
spiritual crisis. “ How do I find joy  in my  life?” She 
answered, “Make J.O.Y. your priority in this order- 
Jesus, Others, and You - and only in this 
order  

   +

Jesus. I find it rather strange that it is a name used so 
infrequently, even among us church folk. Sure the 
name is heard in hymns, prayers, readings and 
during the Eucharist, but how many  times have you 
h e a r d t h e w o r d J e s u s d o w n s t a i r s a t 
coffee? " "                                                            

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     
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Having a holiday gives me lots of time to read on 
planes and in the sunshine this past month I managed 
to read three and a half books.

One was a wonderful mystery by  P.D. James called 
Death Comes to Pemberley – I hope you caught it on 
PBS Masterpiece Theatre, (but the book is much 
better).

Most interesting and thoroughly  enjoyable was a 
biography by Victoria Glendinning of Anthony 
Trollope which through quotes from his many books 
gave a good insight into the life of Georgian/
Victorian Britain.

Barchester Towers – “There is perhaps, no greater 
hardship at present  inflicted on mankind in civilized 
and free countries, than the necessity of listening to 
sermons.”

Rachel Ray – about the Rev. Samuel Pong, an 
evangelical clergyman, “a devout, good man, but 
deficient in one vital qualification for a clergyman of 
the Church of England: he was not a gentleman.”

Castle Richmond – “It  is sad for a man to feel, when 
he is fast going down the hill of life, that the 
experience of old age is to be no longer valued nor 
its wisdom appreciated. When he was in full physical 
vigour he was not old enough for mental success. He 
was still winning his spurs at forty. But at fifty – so 
does the world change – he learns that  he is past his 
work. By  some unconscious and lucky  leap he has 
passed from the unripeness of youth to the decay  of 
age, without even knowing what  it was like to be in 
his prime.”

A great read.

                                    

And a brilliant quote of Francis Burnand in her book.
 
"An irreverent humorist  who had adapted French 
farces for the London stage, he converted to 
Catholicism and toyed with the idea of the 
priesthood but the lure of the footlights, and of 
women, was too strong; he married twice and had 13 
children."
 
After taking over the editorship  of Punch in 1980, 
Burnand said in reply to a charge that the magazine 
was not what it used to be, "It never was."
 
Think about it. How often do we think of yesteryears 
being so much better.

   +

Character is how you behave when no-one is 
looking.

   +                                                                  
*****************************************

Advent Prayer

God of Love,
Your son, Jesus, is your greatest gift to us.
He is a sign of your love.
Help us walk in that love during the weeks of Advent,
As we wait and prepare for his coming.
We pray in the name of Jesus, our Savior.
Amen.

The Fisherman’s Log is published bi-annually and is 
intended to capture the life of the St. Andrew’s 
community. If you would like to contribute an article, 
please, contact the Editor.

.....................Editor Susan Chivers  (chiverss@telus.net)

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     
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http://www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca
http://www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca
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PRAYER FOR REMEMBRANCE DAY 
AT THE MANOR OF GARRISON 
WOODS

Gracious God, we thank you for the men and 
women who sacrificed their youth in taking part 
in the First and Second World Wars, the Korean 
war, and other hostilities lasting to the present 
day, in order to establish peace for Canada and 
our allies, and protection for innocent people.

We raise to you those who were wounded and 
who face continuing physical and mental 
difficulties in their lives today.

We remember especially those whose lives 
were lost, far from home and with no known 
grave. May the families of all these men and 
women have comfort and blessing, and may the 
souls of those who died rest in perpetual peace.   

Amen

" " " " " Pat Barton

!

! St Andrew’s chancel

GOD OR MAMMON?

In June this year we worshipped one Sunday at St 
Patrick’s Cathedral in Dublin. On arrival we were a 
little surprised at the number of (paying) tourists in 
the Cathedral and the noise was certainly distracting. 
We were seated in a box pew at the front which had a 
latching door. Five minutes before the service the 
tourists were ushered out and peace descended. The 
service was Eucharist, the sermon was exactly ten 
minutes, the choir of adult males sang beautifully 
especially the countertenor who carried the melody, 
and the service drew to a close exactly one hour after 
it started. A very few minutes later the paying 
tourists were let back in so there was no time for 
peaceful post-service meditation. 
I imagine that many  of the great old cathedrals face 
this dilemma of balancing how to raise enough 
money  for the upkeep  and providing a sacred space 
for worship services. I know you can only enter 
Westminster Abbey for free if you are attending a 
service whereas other cathedrals have strategically 
placed donation boxes. Hopefully some of those who 
come to look at the architectural features, or who are 
on a bus tour, are touched in some spiritual way by 
what they may experience there.

Susan Chivers

! St.Patrick’s Well, Dublin

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     



5MY JOURNEY TO THE KINGDOM OF 
SAUDI ARABIA

By Pauline Booth

After over 20 years of service at the Rockyview 
Hospital a drastic downsizing took place in the early 
1990s and my position of Nursing Coordinator was 
eliminated. After a difficult job search I reached the 
decision to take the biggest adventure of my life and 
accepted a position working in Riyadh,Saudi Arabia 
- known as the Magic Kingdom. After 3 years there I 
never did figure out what was magic about it! The 
hardest thing to do was leaving behind my dear 
friends who are my family and I cried all the way  to 
Los Angeles where I met up with other sombre-eyed 
folks from Canada and the USA. I discovered that 
they  were also going to Riyadh as doctors, nurses, 
lab and Xray techs at the same hospital.  We 
immediately bonded and I got my act together - ‘sort 
of.' After a long flight, which included my first 
introduction to Prayer Call on the plane, we arrived 
at a huge airport in the late evening with heat, 
humidity and robed people everywhere. We were 
met by someone from the hospital and were ushered 
by customs into a small room with no windows and 
females only. Our passports were taken away and 
were only returned on leaving the Kingdom for 
vacation or for hospital arranged trips. Although this 
had been explained by the recruiter prior to leaving it 
was then that reality  set in - no running away  now! 
Eventually after thorough searches we set off in the 
hospital bus to the compound. I did not see much of 
Riyadh that evening as my eyes were closed praying 
for a safe ride to the compound - cars, trucks, 
honking horns, screeching brakes, no such thing as 
staying in lane or signals. Remember - women are 
not allowed to drive! On arrival at the compound we 
were all delivered to our new ‘digs’.  I was 
pleasantly  surprised after climbing 3 flights of 
marble stairs, with a Sudanese male helper carrying 
my  bags, to find a beautiful large furnished 
apartment waiting. The foyer was big enough for line 
dancing classes ( called meetings). The fridge was 
full of goodies and I found a note from my 
colleagues in nursing administration to call as soon 
as possible. 

Within minutes I was surrounded by  new friends 
who were to be my coworkers for the next 3 years.

Next morning I awoke at an unearthly hour to the 
call to prayer. Then it  was off to be fitted into a white 
uniform consisting of pants and a long jacket of 
heavy  cotton with sleeves which had to be shortened 
right there for me! No time for jet  lag. That day  I 
learned ‘Inshallah’  or ‘God Willing’ . I also learned 
four things I was never to forget. No dating. No 
drinking. No driving. No drugs. However I did fail at 
one, and learned the art  of fine wine-making so that I 
was an expert when I returned home.

My position as Nursing Supervisor was a huge 
challenge in spite of the job description being 
identical to what I had done in my previous role, but 
with many added duties. Never in my life did I think 
I would be releasing bodies with no certificates and 
just an ID from the family  before they  went off to 
bury their loved one in the desert. One night I was 
performing these duties and a beautiful Persian rug 
was used to wrap the body and much to my surprise 
away they  went with the rug on the top of a small 
Toyota! That night I sat  outside the rear of the 
mortuary alone on the curb looking up to the stars 
and said, “Dear Lord, what do you have in store for 
me next?”  The following day Riyadh had its first 
hail storm, and yes, I was on duty! We went into 
disaster mode (the first  of many). The roof of 
Radiology caved in, but fortunately no one was 
injured.

The hospital was a 500 bed military hospital 
accepting traumas daily in ambulances, cars and 
trucks with no pre-Emergency Medical Services 
care. Needless to say  my  critical care background 
kept my skills updated. Many of the physicians with 
whom I had worked at  the Rockyview hospital over 
the years did tours of duty and it was a pleasant 
surprise to work with them again. There were other 
Calgarians in various positions thanks to the closures 
of Calgary hospitals.

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     
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I took the young nurses under my wing and 
frequently reminded them to respect  the culture or 
accept the punishment. The safety of staff was very 
important. If they  found themselves in trouble and 
were taken to jail the first  few hours were vital to get 
them released. Often they were deported on the next 
fight home. We had expatriates from all over the 
world, but the charge nurses were mostly American, 
Canadian, British and Australian. There were also 
caregivers from the Philippines and Egypt. We had 
Saudi male clerks/interpreters on all the wards and 
with prayer call 5 times a day my patience was 
challenged many times. 

Yes, I learned the culture very quickly  and wore the 
Abaya ( black coat) and covered my head with a 
scarf when the religious police called the Mutawa 
yelled “cover your head woman”! After they left 
waving their big sticks we would uncover our heads. 
The regular police never bothered the expatriates. 
Then there were the markets and Souks - my 
favourite places! The gold souks are where I got 
‘gold fever’. Beautiful materials - silks and cottons 
for just a few Riyals. Oh how I loved to shop! The 
smell of the spices just made you want to cook 
special dishes. I never ventured out on Fridays as 
this is the Muslim holy day. Thursday and Friday  are 
the weekend days and Friday in the square is where 
punishments such as beheading took place and large 
crowds would gather and expatriates would be 
pushed to the front of the crowds.

The holy  month of Ramadan was a difficult  time for 
expatriates and was often a time for vacations.The 
hospital was quiet  with no elective surgeries. At the 
end of Ramadan came the celebrations of Eid al Fitr 
with gifts, family feasting and gracious hospitality 
with friends I had made. To be invited to some of the 
hospital administrators’ homes was a great honour.

Westerners celebrated our own holidays of 
Christmas, Easter and Thanksgiving behind closed 
doors, usually  in my apartment. About twenty  to 
twenty-five expatriates gathered to give thanks 
around the big dining - room table, 

each sharing dishes from different parts of the world 
and the Canadians taught the Brits, Aussies and other 
cultures about Thanksgiving.

The Royal Suite would be opened frequently for the 
delivery of a new Prince or Princess. I would be 
summoned to arrange staffing from Paediatrics and 
set up  for delivery. Flowers, fruit and sweets would 
flow in abundance and there was much celebrating 
with so many people.

Sadly we lost 3 nurses in an air crash over India. 
They  were flying on a vacation after becoming 
friends in the Kingdom. King Abdullah granted 
permission for their families to fly to Riyadh to 
attend a memorial service. That night I found myself 
in medical distress and had an emergency angiogram 
performed by the King’s cardiologist! It was time to 
plan my exit.

Despite working shift  work with long hours, 
meetings on days off and celebrating a big birthday, 
which was great given the restrictions, I learned 
much about the culture. I took advantage of all the 
hospital trips, met local people in the mountains, 
went camping in the desert, and experienced camel 
riding and horse racing. There were weekend 
excursions to Jeddah, snorkeling in the Red Sea, and 
trips to Bahrain, Medina, Taif and Khobar. In the 
United Arab Emirates we could dress in western 
clothes and go to a movie! I had 2 leaves a year and 
visited Egypt, Cyprus, Greece, London and New 
York and also had one paid trip home to Canada.

This journey brought me life-long friendships, joy, 
sorrow, expectations, Hellos ( Maharba), Goodbyes 
(Masalama). After 3 years as a single woman on my 
own it was time to return home to so many little ones 
who call me Auntie and some big people too!

My silent prayers were answered. The Lord kept me 
safe and returned me home in good health with many 
great memories.

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     



7MY NEW CHURCH FAMILY IN 
KIMBERLEY  BC

Hello to my former Calgary church family who I 
miss very much. But thankfully I have found a new 
parish family  and what a lively  group  it is.  All 
Saints Anglican Church in Kimberley  BC has on 
average 30 parishioners attending most Sundays. 
Their long-time priest, Derek Smith, retired a couple 
of years ago and since he retired All Saints first had a 
wonderful young priest Trevor Freeman, who was in 
Fernie full time, then served at  Kimberley and Fernie 
part-time for a year, but  found it too taxing so he 
went back to Fernie full-time, but has now moved to 
Kelowna to be special assistant to the Bishop The 
Most Rev. John E. Privett. The present All Saints 
minister is a Lutheran pastor, Kim Staus, who comes 
to us part-time from his new home in Oliver. He 
preaches the first three Sundays of the month and 
then travels back home, so on the fourth and fifth 
Sundays the lay preachers take over and do differing 
formats of Morning Prayer. The congregation is very 
much enjoying Pastor Kim and we are lucky that he 
is a good singer as there is no choir although  there 
a r e s o m e v e r y  m u s i c a l p e o p l e i n t h e 
congregation.There are only  2 families  with children 
attending on a regular basis, one with preschoolers 
and one with school-age girls, the older one 
participating as a server. The families sit in the front 
pews and a floor mat and table with coloring and 
books are provided for them during the service - no 
Sunday school is happening right now. 

After my first Sunday, Pastor Kim phoned and 
wanted to visit us, but  since we were in the middle of 
renovations I asked him to delay his visit. He came a 
week ago and the three of us had a nice visit and he 
blessed our home, a first for me. We are learning 
quite a bit about the Lutheran church from Kim, and 
he is learning a lot about Anglican customs. He had a 
very interesting Reformation Sunday service a few 
weeks ago. There have been two other new members 
this fall so they had a very warm welcoming for us 
and special prayers one Sunday.  

With never knowing if you will have a priest or not 
the members of the congregation have learned to be 
self-sufficient and to do all the jobs themselves. The 
four lay  preachers are very good and many other 
parishioners take on regular duties. There is no 
secretary or caretaker, so from what I can tell, three 
different people take turns printing out the bulletin in 
their homes.  In October, for the fifteenth year in a 
row, they had apple pie making day where close to 
30 people worked all Saturday  peeling apples and 
making pies to sell. They sell them uncooked for $9 
and quite a bit  of money is raised. This past Saturday 
was the Christmas Tea and Bazaar. We spent  a 
couple of afternoons putting Christmas crafts 
together, some beautiful wreaths and other 
ornaments.  Many women made lots of baking for 
the bake table and tea table and lots of women and 
men worked hard the day of the bazaar, even people 
I had never seen present on a Sunday morning. They 
do the tea a bit  differently from St Andrews as they 
put out the sandwiches and sweets buffet style and 
let people serve themselves and we just serve the tea 
and coffee. We were told this Sunday  morning they 
raised $1800. I guess most of this money goes 
towards the church budget as they are in a deficit 
position as many  churches are and with these 
amounts they hopefully will break even by the end of 
the year.  After both of these hard-working 
Saturdays, many people met afterwards at a local 
pub for a bit of relaxation and to discuss the day. 

All Saints does have a strong outreach program as 
well, which I'm still trying to get a handle on, and 
they  do have a very active PWRDF parish rep. I have 
been asked by Heather Karabelas the Diocese of 
Kootenay  PWRDF diocese rep if I would share the 
diocese rep position with her, and cover the 
Kootenay  area while she covers the Okanagan and 
Shuswap areas.   Otherwise I have been helping out 
with the various events and have volunteered to be a 
reader for now during Sunday worship. Of course 
almost every one I talk to at the church has 
suggestions of other places I can volunteer at in the 
community.  

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     
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All Saints does house the Kimberley Food Bank and 
one of our parishioners is the head person there. I 
have also had orientation at the Friends of Kimberley 
Library Book Store right here in Marysville where 
we live. It is a big place with lots of great used books 
which you pick up by donation and all the proceeds 
go to the Kimberley Library, they are able to donate 
just over $1000 a month. 

Life in a small town is very much suiting Doug and I 
and we are very happy with our move, this has 
definitely been the right choice for us.  The fall 
colours were incredible here with thousands of larch 
trees and many red deciduous ones, and we took 
advantage of the biking rail trail and all the walking 
paths. Our basement is now ready to host guests so 
all of you skiers please let us know when you would 
like to visit and we would be so happy to have 
you. We will be making trips to Calgary on occasion, 
it is only a four hour drive so I know I will be 
dropping in to see all of you whenever I can.   

God Bless and miss you all lots.   Jackie Leach            

*************************************

Getting 
ready for the 
St Andrew’s 
Tea and 
Bazaar!

CALENDAR FOR ADVENT AND 
CHRISTMAS.

December 14 -  Advent 3 
Children’s Pageant with Eucharist
  

December 21 -  Advent 4 
Lessons & Carols: “The Story of God’s Promise”
(No Sunday School)
 
Wed. December 24  
Christmas Eve:  5:00pm Family service with 
   Eucharist
       
   10:00pm Traditional service 
   with choir
Thurs. Dec. 25   Christmas Day!
   10:30am

December 28   Christmas 1
             (No Sunday School)

January 4, 2015 Epiphany with baptism

       For more information call the office at 403-282-3234     or     go to  www.st-andrews-anglican-calgary.ca.     


