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AN HISTORICAL OVERVIEW
The series commenced through the initiative of former Dean Louise Peters in 2004.
Annual themes are listed below

2004 - Who Do You Say That I Am?
2006 - Into the mystics
2007 – The–Ology: God Talk, God Discourse, God Stories
2008 - Seven Gifts of the Spirit
2009 - Heroes, Heroines and Holy Ones
2010 - Word, Wonder and Wisdom
2011 - Imago Dei – The image of God
2012 - Rumours of Resurrection: Is there Life after Death?
2013 - Spiritual Practices: Walking the Path with God
2014 - Haloes and Hidden Things: Light and Shadow of the Spiritual Life
2015 - Walk, Wander, Wonder: The Practice of Pilgrimage
2016 - To Everything there is a Season: The Autumn of Life
2017 – Space: The Spacious Places of our Liv
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SERIES INTRODUCTION
God brought me out into a spacious place (Psalm 18:19)
It seems these days that people are always on the move. Whether it is refugees
moving to an imagined or promised better life; whether it is children going off to
educational or vocational opportunities; whether it is people travelling for medical
care or new relationship opportunities, in all these life experiences modern life is
characterized by movement.
Such movement occurs constantly and takes us into different spaces. These spaces
may be physical-another country, a new job or relationship, or into a new way of
living. Likewise such movement takes us into new ideological, emotional and
spiritual territory.
The 2017 Lenten Luncheon series aims to help us all, individually and collectively,
to appreciate more fully the character of such personal and social spaces. We offer
this year a series of thinkers, story-tellers and fellow travellers who will share from
their own personal faith story or will highlight the stories of others.
In assembling this volume of texts we hope readers will be inspired, challenged,
delighted and encouraged to take necessary next steps in their own unique faith
journey.
Allow me to conclude with my personal gratitude, to former Dean Louise Peters
and to all presenters over the years who have blessed this cathedral, the
ecumenical community and the Central Interior with contributions which help us
appreciate God’s amazing presence in our midst and in our lives.
The Very Rev. Ken Gray, Dean of St. Paul’s, May 2017
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THE FIRST LECTURE - KEN GRAY
Dean of St. Paul’s since April 1, 2016 the Very Rev. Ken Gray has actively served or
led Anglican faith communities in the North, on Vancouver Island, and in the BC
Interior since 1982. Initially trained as an organist and choral conductor he was
ordained Deacon and Priest in 1990 following graduation from Emmanuel and St.
Chad Theological College in Saskatoon. Recently he has focused on environmental
justice matters since his “second conversion” in 2001. A frequent speaker across
Canada, and as Secretary of the Anglican Communion Environmental Network
since 2005 he continues to raise the call for climate justice locally, nationally and
internationally. With former Kamloops resident Kathie, he has two adult children,
Cameron and Hannah.
HEALER OF OUR EVERY ILL
Healer of our every ill,
light of each tomorrow,
give us peace beyond our fear,
and hope beyond our sorrow.
You who know our fears and sadness,
grace us with your peace and gladness;
Spirit of all comfort, fill our hearts. [Refrain]
You who know each thought and feeling,
teach us all your way of healing;
Spirit of compassion, fill each heart. [Refrain]
Marty Haugen
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Forgiving Space
Lecture 1
Thursday March 2, 2017
Ken Gray
Welcome friends to the first of six Lenten Luncheon Lectures here at St. Paul’s.
Welcome whether you have been to other series in past years or whether this is
your very first time. I acknowledge with gratitude former deans and presenters
who have one way or another brought us here today. Finally, I acknowledge that
we gather on unseeded Tk’emlúps te Secwepemc territory and we thank local First
Peoples for their stewardship of the land from which we also draw our life and
community.
Our lecture series theme this year draws on Psalm 18:19
(God) brought me out into a spacious place;
he rescued me because he delighted in me.
While the original context of the psalm deals with personal safety, where space
means respite from disaster, we have pushed the image a bit to suggest that all of
life inhabits space. If we recall the seven days of creation in Genesis One we see
that God creates space in days one through three; God next populates this same
space in days four through six; and God rests in a sort of space-less timelessness on
the seventh day. Such rest however still occurs right here and right now in the
space of earthly living.
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While especially relevant for Lent, the idea of Forgiving Space arises from my
engagement with Desmond and Mpho Tutu’s fine book The Book of Forgiving.
Following the Truth and Reconciliation conversations in post-apartheid South
Africa, father and daughter have transformed local experiences into global
strategies--for reconciliation, conversation, the mending of relationships and a
better experience of peace and social harmony.
Lest we think that reconciliation founded in forgiveness is limited to places far
away, imagine my surprise and delight while listening to CBC North by Northwest
on a rainy Saturday morning some years ago, when host Sheryl MacKay
interviewed Longevity Specialist Sharon Basaraba. Her claim is that mastering the
art of forgiveness will actually help you live longer. Her approach is less theological,
though she notes the positive influence of spirituality and the practice of
forgiveness on your health.
We all have things we regret, and we carry guilt about things said or things done of
which we are not proud. She well identifies the cycles of aggression and revenge,
arising in part from the inherited human condition, and also from bad, illconsidered and undisciplined behaviour, both received and offered. If the goal is to
“feel good” this is not a bad place to start. We can and should however go further.
The experience of humans reconciled is worthy and for Christians emblematic of a
forgiving Jesus who cries from the cross “Father, forgive them, for they don’t know
what they are doing.”
The rub comes of course when we are assaulted by those who do in fact know what
they are doing, but even in these circumstances, Tutu and others can say with
clarity and enthusiasm, that new relationships are possible, even in circumstances
when the offender remains obdurate. Take yourself out of danger obviously; but it
is possible to forgive even when forgiveness offered is refused or ignored.
I have a close friend and colleague I will call Jim. Jim worked with the Canadian
military in counter-intelligence operations. In the course of his duties some years
ago Jim was captured by insurgents and as he says “he was treated very unkindly.”
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Jim well expresses the anger and rage directed at his torturers. For a few years all
he could think about was “how to get the bastards.” He knew however that this
anger and desire for retribution was consuming him. While I don’t recall the details
of the moment, there came a time when he made a clear decision, to disempower
his assailants, even from a distance and impersonally. He experienced relief, his
sleep returned to normal, his mood calmed and his faith stabilized. Jim is not alone
in seeking such a release from angst and outright anger.
Archbishop Desmond Tutu writes on his blog at www.theforgivenessproject.com
“To forgive is not just to be altruistic. It is the best form of self-interest. It is
also a process that does not exclude hatred and anger. These emotions are
all part of being human. You should never hate yourself for hating others
who do terrible things: the depth of your love is shown by the extent of your
anger. However, when I talk of forgiveness I mean the belief that you can
come out the other side a better person. A better person than the one being
consumed by anger and hatred.”
For Tutu and others, the goal is wholeness, not simply a good feeling, though that’s
good too.
"With each act of forgiveness, whether small or great, we move toward
wholeness," Tutu and Mpho write, "Forgiveness is how we bring peace to
ourselves and our world."
So let’s return to Sharon Basaraba’s claims about forgiveness and health. She cites
several reports which note that people who practice unconditional forgiveness
actually live longer. They sleep better, their immune systems work better and they
are less reliant on medication (though medication in many instances is necessary
and beneficial). Basaraba notes that there are behavioural benefits which create
stronger relationships and they find their place in the community in new and lifegiving ways. Forgivers are generous in all respects, no less so as they donate to
charity and participate in philanthropic activity.
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So . . . Is this you? Maybe yes, maybe no. Possibly some days are better than others.
If this is you, well done, and as you find opportunity, spread the good news. If not,
what to do? How does one take the words from the Lord’s Prayer “Forgive us our
sins as we forgive those who sin against us” and make them real and present in our
lives? Here are some ideas:
1. First off, forgive yourself. While I have not assembled hard data, I can say
that based on pastoral experience of the last thirty or so years, most people
who find it hard to forgive others are unnecessarily self-critical. You will
need a soul friend or possibly professional assistance to bring these
personal mysteries to the surface. Let’s just say it’s worth the time (and if
need be the money to do this--and if the latter is in short supply, come see
me and I will arrange some assistance.) It’s that important! Don’t forget to
care for yourself amidst all other relationships and social challenges.
2. Second, if appropriate, try to move beyond conversation to some sort of
restitution. If you are engulfed in a heap of angst, it may be helpful and
timely to make some amends, to provide some sort of restitution. Where
forgiveness is concerned, it may be helpful to “put your money where your
mouth is” though let’s be clear, forgiveness is so much more than squaring
any particular financial ledger.
I love the collect at the end of the Book of Common Prayer service for Ash
Wednesday:
Lord, for thy tender mercy's sake,
lay not our sins to our charge,
but forgive that is past,
and give us grace to amend our sinful lives.
To decline from sin and incline to virtue,
that we may walk in a perfect heart
before thee, now and evermore.
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The grace to amend our lives requires the space where we can incline to virtue. It’s
lovely, it’s real, it’s possible.
3. Finally, and this is especially appropriate for Lent, you may do well to
consider making an auricular confession. Now if you were raised in a
Catholic school you may well have some spiritual baggage around
confession. If you were raised Anglican you may recall the teaching around
confession: That all may, some should but none must make an aural inperson confession prior to sharing Holy Communion. If you are one of those
who should, consider first some words from Psalm 51:
Have mercy on me, O God,
according to your loving-kindness . . .
Create in me a clean heart, O God,
and renew a right spirit within me.
The latter is the point of the whole exercise, that a clean heart leaves us prepared
for the welcome of a right spirit. And sometimes there is a block, an obstacle, an
impediment to growth and celebration of faith. Not for all . . . but definitely for
some.
In confession, the supplicant says these words:
Most merciful God, have mercy upon me,
in your compassion forgive my sins,
both known and unknown,
things done and left undone, (especially . . . ).
O God, uphold me by your Spirit
that I may live and serve you in newness of life . . .
Ah yes, newness of life. There it is. A wonderful outcome. What John’s Gospel calls
abundant life based on the experience of friendship with God in Christ.
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Now I know this all sounds quite self-centred, and in one sense, it is. So let me
conclude with a more public and less egocentric example of forgiveness.
Remember with me the Charleston massacre, a mass shooting and hate crime that
took place at the Emanuel African Methodist Episcopal Church in downtown
Charleston, South Carolina, United States, on the evening of June 17, 2015. During
a prayer service, nine people, including the senior pastor, state senator Clementa
C. Pinckney were killed by gunman Dylann Roof, a 21-year-old white supremacist.
A feature in The Guardian describes the assailant’s trial this way:
“I forgive you,” said the daughter of 70-year-old Ethel Lance to the 21-yearold man who allegedly murdered her mother in church and appeared at an
emotionally charged video court appearance in Charleston . . . two days
after a horrific mass shooting.
Relatives of the Emanuel church victims stood up one by one in the courtroom, offering
forgiveness to the man accused of murdering their sons, mothers and grandfathers in cold
blood, as a nation continued to call for justice . . .
Roof’s family later issued its first public statement since the shooting: “We have all been
touched by the moving words from the victims’ families offering God’s forgiveness and
love in the face of such horrible suffering,” the family said.
That’s the goal isn’t it? Horrible suffering, or even small intimate suffering,
redeemed, disempowered, relationships restored, fear diminished if not run right
out of town. It’s possible. People do it, all the time. You/we are not alone. It is the
will and power of God that things broken and dispersed be re-gathered and reassembled, that things and people be re-conciled. So my prayer is indeed,
Healer of our every ill,
light of each tomorrow,
give us peace beyond our fear,
and hope beyond our sorrow.
13
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THE SECOND LECTURE - DIANE MCKELVEY
A resident of Kamloops since 1994 Diane McKelvey is a veterinarian with a special
interest is feline medicine who also likes to treat dogs. She plans to practice
veterinary medicine forever. With her husband Sam she has two children, Alec and
Ian, both grown and happy, one in Vancouver and one in Victoria. Her main
spiritual practice (other than going into wild spaces) is Centering Prayer, both in
the St Pauls' group led by Verna Albright, and with the Community Contemplative
group led by Brian Mitchell and Jennifer Betuzzi. Her joy in life is walking, running,
or backpacking on trails in beautiful places - alone or with friends.
I FEEL THE WINDS OF GOD TODAY
I feel the winds of God today; today my sail I lift,
though heavy, oft with drenching spray, and torn with many a rift;
if hope but light the water's crest, and Christ my bark will use,
I'll seek the seas at his behest, and brave another cruise.
It is the wind of God that dries my vain regretful tears,
until with braver thoughts shall rise the purer, brighter years;
if cast on shores of selfish ease or pleasure I should be;
Lord, let me feel thy freshening breeze, and I'll put back to sea.
If ever I forget thy love and how that love was shown,
lift high the blood red flag above; it bears thy Name alone.
Great Pilot of my onward way, thou wilt not let me drift;
I feel the winds of God today, today my sail I lift.
Jessie Adams, 1908
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Wild Space
Lecture 2
Thursday March 9, 2017
Diane McKelvey
In what I have titled The Call of the Wild I’ve been asked to talk about Wild Spaces as
part of the Lenten theme of personal and spiritual space. After giving this some
thought, it occurred to me that if I have only 20 minutes to talk to you about wild
space and the impact it has had on my life, the message that I want to convey is:
wild space is challenging, wild space can be difficult and even scary, but it has so
much to offer us that it is worth going there, and maybe even essential for us to go
there. And there are many, many ways of going there.
I’ll start with a story about wild space. This story may resonate with any of you who
have undertaken what you thought was going to be a straightforward journey and
ran into some unexpected difficulties along the way!
Last summer, I went on a backpacking trip in Jasper National Park with my good
friend and hiking buddy, Karen. We decided to attempt an old hiking route called
the South Boundary Trail. At one time it was a very well travelled trail, but in recent
years it has been closed because of forest fires. Rockslides had obliterated much of
the route and the bridges across the rivers have washed out. Despite this, Karen
and I had been talking for a long time about trying the route and seeing if we could
make it through. In early September we managed to secure a permit from the park
office and set out. We left our car at the trailhead, and for the next two days we
fought our way through the wildest and most difficult country I’ve ever hiked
through.
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Near the end of the second day, we came to what we knew would be the biggest
obstacle of the trip, the Rocky River. The trail used to cross the river on a nice big
suspension bridge, but that was washed away in spring floods years ago. There is
now a warning written right on the map that says “Dangerous ford: do not attempt
to cross in high water.”
Well, we had planned ahead, and we were there in September, when the rivers are
usually at their lowest level and easy to cross. Unfortunately, it had been raining
hard for the past few days, and when we got to the edge of the river we could see
that the water level was a lot higher than we expected. Obviously this was not
going to be an easy crossing. But we’d come so far and we told ourselves it didn’t
look too terrible, and decided to give it a try.
I normally don’t mind river crossings but this one was different. The current was
very strong, very cold, and it was well over our knees in places. Also the stones
underfoot were shifting and slippery. About two thirds of the way across, Karen
who was a few meters away from me, said, “This is too dangerous, we need to turn
back.” I agreed, and so we cautiously turned around and headed back to the shore
we had just left. We were just starting to get back into the shallower water, when it
happened. I stumbled on the rocky bottom, and went down on my hands and knees in the
water. One of my hiking poles was carried off by the fast current – gone forever.
And the problem was, I couldn’t get up. My head was above the water but the force
of the current and the weight of my pack made it too difficult for me to stand up,
especially without my pole. So I just stayed there on my hands and knees, with the
freezing water swirling around me, feeling cold and too tired to crawl to the shore.
And what was I thinking? Actually I was most afraid that I was going to lose my
glasses. But at the same time, a small desperate voice in the back of my head was
saying, “Well now, how are you going to get out of this?”
I looked up and I saw Karen moving very quickly towards the river bank. And
suddenly I knew that I was going to be fine – I knew she was heading for the shore
so she could drop her pack and then come back to help me. And sure enough, in a
17

minute or two she had come back to me, helped me stand up and together we
walked to the river bank. I was soaked and cold, and little shook up, but we were
safe (although on the wrong side of the river). And of course I was profoundly
grateful to my friend Karen for saving me. Things turned out okay but I’m not sure
how I would have made it without her help.
We camped there that night before heading back out on that dreadful bushwhack
back to the car. There was no other option but to go back the same way we came in,
since we couldn’t cross the river safely. And for the next two days, going back to the
car, I tried to process what had happened to me. What would have happened if Karen
wasn’t there? I don’t really know. I couldn’t really grasp it, and I still can’t. But lying in the
tent that night, and all the way back to the car, I felt the Presence of God very close.
And that is what the wild can be like: there is risk, even danger, and because we are
sometimes taken out of our comfort zone, there is fear. Gary Snyder in his book The
Practice of the Wild (North Point Press, 1990) writes, “The wilderness can be a
ferocious teacher, rapidly stripping down the inexperienced or the careless. It’s
easy to make mistakes that will bring one to an extremity.” And I might add, even
the experienced and the careful can run into problems.
So, one could reasonably ask, why go out there? Despite the risk and the
discomfort, people do keep going out into the wild. Not just hiking in the
mountains, but also walking through deserts and canyon lands, sailing out onto the
ocean in little boats, rafting down wild rivers, venturing into deep forests, and even
just going for quiet walks through the sagebrush grasslands (which at this time of
year is a good way to pick up ticks). I suspect that there are many people here today
who do these kinds of things. And why do we do them? The obvious answer is that
many people crave the experience of the wild because its beauty and magnificence.
They inspire us with a sense of gratitude and joy when we are there. And, yes, fear
is sometimes part of this. The 18th century philosopher Edmund Burke defined
“sublime” as “terror entertained within a broader context of safety”. In other
words, it’s wonderful and magnificent and a little bit scary at the same time. Some
people (including me) are really drawn to that.
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I think part of this attraction is the opportunity to leave our ordinary lives, which
are insulated and predictable and comfortable. It seems like such an adventure to
leave that behind even for a short period of time. This includes leaving behind your
job, your home, your car, probably most of your family and friends, and almost all of
your comforts and conveniences, and to make your way to a place where life is very
simple, stripped down to essentials. If you are backpacking, you can’t bring very
much with you, because everything you need must be carried on your back every
step of the way. But strangely, it doesn’t seem like a deprivation: after you spend
even a bit of time in the wilderness you emerge from it mentally and physically
fitter, and a lot more at peace.
But I don’t mean to imply that you have to plunge into the wilderness in order to
experience it. Even those who never actually go out into the back country, can still
get a taste of it, just standing on the edge. I was at a campfire talk in Yosemite one
evening, when the Ranger giving the talk mentioned that over 90% of the people who
come to Yosemite never go more than 150 yards from the road that goes through
Yosemite Valley. And sitting there listening, I thought, well good for them. They’ve driven
hundreds, maybe thousands of miles, just so they can smell the pine trees and take a look
at the edge of the wilderness that starts there, and be moved by it.
We are fortunate in not having to drive hundreds of miles to see wilderness
because in BC the wilderness is all around us. Finding the wilderness is not the hard
part: the difficulty is in interrupting our busy lives to stop and experience it. I’ll give
you an example: A couple of years ago I was driving on the Trans Canada Highway
between Revelstoke and Golden, not too far from Rogers Pass and I saw a sign that
said, “Hemlock Grove Boardwalk” - and I thought, oh well, I’m a bit tired of driving, I
think I’ll just stop for a few minutes and look at these nice trees. The Hemlock
Grove Boardwalk turned out to be a fifteen-minute walk that winds its way
through a beautiful grove of very large, very old trees. And for just a little while you
are away from the highway and immersed in a lovely place. But even more than
that, as I walked through that hemlock grove I felt a sense of what I can only
describe as Presence – Presence of what I’m not sure. You could call it God, or you
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could call it Tree Spirits or Gaia or Nature or whatever . . . I’m not sure what it is, but
I know that I felt it. Just a roadside stop by a busy highway.
One of the wonderful things about living in Kamloops is that these wild places are
so accessible that we can spend some time in them every day. Sometimes it seems
to me that if you drive to the end of almost any road in Kamloops, there is a
trailhead. Even sitting in this Cathedral we are only ten minutes’ walk from
Peterson Creek Park – not exactly a wilderness, but it is a wild space.
And you can do it on your own terms: you can go alone, or with your dog, or with a
friend or two, or as part of an organized group of hikers. You can choose when: in
the early morning, as a break at lunchtime, after work, or in the late evening, or
even in the middle of the night (if you bring a headlamp). You can go to different places or
you can do the same trail every day. I walk for an hour most days, usually leaving the house
about 5:30 in the morning. Sometimes it is so cold, so dark, and I am so tired, and I’m really
tempted to sleep in. But I do get up (most days, anyway), because I know that this walk is
the most important thing I have to do all day, and if I put it off until the afternoon or
evening I might not get the chance to go.
So what do I find out there? For me, this walk is so many things. It’s my time for
prayer, for enjoying the sensation of walking or running, and for being alone. It is
not a time for processing what is going on in my life – I try to leave that at the
trailhead. It’s a time for being aware of the beauty and wisdom and mystery of wild
space. Every day is different. In the winter it is dark, snowy, cold, and if it’s clear the
stars are amazing. As spring gets closer, it gets light earlier and even before dawn
the birds start to sing. In the summer it’s quite bright even at 5:30 a.m. but the heat
of the day hasn’t started and it’s still lovely and cool. It is always very beautiful, and
it is never quite the same two days in a row.
So you don’t have to go for a backpacking adventure to experience a wild place.
Whatever your life allows, whatever your tolerance for risk, no matter how busy
your life is, there is a wild place that you can be.
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And what does this mean – what comes out of this? Yes, there is beauty, and there
is enjoyment in seeing the animals and trees and the stars. At a deep level, this
feeds us and connects us to the earth and its creatures, and we come away with a
feeling of happiness and well-being. But I think it can go much deeper than this. Wild
spaces are places where we can let go of the thoughts and preoccupations of our everyday
lives, and just pay attention to
When despair for the world grows in me
God and God’s works. What a
and I wake in the night at the least sound
blessed relief it is to just let go
in fear of what my life and my children's lives may be,
of the restless, endless activity
I go and lie down where the wood drake
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.
of our minds and hearts.
I come into the peace of wild things
Somehow I find that easier to
who do not tax their lives with forethought
do in the wilderness than
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.
anywhere else.
And I feel above me the day-blind stars
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

It wasn’t always like this for
The Peace of Wild Things, Wendell Berry
me. When I was young, I was
looking for adventure or
reaching a goal such as climbing a peak. But this has evolved over the years. Now I
go into wild spaces, whether it’s a backpacking trip in the Rockies or a walk on the
grasslands near home, because I’m drawn to be with God. I’m not looking for some kind of
mystical experience or vision. Whatever happens, happens. God comes in His own time
and His own way, and all I need to do is to be open to it and receive it.
I think that is why so many people in the Bible spent time in wild places – usually
mountainous deserts. The story of Exodus is a story of wandering around in a
mountainous desert for forty years. I was curious about this, so I looked this up on
Google Maps. You can drive from Cairo to Jerusalem in nine hours (it’s about 750
km). Even if you go slowly, maybe six miles a day, it takes only four months to cover
the distance. So why did it take them forty years? Obviously it wasn’t about just
crossing through the desert; they had to spend time there. And for that matter,
what was John the Baptist doing in the wilderness? Eating locusts and honey for
sure, but what else was he doing there? What did Jesus do for forty days in the
wilderness? In one of the gospels it says that the Spirit drove Jesus out into the wilderness so
21

he could be tempted. So, we too are drawn out into wild space, or maybe driven like Jesus, to
be taught and perhaps tempted, and maybe even transformed.
So if you feel drawn to wild space, don’t say no, don’t say I have too many other
things to do. Find the wild space that draws you and nurtures you and maybe
challenges you, and spend some time with God out there.
As for me, I have thought a lot about that failed river crossing. I have come to
realize that sometimes when I am out in a wild space, God comes to me as
something that disturbs me and makes me confront my edges and limitations. I
haven’t totally processed this yet, but I realize that God was a big part of that whole
trip, including the failed river crossing.
One of the fathers of the early church, Gregory of Nyssa, said that the place of
fearfulness and risk is paradoxically the place of being known and loved. If we can
stay with the fear and confusion and emptiness long enough, we begin to
understand that we are held . . . always . . . always. I felt confused, vulnerable, almost
overwhelmed that night after the river crossing, lying in my sleeping bag in that
wild place. But I also knew somehow, and beyond any doubt, that whatever
happened that day, even if I drowned, something out there, someone out there,
was holding me - and will always hold me. So, Karen and I are planning to go back
there this year, to finish off the trail. This time, though, we are going to start on the
other side of the river.
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THE THIRD LECTURE - MARGARET MITCHELL
Margaret Mitchell is a Lay Minister of Word and Sacrament at St. Paul’s and Lay
Canon of the Territory of the People. Raised in the UK she arrived in Canada with
husband Jim and two small children, in 1974. Margaret was actively involved in the
church of Cleopas in Westsyde for 25 years before it closed in 2008, when she
transferred to St. Paul’s and continues to be active in the life here, and the wider
church for the Territory of the People. She tells us she is a newbie quilter, and
enjoys sewing whilst listening to classical music; she finds spiritual refreshment in
the outdoors and likes to capture her surroundings in photographs from which she
creates cards to share with others. Margaret has endured some hard spaces in her
life, and her faith story is one of courage, strength and tenacity.
ON EAGLES’ WINGS
You who dwell in the shelter of the Lord,
who abide in His shadow for life,
say to the Lord: "My refuge,
my rock in whom I trust!"
Refrain: And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings,
bear you on the breath of dawn,
make you to shine like the sun,
and hold you in the palm of His hand.
For to His angels He's given a command
to guard you in all of your ways;
upon their hands they will bear you up,
lest you dash your foot against a stone.
Michael Joncas
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Hard Space
Lecture 3
Thursday March 16, 2017
Margaret Mitchell
When Ken invited me to be a speaker at this Lenten Lecture series, on the theme of
“Spaces,” he shared with me that my topic of “Hard Space” was probably the most
difficult. Thanks Ken! But seriously, it is a privilege to be invited here to share my
faith story with you.
As we journey through Lent, we are hearing, and I’m sure we will hear more, about
wilderness times. On the first Sunday in Lent we heard from the Gospel of
Matthew that following his baptism, Jesus was led by the Holy Spirit into the
wilderness for forty days; this reminds me of the story of Moses who led his people
out of Egypt and was journeying through a wilderness time for forty years; later in
Lent we will be hearing from Isaiah who speaks of John the Baptist as “the voice of
one crying out in the wilderness.“ These and many other passages speak of times
when people are in hard places. I’m sure we’ve all heard the expression: “Caught
between a rock and a hard place” as a time when we are in a difficult place, with
difficult choices to make. There are times in all our lives when we find ourselves
journeying into the wilderness, those hard spaces, which are an inevitable part of
our life journey.
Many of you here may be in a hard space right now, and I’m not referring to the
pews you’re sitting on! The death of a loved one; caring for an aging parent or
family member; the loss of a job, or in transition between one job and another;
maybe a strained relationship; downsizing into a new living space; children or
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grandchildren leaving home - leaving us with empty space; financial difficulties learning to live on a pension. All these, and others, are the times we find ourselves
in the wilderness, the hard spaces we encounter in life. But there comes a time
when you have to leave the wilderness. We can’t stay in those hard spaces, or we
too become hard, we become bitter and resentful; at some point we have to leave
the hard space, enter the mainstream of life again, and find a way to get back into
the rhythm of life.
The question is: how do we handle the problems, the tragedies and upheavals in
our lives? For me, my daily prayer discipline, my faith, my church family, my God
within me, have helped me out of those wilderness times, the hard spaces in my life,
and set me back on the path of living.
In this year’s Lenten guide from the Primate’s World Relief and Development Fund, I
came across this sentence: “The wilderness in the Bible is the place of testing and
danger, but it is also the place where God provides, and God saves.” How
appropriate is this to my topic!
What I am about to share with you is the story of my faith, and the hard spaces I
have encountered in my life. I haven’t lived in a vacuum, so other people have been
on this journey with me, and for the past fifty-two years, my husband Jim has been
by my side, so I haven’t journeyed alone, but as this is my story, I will mostly use the
first person singular to tell it. Like all good stories, I will start at the beginning, go on
through the middle, and hopefully reach the end by the time lunch is ready!
I was born in England and am the middle child of 5, with a brother and sister older
than me, and a brother and sister younger. Talk about hard spaces! This was a hard
place to be in a family, as no doubt other middle children can attest to.
Until the age of nine my family and I lived on the outskirts of the City of London, in
the community of East Ham. I was baptized in the Methodist church, and my
parents sent us off to Sunday School every Sunday afternoon at three o’clock. For
them, it was an hour or so respite from us children, but for me it was a very
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formative period of my life. I learned the familiar Bible stories: Creation, Noah’s Ark,
the Stories of Moses. We saved farthings (for those of you who don’t know what a
farthing is, it’s a quarter of a penny!) for missions overseas, and learned of the
hardships in faraway countries like Africa and India.
And so began my faith journey. When I was nine, the family moved to Leigh-on-Sea
in Essex, situated on the northern side of the Thames Estuary, only a few miles
from the open waters of the North Sea. Beaches, sand dunes, cliffs and mud flats
when the tide was out, these were the elements in our playground. We all enjoyed
the freedom and fresh sea air after the confines and smog of East London.
I was enrolled in Brownies which was affiliated with St. Clements, a high Church of
England parish, so on the first Sunday of each month, the Brownies, Guides, Cubs
and Scouts dressed in their uniforms, carried their flags and standards, and
participated in church parade at the morning worship service. This was my first
introduction to the church of England, and I loved it. By the age of twelve I had
flown up to Girl Guides, and was regularly taking myself off to church every Sunday
morning, walking along the cliff tops to the church located at the top of a very steep
hill leading to the old town and seafront.
I didn’t understand much about what was going on in the service pre Vatican Two.
Much of the service was in Latin, there were bells and smells, lots of standing up,
and kneeling down. I rarely saw the face of the priest as he worshipped at the high
altar, and although I was drawn to the tradition and the cadence of the liturgy, I
needed something more. So throughout my youth and teen years, I explored other
churches, Congregational, Wesleyan, Baptist, attended their youth groups, trying
to find a place where I fit in, seeking answers to my many questions. Since moving
to Essex, none of my brothers or sisters were drawn to the church, so mine was a
solitary faith journey. At high school we had weekly Scripture lessons, and daily
assembly with prayers, readings and hymns. Deep down inside me however I
wanted more, I needed more. I had a yearning, a desire which needed to be fulfilled,
and which often went ignored as the rhythms of life of a teenager took over.
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At the age of sixteen my parents moved us again, this time way out in the country, a
bus or train ride from town. I became involved with politics as a Young
Conservative, still attended church and youth groups occasionally, and at 18 I met
Jim, which changed the pattern of my life entirely, as most encounters with the
opposite sex do!
Ours was a whirlwind romance, we met in June, were engaged in September, and
married the following April. Within the first year of marriage we had our first child,
our son James. Married life was another hard space I encountered. We had barely
begun to get to know each other and here I was with a baby already at only
nineteen. The first two years of our marriage were very difficult as we tried to
adjust to our new family; we didn’t attend church; life was just too darn busy,
although we did have James baptized in the Church of England. Life continued on.
These first married years were not easy, certainly not the storybook “happily ever
after” life I had hoped. With the birth of our second son, Richard, now three years
married, two children, and a husband with very different opinions than mine, and
was pretty much set in his ways, life was complicated!
When Richard was just six months’ old, he became really sick, was diagnosed with
bronchial pneumonia and hospitalized. He was in the hospital for ten days, on
various antibiotics, verging on the brink of death one day, and picking up the next.
We searched out the hospital chaplain to have him baptized - no candles, holy
water or oil, as Richard was in an oxygen tent. He was baptized into the family of
God, and a few days later, three days before Christmas, our baby son died. This was
the first truly hard space I had ever encountered in my life; all previous perceived
hardships were nothing compared to the death of our beloved baby. The death of a
child is contrary to the laws of the universe; parents shouldn’t outlive their
children. But more hard spaces were to come. Through the decision to allow an
autopsy, which revealed Richard had cystic fibrosis, through planning and
attending the funeral, the cremation and interment (I don’t remember much about
the days and weeks which followed) the hymns and prayers from my childhood
were a solace.
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James was now three, and excited about Christmas. The preparations for having a
“normal” Christmas for him, carried us along, and somehow helped us through this
desolate time. Deep inside I carried a load of guilt, that somehow this was all my
fault. Was I being punished for not being a better wife and mother? for not
believing enough? not praying enough? not praying properly? for not having
enough faith? for not attending church? I carried this guilt with me for many, many
years. You see, I was still an infant myself when it came to my faith . . . still believing
in the childhood stories I had learned of God, a benign and benevolent being who
could also be very judgmental.
Eventually the rhythm of life returned to normal and two years later we had our
third child, our precious daughter Tina. Believe me, I prayed incessantly throughout
my pregnancy, praying for a healthy child, and bargaining with God . . . promising to
be more faithful, promising to be a better Christian. Jim and I began attending St.
Margaret’s Church and found it to be a warm, friendly and inviting place. Just as we
were beginning to settle down and find our way together as a family and part of the
church, the country had a meltdown with numerous strikes and power shortages,
our business was declining, and we decided there had to be a better place to live.
We embarked on a process to leave England for Canada, and so began a sojourn to
another way of life here. In a book I am studying with others at the moment by
Barbara Brown Taylor, Barbara makes reference to Abraham and Sarah who were
well into their seventies when they made their big move from Ur, packing up all
they owned for destinations unknown. I was only twenty-eight!
This was a big move, and leaving Richard behind was very hard. But Jim and I truly
felt we were being called to something more, to greater opportunities.
Although we were heading to Montreal to initially stay with friends, it was still an
act of faith to sell all our belongings, leave everything familiar, family, friends, work
and routines, and with two small children ages three and eight, head off to a
different land. We stayed with our friends in Montreal for 6 weeks, bought a little
1200cc Toyota station wagon, borrowed a soft top tent trailer from friends we had
just met, and set off on a journey across Canada – destination West Coast!
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What an adventure we had! Just the four of us, following a line on a map (Highway
#1) seeking a new place to call home. We travelled around fresh water lakes so
vast, and with waves and beaches that looked like oceans to us! Across the plains,
over the mountains, through sun and rain, under the biggest sky we had ever seen;
more trees, wild flowers and creatures than we could ever have imagined. We
marvelled at creation and were in awe of a God who made these heavens and earth
for our delight. Beautiful British Columbia welcomed us, down through the
Okanagan to the coast, over to Vancouver Island, which was way too British for our
liking! And back to the interior . . .
We arrived in Kamloops October 1st, 1974, Tina’s fourth birthday, James was
almost nine. We settled into life here, and sadly, church was not part of it . . .
bargains with God forgotten. Although I often had yearnings, as God was still trying to
draw me close, I was unfamiliar with the names of church denominations here, United,
Presbyterian, Alliance, I could find no Church of England listed in the phone book!
We made new friends, found work, and bought our first house (mortgaged of
course) which we furnished meagrely from Jamieson’s warehouse with the last
$600 of the $2000.00 we had brought with us from England. Our box of personal
belongings we had shipped from England arrived from Montreal, and we settled
into our home and the Canadian lifestyle. We ventured into wild space ourselves as
we went camping, fishing, ice skating, and cross country skiing. Everything went
really well for a couple of years, then Jim had an accident at work and injured his
back. He was off work for 2½ years following surgery, and as relative newcomers to
the country and its procedures, we didn’t know about making a Workers’
Compensation claim. Jim’s employer hadn’t bothered to sign him up for insurance
when he first started work 6 months prior to the accident, and so we encountered
another hard space in our life--injury and recovery, and trying to manage on one
income.
Eventually Jim recovered enough to return to work. I was now a Manager at the
Credit Union, and began attending evening classes at Cariboo College towards
becoming a Certified General Accountant. I had completed my first year, when
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opportunity knocked on our door, and Jim answered. Friends of ours in Kamloops,
were returning to their home country of New Zealand and invited us to become
business partners in a direct marketing company. After much research, meetings
and conversation, we decided to embark on this new adventure. Well, we’d moved
halfway around the world once, why not do it again? We both firmly believe in
grasping opportunities in both hands, experiencing life and all it has to offer . . . the
good and the bad, the ups and the downs!
In the Fall of 1980, Jim went on ahead with our friends, to get the company started,
leaving the children and me at home. One Sunday morning, I awoke to a desire to
attend church that was so intense, I could not ignore it. Our house was near the
river in North Kamloops, and I remember at 8 o’clock in the morning I was standing
outside a church, waiting for people to arrive, no service times were posted, and I
waited, and waited and waited. I waited there for three hours, not daring to go
home in case I missed it. Just before eleven in the morning, I was welcomed inside
for the service, but to my horror, there was no chancel, no stained glass windows,
no priest in vestments, and worst of all, men in suits, with microphones, with
guitars and drums on a raised platform. Welcome friends, to the Evangelical Free
Church! I was devastated! This was not the church I was craving! What was God
doing to me? I knew deep within my soul, God was calling me, calling me to worship,
to a deeper relationship, to exactly what I didn’t really know. And what was God’s
plan for me anyway?
Look at what had happened in my life so far: The death of a child, and a flight from
our home country; A new beginning in a different land, so full of hope and promise
wrecked by injury and financial instability; Getting back on track and being called
to another new land, now this deep desire welling up inside, only to be knocked
down again. God; what do you want from me? Figures from the Bible came back to
me, Moses and the problems he had leading his people to a new land, Job and all his
troubles. God was obviously trying to tell me something, but what?
The rhythm of life continued. Jim returned home, the house was sold, so we packed
up the house and car, shipped them off in separate containers, settled all our
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finances, and invested all our equity in this new company. I gave up my job, my
studies at Cariboo College, and away we flew to New Zealand. I remember the
trauma of our departure, and sitting in the plane crying . . . what on earth am I
doing? James, now 16 and halfway through the eleventh grade, Tina aged eleven
and in her final year of elementary school, both reluctant and unhappy at leaving
behind their life in Canada, and their friends. Jim was very sick with bronchial
pneumonia as we travelled, bringing back memories of what had happened with
Richard. God is this in your plan for me?
Our friends/business partners met us in Auckland, then abandoned us at the little
summer beach cabin we had rented until we could get settled more permanently.
And so there we were, four lonely, bewildered people, stranded in a little cabin on a
Sunday morning with nothing so much as a cup of tea to cheer us. A knock on the
door, and there stood two strangers, holding a box containing tea, sugar, milk,
cookies, and a little vase of flowers. They were family members of our partners who
had heard we had arrived, and came to welcome us. Hebrews 13:2 says: Do not
neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for thereby some have entertained angels
unawares.” Marge and her daughter Wendy were angels to us that day.
Within the next few weeks we had started work, bought a house on the cliff tops
overlooking the Tasman Sea, another corner of God’s awesome creation. Our
shipment of household belongings and our car arrived at the Port in Wellington,
and we settled into a new environment, making a new life and new friends.
Unfortunately, the business partnership wasn’t a happy one and was fraught with
problems. Although Jim and I weren’t actively attending church, we did have ethics,
morals and principles, which we soon discovered were lacking in our partners.
A passage from 2 Corinthians 6:14 comes to mind: Do not be mismatched with
unbelievers. For what partnership is there between righteousness and lawlessness? Or
what fellowship is there between light and darkness?
For three years we strove to do our best for the company and the people whom we
had invited to participate, investing their finances, time and energy to the
endeavour, but in the end we realized our happiness, mental health, and spiritual
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wellbeing were of more importance than the money we invested in the company,
so we cut our losses, pulled up stakes again and returned home to Canada,
penniless and with nowhere to live. Do we have regrets? It’s only natural to have a
few, but during our time in New Zealand, we discovered a land so beautiful and
diverse, and forged friendships which have endured the test of time and distance.
we had grown in faith and spirituality, and discovered there are some things more
important than mammon!
We came home to Kamloops. Fortunately, Jim was able to secure work with the
parent company in Canada based out of Mississauga, so he was travelling a lot. I
found work again in the banking industry, and dear friends here in Kamloops took
us in. We bought a house, re-settled in Westsyde and again the yearning and desire
to go to church surfaced. One Sunday morning in October of 1984 we ventured
through the doors of the Church of Cleopas in Westsyde. Imagine our delight when
we discovered it was Church of England, and Anglican!
We were warmly welcomed, made to feel part of the family and within a few
months I was on Parish Council, my thirst for knowledge of the church and its
workings, as well as a deep yearning for a relationship with God, leading me on.
Father Jim White took me under his wing, was my mentor for several years. I
learned a lot at his feet. Father Jim led me through confirmation classes and in April
of 1986, at the ripe old age of forty, I was confirmed by Bishop John Snowden.
Disappointed I didn’t hear the voice of God when Bishop John laid his hands on my
head, the earth didn’t shake either and there were no lightning bolts! But I truly
believe God smiled that day and I imagine She let out a huge sigh of relief at my
finally having found my way home! Soon after my confirmation, I made my Cursillo
and quick on the heels of this most spiritual event in my life, we returned to
England for a visit. To say my family were unimpressed by my exuberance and
mountain top experiences at Cursillo is an understatement, and in our discussions
about faith, God and church, I failed again to enlighten them. But who knows,
maybe a seed was sown.
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My father died the following year. His death hit me hard, as we were very close and
he was such a huge part of my childhood, youth, and early married life, more so
than my mother. I wanted to have a family memorial service at Cleopas, and Father
Jim asked if others could attend. I couldn’t understand why they would want to; no
one in Canada knew my father. This was the first time I discovered that people,
especially people of faith, show their love and support of others in action. So many
people came to my father’s memorial service, because they knew and loved us and
our family. I was deeply touched.
During the twenty-five years we attended Cleopas, I participated in as many
activities as I could manage, learning as much as I could about the Anglican
traditions, the colours, the symbols, the liturgy and music. The various priests
during this time were willing to teach me and never tired of my endless questions
and quest for knowledge. I was involved in the wider church, through the Cursillo
movement, Provincial Synod and Diocesan business . . . my thirst for all things
church, keeping me fully engaged and active. I enrolled in Education for Ministry
(EFM), and my deepest learnings began there. I studied the Old Testament, the
Gospels, the Acts of the Apostles, the New Testament, the history of the church,
theological reflection, and ancient and modern Eucharistic worship. I was
challenged in my beliefs, and became more certain in my faith. I was finally able to
let go of the guilt I felt at the death of our baby Richard, and found a new God, one
of love, compassion, forgiveness and grace. By this time both James and Tina had
left home, and Tina had married and moved to Alberta. I had completed my first
two years of EFM, when tragedy struck our family again.
In October of 1991, our son James, now twenty-six, was diagnosed with an
inoperable malignant brain tumour and was given a few months to live. The doctors
told us he would be dead by Christmas. Tina and her husband moved back to
Kamloops and came to live with us. Our church family rallied around us, bringing us
food, praying for us, and helping in any way they could. I had just accepted a new
full time position at the Health Unit and before I had even worked one day, I was
granted a three month leave of absence to be with James through his
chemotherapy and radiation treatments in Vancouver. Unbeknownst to us, the
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people of Cleopas had a collection and presented us with funds to enable us to take
James on his dream holiday to Reno and Disney Land, which we did in the
November, Tina joining us, so we could be together for one last family outing.
Throughout the time James was undergoing chemotherapy and radiation
treatment at the Vancouver Cancer Clinic, we were all upheld in prayer by so many,
many people, the Cursillo community, priests and congregations throughout the
then Diocese of Cariboo, as well as friends, known and unknown. I remember my
friend Pam, with whom I was staying in Richmond whilst James was in Vancouver,
coming home from work one day, and saying to me: “I don’t understand this at all.
The people I work with don’t know you, or James, and yet they want me to tell you,
they are praying for you.” How lovely is that! People with no church family, or
spiritual/religious affiliation, have no concept of the power of prayer to those in
need, especially at times when we ourselves cannot pray.
The Rev. David Hawkins, the Anglican Chaplain at Vancouver General Hospital
contacted me, having been contacted himself by the Rev. David Maynard, then
rector at St. George’s church in North Kamloops. David Hawkins was a God-send to
me during the endless days and hours in Vancouver, sitting with me, praying with
me. He gave me a copy of The Book of Alternative Services so I could read the psalms
and pray when I wanted to. A special psalm I prayed often was Psalm 121:
I lift up my eyes to the hills,
from where is my help to come?
My help comes from the LORD,
the maker of heaven and earth.
He will not let your foot be moved
and he who watches over you will not fall asleep.
Behold, he who keeps watch over Israel
shall neither slumber nor sleep.
The LORD himself watches over you;
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the LORD is your shade at your right hand,
So that the sun shall not strike you by day,
nor the moon by night.
The LORD shall preserve you from all evil;
it is he who shall keep you safe.
The LORD shall watch over your going out and your coming in,
from this time forth, for evermore.
James came home, life settled into a rhythm of work life, home life and caring for a
son with limited mobility, and frequent stays in the hospital.
A special moment forever engraved in my memory is a Sunday morning service at
Cleopas, the last Sunday for our priest at the time, the Rev. Barbara Liotscos. James
was in a wheel chair by now, and as we couldn’t leave him at home alone, he was
brought reluctantly to church with us. The reluctance was on his part, not ours!
At the time of communion, we took James to the altar for a blessing, I will never
know what passed between him and Barbara, but James in his wheel chair, and
Barbara kneeling before him. They spent a long, long, time together talking quietly
whilst Jim and I stayed at the altar too. It was a profound moment for James, for us
and for the congregation; from that moment on James was at peace within himself
and accepted the fact he was dying. He wasn’t afraid to talk about it, and was an
inspiration to so many people who came in contact with him in the months ahead.
Throughout the fifteen months of James’ illness and treatments, the refrain from
the hymn we just sang, kept me going. I would sing and sometimes recite it to
James, secure in the knowledge that when the time came, God would indeed raise
him up on eagle’s wings, bear him on the breath of dawn, make him to shine like the sun,
and hold him in the palm of God’s own hand.
James died on September 1st 1992 on the first day our new parish priest Warren
Deacon took up his duties at Cleopas. I often think of Warren’s first day on the job,
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how he was sent to minister to a grieving family he didn’t know. Now that is a hard
space! In the months following James’ death, we attended Compassionate Friends, a
community organization for bereaved parents. We attended the weekly meetings,
but discovered this was not the place for us to continue to be. We saw many of the
parents abandoning life to stay in the wilderness, and we knew we had to emerge
from our wilderness and embrace life again. It was hard, very, very hard . . . but we
encountered so many angels along the way: Carol from Compassionate Friends;
Tivola who babysat our house during the funeral to protect our home from
potential burglar; the many people who sent cards, letters, food, prayers. All were
angels sent by God to bear us up.
I completed my EFM studies in December 1997 and a few years later I was invited
and accepted the role of a Lay Minister of Word and Sacrament. I have been a Lay
Minister for sixteen years now, and hope that by my faith and witness I have been a
help and support to others, as others have been to me. That said, I still haven’t been
able to help my brothers and sisters into believing, but that’s family for you!
I am not the only one of my siblings to endure the hard spaces of life. My older
sister Anne had her share of tragedy too. Her daughter and two of her three sons
died in their late thirties/early forties, after a lifetime of living with a debilitating
and very rare motor neuron disease. Anne never could reconcile her children’s
devastating illness and deaths with the idea of a compassionate and loving God.
She died herself just a few years ago.
Anne’s death truly devastated me and I found myself yet again in another hard
space. Growing up, Anne had been more of a mother to me than our own mother.
She was a friend, a mentor, a confidante. She had read Bible stories to me as a child,
and taught me prayers and hymns as she tucked me into bed. She helped me
through puberty and my teenage years, with clothes and make up, and especially
the angst as I ventured into the unknown territory of boyfriends. She introduced
me to traditional jazz and we went dancing together. As young married women, we
were pregnant together, her with her third child David, born two weeks after our
son James. We were really close and her death hit me hard.
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Her only surviving child, her eldest son Robert, and I were with her when she died,
and I like to think that at the last she knew there was life beyond. She reached out
her hand to her three children she saw beckoning to her. Life is a mystery, there is
so much we don’t understand. 1 Corinthians 13:12 says: now we see through a glass
darkly, but then we shall see face to face. Now I know only in part; then I will know fully,
even as I have been fully known.
I have wandered through the wilderness, faced tragedy, passed through the flames
without being engulfed and through it all have been made stronger by each and
every experience I have encountered. I look back at my early married life, and
wonder how I managed to get through some of those trials on my own. But of
course, I wasn’t alone. God was standing alongside me, crying with me in my grief,
bearing me up and giving me strength. I just wasn’t aware of it at the time.
Now I am secure in the knowledge and love of God, and I hope I pass that on to
others I encounter on my journey. I thank God daily for the many blessings I have in
my life: Loving and caring friends, a wonderful church family, and most of all my
own family, husband, daughter and precious granddaughters, one of whom is going
to make me a great grandmother in September!
Before I close, I would just like to add a footnote. I finished writing this lecture on a
Monday. A few days later, on a Thursday morning I sat with my Bible and
commentary to study forthcoming lectionary readings, specifically Genesis 12:
Now the Lord said to Abram, “Go from your country and your kindred and your father’s
house to the land that I will show you . . . I will bless you . . . so that you will be a blessing.”
And I thought to myself, wow! That’s my story! The Psalm appointed was Psalm
121 which I included here and has been my goto Psalm for many years . . . wow
again! How could I ever doubt God the Holy Spirit is working in my life!
I expect I will have more challenges to face before my life is over, but I know I can
count on God to see me through. With faith, hope, courage and God by our side, we
can all endure the hard spaces of our lives. Thanks be to God.
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THE FOURTH LECTURE - TRICIA SELLMER
Tricia Sellmer is a multi-layered, multi-medium Canadian artist working primarily
within the parameters of painting and drawing. For more than twenty years, she
has concentrated on making the invisible visible. Her interests are three pronged:
The garden and the landscape; The extraordinary within the ordinary in the lives of
women; and The notions of popular culture as a medium to channel art history.
Exhibitions and lectures have occurred in New York, Italy, Berlin, the Canadian
North and throughout the west including Kamloops. She owned and operated
Chazou, a back alley studio that eventually morphed into a gallery in 2012.
In 2012 she curated Connecting the Dots, an exhibition in Kamloops, that brought
together thirty-nine artists.
YOU ARE GOD’S WORK OF ART
You are God’s work of art,
created in Jesus the Christ.
You have been enlightened by the Lord.
Walk as children of the light.
Keep the flame of faith in your heart, and
May you meet him when he comes.
Blessed be our God, who
Chose you in the light of Christ.
David Haas
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Artistic Space
Lecture 4
Thursday March 23, 2017
Tricia Sellmer
Good afternoon. Thank you for inviting me to speak. It is indeed a privilege. I have
been asked to speak on Artistic Space. For this particular lecture I would like to
expand the title to include sacred space. For me then, the artistic space becomes a
sacred space. But, in order to speak to the sacred space we first must address, what
is creativity? Where does it come from?
Let’s step back and define creativity. Some definitions might be: “The use of the
imagination or original ideas, especially in the production of an artistic work.” Or
“the ability to transcend traditional ideas, rules, patterns, relationships, or the like
and to create meaningful new ideas, forms, methods, interpretations.” Perhaps,
“The use of imagination or original ideas to create something: inventiveness.”
There could be many other interpretations defining creativity.
Therefore, if we take the notion, that creativity comes to light through the use of
our imagination, in order to produce original ideas, and then these ideas will be
translated into an artistic framework which is channeled or directed into a piece of
work, such as a sculpture, a painting, a dance, a song, a musical production, a piece
of poetry, a novel or the interpretation of a character in a play or a film, we can
begin to explore what is the artistic space.
How do artists, from all disciplines enter into this place to produce an original work
or interpret an idea or thought? Do you need a physical room that may be free
from interruptions or distractions? Or, do you need a setting in which you are
interacting with other artists, such as a residency or a cooperative space, or a
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theatre or a dance studio. Do you need dialogue?
Perhaps, artists can create in an outdoor
environment of solitude, such as the British artist
Andrew Goldsworthy. Goldsworthy, who lives in
Scotland, is an environmentalist who produces sitespecific sculptures and land art in both natural and
urban settings.
Or, maybe the artistic or creative space might come
from a walk around a neighborhood as the New York
artist, Robert Rauschenberg would often do.
Rauschenberg would walk around his block, picking
up garbage and found materials. He then
incorporated these found treasures into
his work. So, Rauschenberg’s walk around
his block becomes a combination of spaces:
his creative space, a part of his studio
space, his search for materials, his jump off
point in which he could begin to construct
images that represented his world or his
personal narrative.
Consider for a moment, the artistic space of Aganetha Dyck, a prominent Canadian
artist who worked with bees. Dyck’s artistic research led her to investigate the
fragile and delicate communication between
human beings and honeybees. Aganetha has
always said that her work is a collaborative effort
between herself and the bees.
Following in the more traditional vein of a visual,
artist’s physical, artistic space let us look to the
two studios of Lucien Freud; his inside studio and
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his outside space, his garden studio. I have chosen these
images as they easily represent physical spaces for visual
artists whose focus is on painting.
Freud had a third studio, St. James Palace. Here, he
painted Queen Elizabeth’s portrait over a period of 19
months between 2000 and 2001. It is important to note
that, this was not a commissioned portrait by the Queen,
but rather a request by Freud.
Now consider for a moment a few of Joseph Campbell’s
words. Joseph Campbell, a writer and thinker who wrote
The Hero with a Thousand Faces is credited with
influencing George Lucas’ Star Wars.
Campbell said “To have a sacred place is an absolute necessity for anybody today. You
must have a room or a certain hour of the day or so, where you do not know who your
friends are, you don’t know what you owe anybody or what they owe you. This is a place
where you can simply experience and bring forth what you are and what you might be.
This is the place of creative incubation. At first, you may find nothing happens there. But,
if you have a sacred place and use it, take advantage of it, something will happen.”
(Joseph Campbell)
So the four words that I am taking from Joseph Campbell are Creative Incubation
and Sacred Place. The artistic space then becomes complete when creative
incubation and the sacred place merge. It is in this creative incubation that the
imagination is freed and allowed to move in a trillion directions. Joseph Campbell
further says “your sacred space is where you can find yourself again and again.” For
me, this is the invisible, artistic space - the sacred space - a space for uninterrupted
reflection and creative work, a quiet space of intense focus that becomes visual
because my imagination is allowed to flow freely, come together and form an
intimate idea. Whether I make this invisible idea visible, or not, is my decision. This
artistic, now sacred space may become a place of healing, joy, reflection,
meditation, freedom, or as the Austrian poet, Rainer Maria Rilke says “A space for
the spirit to breathe.”
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Or let’s use creative license and reference Joseph
Campbell again, channeled through George Lucas’
line from Star Wars when Ben Obi Wan Kenobi
says to Luke. “Use the Force, Luke. Let go, Luke. Luke,
trust me.” This artistic / sacred space then is a
place of trust where the creative spirit is given
freedom and opportunity to emerge
unconditionally.
In Plum Johnson’s recent memoir, They Left Us
Everything this moment of trust and freedom is
described. Plum Johnson is an artist and the
founder of Kids Canada Publishing.
Artists are story tellers. We have personal
narratives. I have enjoyed expressing my own
story in various projects including the series titled 99 Ways to see a dying Rose and
Inside the space of Lost memories. In the latter, I spent nine months going through
what was left of all my parents’ possessions and making sure these once precious
things went to the right place. After I had done this then I could begin to grieve the
loss. If this work speaks to me, I pray the same might be true for you. Thank you.
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THE FIFTH LECTURE - BRENDA JENNER SSJD
Following a career as a nurse practitioner in Northern Canada, central America and
Africa Sr. Brenda entered the Canadian Anglican Religious Order - Sisterhood of St.
John the Divine (SSJD) in 1991. Within her time in the community, she has done a
variety of work including conducting returns, spiritual direction, and chaplaincy. Sr.
Brenda now oversees the worship and work of the SSJD BC house in Victoria.
KUM BA YAH
Kum ba ya my Lord kum ba ya
Kum ba ya my Lord kum ba ya
Kum ba ya my Lord kum ba ya
Oh Lord kum ba ya
African Traditional
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Prayer Space
Lecture 5
Thursday March 30, 2017
Brenda Jenner SSJD
Prayer is necessary if we are going to have a relationship with God, Jesus and Holy
Spirit and to grow spiritually. One day I found myself asking God for an image that I
could pray with to help me understand prayer. I was given the image of a lifeline. A
lifeline had four definitions in the dictionary, all of which remind me of prayer.
The first definition is the rope thrown to rescue
people drowning. God has thrown the lifeline to us
and so desires us to grab hold of the line and let
ourselves be pulled to God through prayer. When we
are unable to hold on and find ourselves drifting
away, God will throw the lifeline again and again to
rescue us and bring us under the shelter of his/her wings.
As we pray and gain wisdom, we will know when to throw the lifeline to others.
A major shipping route is another
definition of a lifeline. Prayer is the
major route to God. As we pray we will
learn the ebb and flow of the tides and
the topography of prayer so the route
becomes easier to navigate.
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A lifeline is also the line divers use to communicate to those in
the boat. Prayer is communication with God. Communication
requires learning the language of prayer and love and learning
to hear, listen and converse with God and do God’s will. So
often we give up too soon; learning to communicate the
language of love requires patience and perseverance.
Lastly, a lifeline is the rope that fastens the ship to the dock. At this time the ship is
at rest and may be having repairs or a break from travelling. Prayer is also an
intimate time with the Triune to just be and enjoy the moment. The Triune will
clean you up and strengthen you. Unlike the ship’s lifeline, God’s lifeline of prayer
will travel with us wherever we go.
It is also interesting to note that the lifeline
of the ship must be strong yet flexible. The
centre of the lifeline is usually a cable. The
cable is wrapped in a pattern of jute to add
further strength and flexibility. So is prayer:
the cable of prayer is love and is wrapped with the strands of honesty, humility,
truth, integrity, joy and compassion to make it more flexible and strong.
Prayer space is any place where we interact with God, Jesus, and Holy Spirit –
sitting quietly, overlooking the valley, worshipping, doing work or sitting with a
dying person are only a few examples. As we pray, the space expands becoming
spacious. There is no time. One is totally in the moment. There we think about life,
cry out to the creator, chat with God, or just be. Churches, synagogues and temples
are also prayer spaces that provide a place for us to worship together, to
participate in personal prayer or to serve the Lord.
Prayer space is both silent and active. We need both dimensions of prayer space to
move us toward knowing and being with God. Frequently in these spaces rituals
and acts of worship express our desire and response to God. One can also provide a
place in one’s home for prayer. It can be as simple as lighting a candle to help create
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the space. I heard of a woman who would spontaneously sit down and put her
apron over her face. She called it her God time and everyone knew not to disturb
her.
There are types of prayer we can use in the prayer space to
help bring us to the oneness with God. At one end of the
spectrum there is Centering Prayer where we sit and empty
ourselves or go beyond our distractions, fears, thoughts and
feelings to oneness with the Triune. At the other end of the
spectrum, our involvement and experience are required to
bring us to the oneness with the Triune. This includes the
arts, journaling, and prayer walking. In between these two
lies meditation, praying with icons, Lectio Divina and
Ignatian styles of prayer. None of these types of prayer are the right and only way.
We need to practice a variety of types of prayer and to use them at different times
in our prayer life.
Prayer space is summed nicely as “a stance of heart”. Lent is a time to get our
prayer life in order. Begin today. Set time aside to be with God to chat and be silent.
Pay attention to moments that can become a prayer space for you. A grateful heart
is always a start to entering a prayer space.
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THE SIXTH LECTURE – D. BRUCE COMRIE
The Rev. Bruce Comrie is Lead Minister at Kamloops United Church, a
congregation that is creating space as a Centre for Community and Spiritual
Discovery. Bruce has served in a variety of congregational spaces – rural, suburban
and urban – in Saskatchewan and B.C. over the past twenty-eight years.
Bruce has an emerging interest in spiritual direction which will hopefully develop
into a practice of providing the same for others . . . We shall see. We think this is
Bruce’s fourth contribution to the Lenten Lecture series. Welcome again Bruce.
DRAW THE CIRCLE WIDE
Draw the circle wide. Draw it wider still.
Let this be our song, no one stands alone,
standing side by side, draw the circle wide.
God the still-point of the circle,
’round whom all creation turns;
nothing lost, but held forever,
in God’s gracious arms.
Let our hearts touch far horizons,
so encompass great and small;
let our loving know no borders,
faithful to God’s call.
Let the dreams we dream be larger,
than we’ve ever dreamed before;
let the dream of Christ be in us,
open every door.
Gordon Light
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Communal Space
Lecture 6
Thursday April 6, 2017
D. Bruce Comrie
Thank you Ken for your gracious welcome and invitation to participate in this
Lenten Lecture series. It’s been a great series and I want to thank you and the
Cathedral community for your leadership and hospitality. Let’s show our
appreciation! Also, I want to thank Gordon Light for composing such a wonderful
song – Draw the Circle Wide. I know that Gordon is away today but he is certainly
with us in song and in spirit.
Well, Communal Space. When Ken first suggested this topic I wondered – what is
that? Initially I thought of the hippy days of the 1960’s and 70’s when communes
were all the rage. And then I thought I should go to the dictionary to find out more
about these two words. I found out that the adjective Communal means to share,
that is to share something that is used or owned or experienced by all members of a
group or community. An example might be for instance, a communal kitchen. So
communal has to do with things that are shared, common, public, mutual. The
opposite of communal would be something that is private and individual.
For the word Space the dictionary lists ten definitions. I won’t go through them all
lest you start to get a little “spaced out.” What I do want to say is that space is very
important to us. On a personal level, most of us know this instinctively. For
example, riding a public transit bus is a communal experience. When you get on an
almost empty bus and you are looking for a place to sit do you choose a seat right
beside someone else? No, of course not! Why? Because you want your individual
space within the communal space that you are already in.
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Here we begin to enter the complex world of human interaction between
individual space and communal space. On the one hand, as humans we are
communal. There would be few babies born if we were not communal. And no
babies would survive and grow to adulthood if we were not raised in some sort of
communal space. So, as human beings we are incredibly communal creatures
whether we like it or not. That’s on the one hand. On the other hand, we come into
this world as unique individuals with all our gifts and challenges. We want to live
out our unique gifts and be the best individuals we can be. Without our unique
individuality, everybody would just be the same. It would be incredibly boring and
we would probably not survive as a species.
So, as human beings, we are both individuals and communal at the same time. We
live in both these spaces simultaneously. And in doing so, there’s the rub for they
are often in conflict with one another. Sometimes, we see them as a win-lose game.
We fight for our individual rights and responsibilities over and against communal
rights and responsibilities. Or vice-versa. Politically this is one of the major
divisions between the right and the left. This inherent conflict between communal
and individual spaces plays itself out wherever humans gather – be that in families,
schools, churches, synagogues, mosques, workplaces, sports arenas, etc. Wherever
two or three are gathered there will be a tug of war between what’s best for the
individuals involved and the communal nature of the group or community.
Yet, the fact remains that we need both our individuality and our communal nature.
They are mutually dependent on one another and both are necessary for human
existence. So, how do we live with this human paradox? Where do we turn to for
guidance and insight? Well, at the risk of being flippant I would like to quote from
Woody Allen from his movie of many years ago, called Annie Hall. Woody Allen’s
character says this, “I thought of that old joke: This guy goes to a psychiatrist and
says, ‘Doc, my brother’s crazy, he thinks he’s a chicken.’ And the doctor says, ‘Well
why don’t you turn him in?’ And the guy says ‘I would, but I need the eggs.’” Woody
Allen’s character continues, “Well, I guess that’s pretty much how I feel about
relationships. They’re totally irrational and crazy and absurd, but I guess we keep
going through it because most of us need the eggs.”
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At times our communal lives do seem crazy. There’s conflict, hurt, misunderstandings, all sorts of things, yet somehow we need to be there – we get
something out of it – as individuals within our communal space. We need the eggs.
There is so much more that could be said about the paradox of human individuality
and communal space. For now, I want to focus more specifically on communal
space within Christian faith and the church. Christians and churches have to deal
with this same push and pull between individual and communal space. Within the
church though we have some particular meanings for the word ‘communal.’
First, we know that the words to commune mean to receive Holy Communion. We
don’t use it that way very much anymore, but that meaning is there. In fact, the
words Commune, Communicant, Communal and Communication all come from the
same Latin root word communicare which means to share in. So, when we in the
church speak of communal space, it takes on a different level of meaning, especially
with reference to the Sacrament of Communion or the Eucharist.
I experienced this in a personal way about ten years ago when I spent a week living
in the Christian community and village of Taizé in France. I would like to share my
story with you today. The Taizé Community is an ecumenical monastic order
composed of more than one hundred brothers, from Catholic and Protestant
traditions, who originate from about thirty countries. The Taizé Community
welcomes people from all over the world to its ministry of peace, trust and
reconciliation. Founded by Brother Roger during WW2, today Taizé has become a
beacon of hope, especially for youth and young adults with its emphasis on Christian
community and deep spirituality. Taizé songs and chants are all part of this.
When I was at Taizé there was a week-long school holiday in Germany and so about
seven hundred youth from Germany were there with their leaders. Also, there
were about 120 adults most of whom were German with only a dozen or so adults
from other countries. I was the only Canadian there during that week in October.
Over the summer months Taizé can accommodate up to 4,000 people per week.
It`s set in a park-like space complete with camping or dormitory living, simple food
and a huge modern church. As adults we had a large group bible study class in the
morning and then we divided into small group bible studies for part of the
afternoon. There were just three of us for whom English was our only language. We
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would have been a very small group if it had not been for eight Germans and two
people from the Netherlands who opted to speak English with us. I really enjoyed
our discussions and we developed a close bond in our small group.
Toward the end of the week, there was to be a special German Lutheran worship
service in the small, stone, medieval village church. One of the German fellows in
our small group invited me to come to it. I hesitated, as I knew the whole service
would be in the German language of which I knew almost nothing. However, this
fellow and some members of the group assured me it would be okay, so I said yes.
As the service began I realized that one of the two Lutheran pastors who were
leading the service was one of the members of my small group. As the service
progressed I realized that even though I didn`t know German I could easily follow
the service. When it came time to receive the Communion all of us stood around
the stone walls and down the aisles. There were about a hundred of us crowded
into the small church.
The communal space inside the church was incredibly quiet as the two pastors
moved with solemn grace from one person to the next offering the bread and wine
with words spoken in the German. When they came to me, the Pastor who was my
friend from our small group looked at me, smiled slightly and said in perfect English
– “the Body of Christ, broken for you.” The Pastor who followed him, didn’t miss a
beat either - she also spoke to me in English – “The Blood of Christ shed for you.” I
received the elements and then they served the next person, of course in German.
I`m sure those words the Pastors spoke to me at the time I communed would have
been the only words of English spoken in the entire service. It was one of the most
moving experiences of Communion I have ever received. I had been warmly invited
to participate all the while my individuality had been honoured. I felt held in that
communal space and had communed with others just as Christians had done before
me in that same space for almost a thousand years. The circle had indeed been
drawn wide and even wider still.
I want to offer you a quote that I trust will help deepen our Christian understanding
of what it means to navigate the human paradox of our individuality within
communal space. This quote comes from Henri Nouwen. It’s from Nouwen’s book,
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Making All Things New with the subtitle An Invitation to the Spiritual Life. It’s one of
my favourite books. It goes like this:
Through the discipline of solitude we discover space for God in our
innermost being. Through the discipline of community we discover a place
for God in our life together. Both disciplines belong together precisely
because the space within and the space among us are the same place. It is in
that divine space that God’s Spirit prays in us.
Now, I want to offer some explanation about this. When Nouwen speaks of the
discipline of solitude he’s talking about a regular practice of individual prayer.
Praying on one’s own on a regular basis is what he means by the discipline of
solitude. When he speaks of the discipline of community he is speaking of the
practice of coming together with others in the faith for worship, fellowship, service,
etc. Being together on a regular basis as part of the church community is what he
means by the discipline of community.
Nouwen is saying that we need both these disciplines – our individual prayer times
and our communal gatherings as well. These two disciplines are not competitive or
mutually exclusive. He is saying that both are necessary, both are complementary
and both are in essence the same thing. Why? Because as Nouwen says, the space
within and the space among us are the same place. And furthermore that same place is
that divine space that God’s spirit prays in us. In other words, it’s all divine space –
the space within us and our communal space among us is all God’s space.
There`s an image that I think captures this holistic sense of the divine presence
within and among all our individual and communal spaces. I`m not sure if this image
comes from Marcus Borg, the late renowned biblical scholar or from another
author. You may want to close your eyes for this act of imagination.
I want you to imagine a sponge – whatever kind of sponge you might
imagine. You take the sponge and you place it in a big glass bowl. Then, you
take a pitcher of water, and slowly pour it in the bowl and fill it up. You see
the sponge absorb the water as the spaces within it begin to fill. All the while,
the sponge is surrounded by the water within the bowl. Both the water within the
sponge and the water outside the sponge are the same water . . .
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That’s it. You may wish to open your eyes again. Of course, in this analogy the
water is the Divine Spirit. It is the same Spirit that fills our individual and communal
spaces. As scripture says, it is in God that we live and move and have our being. (Acts
17:28) That’s the Holy Water that we swim in and the Holy Water that swims in us.
The Apostle Paul was brilliant in envisioning the interplay between our individual
and communal space. You may recall that Paul`s mission was primarily to the
Gentiles, to non-Jews living beyond Judea and Galilee. Paul understood what it
meant to draw the circle wide and to draw it wider still. Of course, in doing so he
ran into people who disagreed with him within the little churches he was
establishing. When he couldn`t deal with these conflicts in person he wrote letters. In his
first letter to the Corinthians he addresses the issue of living out our individuality within
the conflicted, communal space of the early church. Paul writes,
Now there are varieties of gifts, but the same Spirit; and there are varieties
of services, but the same Lord; and there are varieties of activities, but it is
the same God who activates all of them in everyone. To each is given the
manifestation of the Spirit for the common good.
In effect Paul is saying that it is the same Spirit that works within our individual and
communal space for the common good. Jesus embodied the Spirit working within
him as he preached, taught and healed others within the Kingdom or Realm of God
– that divine communal space that is so real yet so elusive. We know that Jesus’s
early disciples were as human as anyone else – fighting for the best seats in the
kingdom, denying, betraying, and running away. Yet, even they sometimes rose to
the occasion and came close to living into the divine communal space of the
Kingdom or Reign of God.
Throughout the centuries this has always been the church`s challenge – to
somehow bring out the best of our individual gifts while serving the same Spirit for
the common good. At times we have done well with this; at times we have failed
miserably. We know both the glories and the nightmares of our church history. In
our time, how do we embody our individual and communal space for the common
good? How do we draw the circle wide and draw it wider still? I’m sure there are
many ways, but I want to suggest two now:
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The first is through the ministry of hospitality. Father Martin Brokenleg spoke
about hospitality during his presentation here at St. Paul`s at the end of February.
He said that hospitality is one of the key disciplines of the Benedictine community
to which he belongs. Following the example of Christ, we are called to open our
doors to others and especially to those who are different from us. In doing so, we
find ourselves meeting the incognito Christ just as those early disciples did on the
road to Emmaus. Here at St. Paul`s that happens through the Out of the Cold program and
I`m sure in many other ways as well. Hospitality is one of the key ways we can express our
individual spirit-given gifts within communal space for the common good.
A second way is the ministry of reconciliation. Reconciliation is one of the
ministries of Christ and needs to be ours as well. Specifically, with the Report of the
Truth and Reconciliation Commission and the 150th anniversary of Canadian
Confederation those of us in the church need to do what we can to move towards
reconciliation between aboriginal and non-aboriginal peoples.
I want to speak about a ministry at Kamloops United Church that continues to
move in this direction of reconciliation. Over a year ago – in Jan. 2016, our
congregation had the privilege of partnering with the late Richard Wagamese and
TRU to host an evening presentation titled The Face of Reconciliation. That evening
Richard spoke in the Irving K. Barber Centre in the Brown Family House of
Learning at TRU. Richard told stories and emphasized that each and every one of us
is the Face of Reconciliation, no matter what our background. It’s those times when
we talk over the back fence or over a cup of coffee and get to know each other that
reconciliation really happens. That evening the place was packed. As Richard spoke
he pointed to a variety of people – saying You are the Face of Reconciliation. It was a
powerful evening.
Following that evening Richard and others led reconciliation circles in our church
hall. Now, we had asked Richard beforehand if he really wanted to hold these
gatherings in a church. After all, we know the church`s twisted history with all this.
Richard said, Yes, the church is where it needs to be. It`s part of the reconciliation. Those
reconciliation circles were open to anyone in the community. They took place
every week and ran for quite a number of months. Richard would begin the evening
by offering a smudge to each person in the circle – wafting the smell of sage,
sweetgrass, tobacco and cedar over us with the biggest eagle feather I have ever
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seen. Richard would then offer a teaching through storytelling and then he
encouraged us to tell our stories – with the eagle feather being passed from one
person to the next around the circle. There were stories of pain and hurt. And there
were stories of hope and healing. Those reconciliation circles were a pure gift that
Richard gave all of us – to aboriginal and non-aboriginal alike. It was very moving and I am
profoundly thankful for Richard’s spirit and presence. It was a true act of reconciliation.
Richard and all of us there helped to draw the circle wide and to draw it wider still.
In my presentation today I have focused exclusively on human communal space.
But that is not the only space we live in. We also live in the wild space of the natural
world, as one species among millions of species. We also live in the space of the
infinite universe on one planet among billions of planets. As humans and as people
of Christian faith we need to draw the circle wide and draw it even wider still.
I want to close with words from Richard Wagamese from his book Embers,
subtitled, One Ojibway`s Meditations. Listen to Richard’s reflection:
Nowadays, I figure life is pretty simple: Creator is everywhere and divine
light shines through everything and everyone all the time. My work is to
look for that light. In those fleeting, glorious instances when I see it, I am
made more, right then, right there. (p. 43)
And a second reflection from Richard:
Today, once again, I surrender my gift to Creator and ask that it be directed,
channelled through me, every word, phrase, sentence guided by Her
intention. Then I sit and write and watch the Great Mystery expelled upon
the page. This marvellous gift has become my life by virtue of my always
remembering where it comes from and claiming only the discipline,
dedication, sacrifice and commitment as my own. All else is Creator’s.
Richard Wagamese died in Kamloops on March 10, 2017. His words and wisdom
will live on. By using Creator’s gifts, he drew our communal circle wide and drew it
wider still. We are stronger for his presence and we give thanks to Creator for the
gift of his life. I want to thank each one of you with your God-given gifts for this
time together in this communal space. Thank you.
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