
A Section of the Anglican JournalNovember 2016

 w w w . k o o t e n a y a n g l i c a n . c a

Q is for Questions 
PAGE 2

the
HighWay

Serving the DioceSe of Kootenay 

Spiritual 
Autobiography 
PAGE 6

Giving  
Tuesday 
PAGE 7

Ph
ot

og
ra

ph
 by

 Je
nn

ife
r S

irg
es 

See page 8  Remembrance in Sorrento



The HighWay is published under the authority of the Bishop of Kootenay and the Synod of the Diocese of 
Kootenay.  Opinions expressed in The HighWay are not necessarily those of the Editor or the Publisher.

Editor Jonn Lavinnder 
 Box 190
 Balfour, B.C.
 V0G 1C0  
 Phone: (250) 354-9734 — anghighway@gmail.com

Advertising is to be paid to:
 The Diocese of Kootenay
 #201 - 380 Leathead Road
 Kelowna, BC  V1X 2H8
 Phone 778-478-8310  Fax 778-478-8314          

 Editorial Assistant 
 Micahel Lavinnder

On-line: http://www.kootenayanglican.ca/diocesan-news/

By archBiShop 
John e. privett
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Dear Friends,

At the centre of every spiritual jour-
ney lies a question. It is framed in dif-
ferent ways in different individual lives, 
but it brings into focus the question of 
the meaning of human life in context of 
the mystery of the universe itself.  The 
ancient psalmist, watching a herd of 
sheep by night and looking up at the 
stars wrote, “When I look at your heavens, 
the work of your fingers, the moon and the 
stars that you have established; what are 
human beings that you are mindful of them, 
mortals that you care for them?” (Psalm 
8:3-4).  The question of who we are, our 
place in the creation and the purpose 
of our individual lives alongside the 
millions of others on the planet draws 
us more deeply into life’s spiritual tradi-
tions.  Some spend a great deal of time 
and energy thinking about these things, 
while others are so occupied with the 
immediate demands of life that they 
are not able to contemplate these ques-
tions which hover in the background of 
our lives. Some writers will say that the 
occupations and the preoccupations 
of our lives are a way to avoid these 
fundamental human questions.  I am 
convinced that the questions that lie 
just under the surface of our lives are a 
gift of God to us, and a means by which 
we are drawn more deeply into the 
journey toward God.  St. Augustine in 
the 4th Century, recognized that even 
to begin to seek God is already to have 
found God.  To put it another way, God 
plants the desire for God in human 
hearts at our creation.

The questions then of the mystery 
and meaning of our lives are a gift that 
we are meant to pursue. They draw us 

more deeply into God. In the course of 
our lives we will arrive at certain rest-
ing points where we may say, “Ahh, now 
I understand or now I have come to a 
conclusion.” The great religious tradi-
tions have all developed sophisticated 
and some not so sophisticated re-
sponses to these questions which arise 
throughout our lives.  Therein lies a 
danger, for when we arrive at a conclu-
sion we can then cut off the questions 
which are calling us deeper. I remem-
ber seeing a bumper sticker some years 
ago that troubled me, “The Bible said 
it, I believe it, that settles it”!  Such a 
point of view can often prevent us from 
exploring the riches of the life of faith 
that is a continual exploration and 
adventure into the mystery of God. In 
his magnificent poem, “Little Gidding.”      
T. S. Eliot wrote, “With the drawing of this 
Love and the voice of this Calling/ We shall 
not cease from exploration/ And the end of 
all our exploring/ Will be to arrive where we 
started/ And know the place for the first time.”

Our Cathedral had a message on its 
street sign for a time that stated, “Ques-
tion your answers”.  It could be read as 
a call to live with a degree of scepticism 
about all things much in the manner of 
some of the slogans of the 1960’s such 
as “Question Authority.” I take it, rather, 
that it is meant to challenge us to con-
sider our assumptions or unexamined 
conclusions about matters of faith.  As 
the poet Gerard Manley Hopkins put it, 
mystery for the Christian is an incom-
prehensible certainty, not an inter-
esting uncertainty. We will never fully 
understand or exhaust the life of the 
spirit, but that does not mean that we 
cannot know anything. The great souls 

of Christian faith have pondered these 
questions for centuries, and so there is 
great wisdom to be found with those 
who have travelled this path before us. 
Our attitude to the great questions of 
life is not agnosticism, or scepticism 
but rather humility and faith.

Henri Nouwen taught that the 
opposite of faith is not doubt, but fear.  
In my view, the questions that linger in 
the depths of our lives call us deeper 
into the life of faith.  Those with the 
courage to listen and then pursue them 
will discover the joy of discovering 
the depths of the mystery we name as 
“God” and whose life has been revealed 
in the face of Jesus Christ.  

Faithfully,

 +John

❑

Archbishop’s Alphabet

Q  is for Questions
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When I look 
at your heav-
ens, the work 
of your fin-
gers, the moon 
and the stars 
that you have 
established; 
what are hu-
man beings 
that you are 
mindful of 
them, mortals 
that you care 
for them?” 
(Psalm 8:3-4) 
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By niSSa BaSBaum

Nissa Basbaum is the Dean of  
St Michael & All Angels Cathedral  
in Kelowna

Lessons from the 
animal world

Early in the 
spring, while I 
was out biking, 
I noticed some-
one walking 
three dogs: two 
Beagles and a 
Basset Hound. 
As I watched that 
person trying to 
manoeuvre them, I 
thought about how 
different the one 
was from the other 
two. Let’s face it, 
Basset Hounds are 
hardly what one 
would call delicate 
creatures; indeed, 
the very opposite. 
When I was a child, 
longing for a dog, 
Basset Hounds were 
high up on the list 
of dog breeds that 
I most wanted; I 
couldn’t resist their 
sad faces and cute, 

bulky bodies. It is certainly true that some 
of them are sleeker than others but it is 
also pretty clear that this breed is prone to 
weight gain and, because of this, they are, 
not to put too fine a point on it, rather fat.

After seeing those two Beagles and one 
Basset Hound, I found myself daydreaming 
about the shapes and sizes of not just dogs 
but all animals. I realize that while veter-
inarians, and dog owners who heed the 
advice of their veterinarians, are without 
question usually concerned about a dog’s 
weight, the reason for this is generally 
because of the health issues that extra 
poundage can create. I also realize, how-
ever, that no one would ever suggest that 
Basset Hounds should have the same sleek 
bodies as Whippets, nor should Yorkshire 
Terriers be as tall as Labrador Retrievers. 
We don’t question their height, width or 
shape, recognizing that different breeds 
are not meant to look like each other. Sure, 
each of us finds certain animals more 
attractive than others – that’s why some 
people own dogs and others own cats – 
but our personal tastes don’t become an 
avenue for remaking creatures so they all 
look the same.

All of this seems quite absurd until we 
begin to consider our culture’s expecta-
tions around the appearance of human 
beings. What man who is 5’2” doesn’t wish 
he were at least 5’10”? What woman who is 
160 pounds doesn’t long to be 130 pounds. 
If your hair is curly, how much of your life 
have you spent trying to straighten it? If 
it’s straight, I bet you’ve tried to add some 
bounce to it with the help of a curling iron. 
Somewhere along the line, our society 
decided that, when it comes to humans, 
turning a Bassett Hound into a Beagle, or a 

Yorkshire Terrier into a Labrador Retriever 
was the right way to go. We’ve lost sight of 
the fact that one person is as different from 
the next person as one dog is from the next 
dog, and that humans are not intended to 
be any more uniform than the rest of the 
animal world. 

What now seems like centuries ago, I 
shared a house with two men. It was part of 
a program called Root Groups, organized 
and executed by the United Society for the 
Propagation of the Gospel (USPG), one of 
two missionary agencies in England. Ac-
cording to the guidelines of this program, 
small groups of three or four people worked 
in secular employment, shared living space 
and did voluntary work in a local parish. 
Both the secular and voluntary work were 
usually fine; sharing living space, however, 
wasn’t always the easiest thing to do. In 
our group, sparks flew between myself and 
one of the other men and, while we were 
initially able to work through our differenc-
es, the day did come when both of us had 
had enough. 

A counselor was brought in to help us 
untangle the knots, but when that counsel-
or realized the seriousness of the entangle-
ment, he drew in his breath and asked each 
of us to think about what animal came to 
mind when we thought about the other 
person. Simon called me an elephant; I 
called Simon a turtle. I described Simon 
as small, slow, methodical and hidden 
inside a shell; Simon described me as large, 
super-efficient and having such a good 
memory that he was rarely able to do any-
thing before I had already done it. “Hmm,” 
said the counselor, “I guess you realize that 
elephants and turtles are quite different 
from each other; not only are they never 

going to look the same, they are also 
never going to act alike. There’s a 
reason why you two aren’t getting 
along. You haven’t figured out that, 
just because you’re both human, that 
doesn’t make you identical. Learn a 
lesson from the animal kingdom.”

Not surprisingly, following that 
encounter, we did learn a lesson. 
It didn’t mean that all of a sudden 
we liked each other any more than 
before, nor did it mean that we tried 
to operate the way the other one did. 
What did happen, however, was that 
we became somewhat more tolerant 
of our differences and somewhat 
more conscious of the way in which 
we were getting in each other’s hair. 
We tried to put these differences to 
work in order to produce something 
beyond just our same old argu-
ments.

In the animal world, giraffes are 
tall, monkeys are not; pigs are fat, 
chickens are not; lions are large, 
mice are not. In the animal world, 
cheetahs are fast, turtles are slow; 
elephants can be noisy, tigers can be 
stealthy; horses are often sleek, cows 
are usually bulky. No one would 
expect otherwise and no one would 
ever contemplate trying to turn one 
animal into another. 

What a relief it would be if our 
society were able to accept human 
variations in the same way that we 
have always accepted the many 
variations that make up the animal 
word. 

Editorial

By Jonn LavinnDer

❑

the front cov-
er this month 
honours Remem-
brance Day. The 
photograph is of 
Sorrento Cen-
tre’s Memorial 
Garden. Jennifer 
Sirges took a great 
picture of a snail 
on the top of the 
“burbling foun-

tain” there, which I can only assume is 
symbolic for slowing down and smell-
ing the roses in the garden. However, 
remembrance is not only about loved 
ones who have passed on, but also 
remembrance of soldiers who died 
defending our country. 

In the times we live, with all the un-
rest in the world, we are acutely aware 
of life and death and the values we 
hold dear. And we look for moments 
when we can be at peace. Church plays 
that role for us, as do memorial gar-
dens. I suspect that every church in 
the diocese has a memorial garden of 
some kind. They can be special places, 
not only, as a place of rest but a place 
of peace in which to meditate and 
remember special times in our lives. 
This is what Jennifer Sirges has written 
in her article regarding the Sorrento 
Centre this month.

In my own church of St Michael 
& All Angels, Balfour, the memorial 
garden  has been a place for local artist 
to show their work this summer, which 
made it into an art walk for the com-
munity.  

In this month’s edition, Archbishop 
John’s Alphabet reached Q for the ques-
tions, and posed questions about how 
we think about the big questions. For 
some this is the work of theologians. 
In the book I’m studying in EfM (year 
four), David F. Ford suggests that if we 
think about God we are in fact acting 
as theologians. We are asked to be 
learned about these things. Archbishop 
John sees the subject of questions as 
applicable to each of us.

Show your 
school 
spirit!

Know a student who’s going to 
college?

Send them with a loving prayer and 
a Hope Bear dressed in a scarf of 
their college colours.

 Perfect for graduation too!

www.anglicanfoundation.org
❑
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CoGS WHEELS  

By ranDaLL fairey
Randall Fairey is a Delegate to the 
Council of General Synod and 
Prolocutor of the Ecclesiastical 
Province of British Columbia & Yukon

environmental crisis acknowledged

As the environ-
mental crisis is 
acknowledged, 
and continues 
seemingly un-
abated, influ-
ential public 
organizations 
are increasingly 
divesting them-
selves of invest-
ments in fossil 
fuel industries, 
and industries 
such as pipelines 
and transpor-
tation which 
provide support.  
At General Synod 
2016, a motion to 

create a new Task Force to examine the 
value, and the ways and means of such di-
vestment, was passed although not without 
opposition.  An interim report is to be sent 
to CoGS by May 2017, an ambitious target 
which will require some urgent hard work.

We promise in our baptismal covenant 
to “strive to safeguard the integrity of God’s 
creation, and respect, sustain and renew 
the life of the Earth” and reflect this in the 
Fifth Mark of Mission.  The principle is 
clear but implementing meaningful action 
is far from simple.

At all levels of the Anglican Church of 
Canada, from individuals to the General 
Synod and the General Synod Pension Plan, 
we hold investments in a host of different 
vehicles from stocks and bonds to com-
plex funds. Many generate income that 
supports the programs of the church and 
its many ministries.  And like good stew-
ards, we try to maximize returns, and do 
so in an ethical and responsible way.  Until 
recently investment in fossil fuel industries 

has produced excellent returns on capital.  
Similarly the companies which depend 
heavily on these industries such as pipe-
lines, transportation, equipment supply, 
housing, and movement of personnel have 
produced good returns on investment.  
However, individuals in dioceses that are 
home to many of these companies depend 
on them for their livelihoods, and the spin-
offs in economic benefit to whole regions 
are huge.  Consequently, a blanket rapid 
divestment of holdings in these companies 
is understandably often strongly opposed 
and is judged as naïve at best and harmful 
at worst.  Moreover individuals advocating 
strict divestment are, perhaps, being hyp-
ocritical as they continue in their personal 
lives to fly without carbon offsets, idle their 
vehicles, and fail to divest their own such 
investments.

The fossil fuel issue as raised at General 
Synod really is part of Socially Responsible 
Investing (SRI), and such investing is not 
a new concept.  Many financial manage-
ment companies have long specialized in 
developing SRI portfolios and are available 
to the church to aid it in transferring its 
non-SRIs to more responsible holdings. 
There are specialized rating services which 
the investment industry uses to objectively 
judge which businesses of all kinds meet 
reasonable ESG (environmental, social, and 
governance) criteria for inclusion in SRI 
portfolios. General Synod for some time 
has tried to avoid investment in tobac-
co and military production industries, 
non-sustainable food production, and com-
panies with poor records in the use of land, 

human resources, and preventing pollu-
tion.  Some dioceses in Canada have done 
an excellent job to ensure that the steward-
ship of their precious financial resources 
reflects their baptismal covenants. Others 
are tardy in this matter and reluctant to 
address this as a Mark of Mission. And 
each of us needs to look at our individual 
actions as the starting point for demanding 
corporate responsibility for our church 
organizations and their governance.

The opposition I witnessed at General 
Synod to the resolution for divestment was 
understandable, although disappointing.  I 
acknowledge that indeed this is not simple 
but the health of God’s creation is failing 
and as the people of God we have a funda-
mental and sacred responsibility to ask for 
action at all levels of our church. Organi-
zations such as the Gates Foundation, the 
Canadian Medical Association, the David 
Suzuki Foundation, the United Church of 
Canada, the University of Massachusetts, 
and the City of Seattle are a few varied 
examples of those who have already taken 
meaningful action toward divestment and 
SRI investing. The potential for moving our 
investment dollars to companies develop-
ing non-carbon based energy production 
is growing rapidly. Our church is lagging 
and if we take measures, which I believe do 
not have to be extreme, we will join similar 
organizations as good citizens of the earth.  
Most importantly we will be the people of 
God doing what we have promised to God 
in our baptisms. CoGS will be asked to pro-
vide leadership, and we must not fail.

❑

OWAISSI AGM
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 26 at 1pm

St. Aidan’s Church  
380 Leathead Rd, Kelowna
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❑

The Ven. Trevor Freeman is the 
Executive Archdeacon for the  
Diocese of Kootenay.     
The following article comes from his 
blog on “The Community.” 
http://thecommunity.anglican.ca/

By trevor freeman

Nobody likes 
pain. We do our 
very best to avoid 
it. We’re blessed 
to live in a time 
where there are 
actual remedies 
for pain and 
trained profes-
sionals who know 
how to find its 
source and make 
it stop.

There have been people, though, 
who’ve rightly pointed out that it 
exists in order to keep us safe. Pain is a 
negative reinforcement tool that helps 
us avoid things that damage us. When 
we’re too close to a fire the pain causes 
us to pull away and avoid the flames. 
The pain itself isn’t what does damage 
but without the pain we might not be 
so quick to avoid the fire. Obviously, 
this doesn’t make the pain good in 
itself but it serves a useful purpose.

That useful purpose trains us to 
avoid pain and run from it. Frankly, 
that’s a pretty good life lesson when it 
comes to physical things. Stay safely 
back from fire. Avoid the pointy end of 
sticks. Don’t let that rock fall on your 
head. This set of rules has developed 
with us as we evolved and it serves us 
well.

Sadly, what works with pointy sticks 
and rocks doesn’t work with emotion-
al pain. Emotional pain is something 
we’re not good at talking about. Anger, 
fear, grief, and guilt are all things that 
cause us pain and that’s not an ex-
haustive list. To be fair, we’re better at 
talking about such things as a culture 
than we were 50 years ago. It’s just that 
we often don’t give these feelings the 
credit they deserve as real and deep 
pain.

Whether we give them the credit 
they deserve or not, many of us will still 
try the rocks and pointy sticks strategy 
on them. We’ll avoid talking about it. 
We’ll try not to think about it. We’ll 
gloss over it. We’ll avoid the things that 
remind us. It’s perfectly natural.

For the record, I’m not saying that 
we should revisit the sources of our 
emotional pain. There may be very 
unhealthy and dangerous circumstanc-
es that caused that particular hurt and 
that need to be avoided. The feelings 
themselves though, are a different 
story.

The rocks and pointy stick strategy 
is actually counterproductive when it 

comes to emotional hurt. Avoid-
ing our feelings does not make 
them go away. Oh how I wish that 
it did! Ironically, only sitting with 
them has any chance of soothing 
them.

This is where a follower of 
Jesus has something that others 
may not. We understand that 
God chose to go toward the pain. 
Not because the pain was good 
but because by inhabiting and 
sitting with the pain God could 
ease it. We know our God is a 
God willing to experience suffer-
ing. This may give us the courage 
to do the same thing. It might 
give us the courage to go toward 
the feelings of guilt, fear, anger 
or grief and to sit with them. To 
learn about where they come 
from and to let them go.

If we can do that for ourselves 
and sit with our own hurt, we 
may even develop the courage to 
go to that place with someone 
else.

Tell me where it hurts

Installation of Jennifer Pring as Lay Canon
Jennifer Pring 
installed as  
Lay Canon at 
Diocesan Council  
at St Andrew’s, 
Okanagan 
Mission, 
September 9-10, 
2016.

www.anglicanfoundation.org

Do you know someone 
who is being ordained or 
someone celebrating an 
ordination anniversary? 
Give them a Clergy Bear  
with surplice and stole in  
a colour of your choice.  
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❑

A spiritual autobiography 

I was a late 
bloomer in spir-
itual thinking. 
As a child, I was 
invited to attend 
a very fundamen-
talist church with 
my best friend, 
and I felt that it 
was very import-
ant that I follow 
all the concepts of 
a very strict basic 
religion. 

By the time I was in my teens, I had 
memorized a lot of Bible verses and 
attended Sunday school regularly. I was 
taught to believe literally everything 
that was told to me, and I did. But 
looking back, I realize that my faith had 
no depth or feeling. When I questioned 
something in my mind, I pushed it 
aside to fit in. After high school, I 
attended another similar church while 
I attended university and then married 
my boyfriend from my hometown. 

 We moved a lot and I did search 
out churches for a few years. But then 

SuBmitteD
By a member of the Diocesan 
Spiritual Development Committee

the Fernie 
Chautauqua was 
the weekend of 
8-11 September, 
an event that had 
not been part 
of the commu-
nity in several 
decades. Thurs-
day night the 
festivities kicked 
off with a pasta 
supper “Viva 
Italia: Viva Fernie” 
at Holy Family 
Parish Hall. I 
was delighted 
to be invited to 
join the Mayor 
of Fernie, Mary 
Giuliano and her 
husband Nick. It 
was incredible to 

hear the stories of the Italian heritage 
in Fernie. 

Friday there were activities through-
out the downtown core as well at Pren-
tice Park as many artists and craftspeo-

By anDrea Brennan 
The Rev. Andrea Brennan is the 
Incumbent Christ Church, Fernie 

❑

I gave up and for more than 25 years I 
didn’t attend church except for wed-
dings, funerals, etc.  I gradually under-
stood that my husband abused alcohol 
and was out of control. And so was I. 
My ‘surface’ faith was smothered by my 
obsession with my husband’s alcohol-
ism and the fact that God hadn’t fixed 
him when I asked.

Eventually, he joined AA and I joined 
Al-Anon; only to find out how to make 
sure he stayed sober! And then I came 
face to face with God (or my higher 
power) and I learned more about faith, 
love, acceptance and spirituality than I 
had ever known.

I realized, through Al-Anon, that the 
11th step, “seeking conscious contact” 
with my higher power, didn’t mean tell-
ing God what I wanted done but meant 
that if I asked, I might be given the 
strength, serenity and wisdom that I 
needed. I started attending an Anglican 

Church and one thing that struck me 
early on, was the priest’s comment that 
“Anglicans don’t park their brains at 
the door”! That was comforting to me.

Now I have been in communion for 
many years and I think I have pro-
gressed a little! Four years of EfM gave 
me a huge boost into understanding 
scripture and applying it to my life. The 
time spent in theological reflection 
helped me to listen and share my faith 
with others. I slowly began to under-
stand the concept of living my faith, 
every day.

If I were asked what helped me to 
grow spiritually and live my faith, I 
would answer with this; Al-Anon and 
the Doxology.

“Glory to God: whose power, work-
ing in us, can do infinitely more than 
we can ask or imagine.” 

my journey—anonymously

Fernie Chautauqua—
doors open

ple showed their 
talents. Friday 
night was the 
Kootenay Hoote-
nany, which was 
enjoyed by many. 
And I was able to 
enjoyed the music 
from my living 
room. 

Saturday 
kicked off with a 
pancake breakfast 
to raise funds 
for the Fernie 
Refugee com-
mitee. Many from 
the community 
braved the chilly 
weather to enjoy 
pancakes, sau-
sages, eggs and 
coffee. 

Saturday 
between 11:00 and 4:00 “Doors Open” 
happened for the first time ever. His-
toric buildings throughout the down-
town, including Christ Church threw 
open their doors in welcome. We were 

delighted to see 78 people coming in 
to see what we were all about. I was 
dressed in cassock and surplice, ring-
ing a bell outside the church to wel-
come the curious. Many children and 
adults rang the bell and came inside to 
check us out and sign our Guest Book. 
Volunteers were on hand to share some 
of the history of Christ Church.

Two teenagers came to see the 
church where their grandparents were 
married. A young boy, about 4 years-
old, had never set foot in a church until 
Doors Open happened. When asked 
about his experience, he remarked it 
was “pretty good”. 

Young and old alike commented on 
the beauty of the space, the traditional 
layout and how “well loved” the space 
is. 

Sunday morning the Chautauqua 
worship service was intended to be 
outdoors, but with cold and wet weath-
er forecast it was held at Mountainside 
Community Church in the Annex of 
Fernie. Attendance was good, and we 
are hopeful for next year’s ecumenical 
and community opportunities with 
Chautauqua. 

Doors Open Venue in Fernie



the highWay november 2016                                                                                                                                                                           page 7

By yme WoenSDregt

This column 
has been written 
with the inten-
tion that it may 
be reprinted 
in local news-
papers for the 
religion page.  
Yme will be 
writing a short 
article each 
month expressly 
with this pur-
pose in mind. 
You are free to 
reproduce the 
article without 
prior approval. 
Drop us a line 
anyway... 
The Editor

❑

Giving Tuesday—
start a movement

Yme Woensdregt is the Dean of East 
Kootenay and Incumbent for Christ 
Church, Cranbrook.

First there was 
Black Friday. 
Businesses tried 
to entice us into 
their stores by 
promising us 
great deals. These 
days, we are told 
that it’s called 
“black” because 
this is the time at 
which businesses 
finally turn a prof-
it for the year.

A little re-
search shows that 
this name is quite 
a recent phenom-
enon. It seems to 
have started in 
the 1950s when 

factory managers called it “Black 
Friday” because so many employees 
phoned in sick after the American 
Thanksgiving blowout on Thursday. 
The current understanding is a suc-
cessful attempt at rebranding!

But I don’t want to moan about con-
sumerism in this column. After all, no 
one forces any of us to go shopping.

Then Cyber Monday was born, ges-
tated by marketing strategists trying 
to lure people to shop online on the 
Monday after Black Friday. This is even 
more recent—it didn’t start until 2005.

Canadian Tire ads invite us to come 
in on Red Thursday. There seems to be 
no end to marketers finding creative 
ways to draw us into their stores.

What started me on this was an ad 
I saw for “GivingTuesday” (without 
the space). A little research (thank 
you Google) tells us that it falls on the 
day after Cyber Monday—November 
29 this year.  Check out the website—
http://givingtuesday.ca/

The home page invites us to “Join 
the movement dedicated to giving 
back.” A short video tells us that “after 
the hype of Black Friday and Cyber 
Monday, GivingTuesday is the move-
ment that celebrates giving back.” It’s 
“the opening day of the Giving Season.”

That caught my interest immedi-
ately. I believe very deeply that being 
generous is a deep and profound part 
of what it means to be human. In short, 
I believe that to be human is to give. 
That’s not just a theological statement, 
although that’s certainly where it 
started for me. That statement is also 
backed up by increasing numbers of 
studies which are showing that gener-
ous people are happier and lead more 
fulfilled lives than those who are not 
generous.

GivingTuesday was started in the 
USA in 2012, and has spread to other 
countries. This day is a time to cele-
brate and encourage activities that 
support charities and non–profits. 
Whether it’s making a donation, vol-
unteering time, helping a neighbour or 
spreading the word, GivingTuesday is a 
movement for everyone who wants to 
give something back.

When the movement came to Cana-
da in 2013, pollsters wondered whether 
it made any difference. They discovered 
that Canadian online giving increased 
by anywhere from 91% (CanadaHelps) 
to 421% (Blackbaud, a provider of non-
profit software and services).

The more I surfed the website, the 
more excited I got. “Giving is a lifelong 
commitment, and a giving day is a spe-

cial celebration, a reminder to all 
of us to think of others and our 
communities as well as ourselves 
… GivingTuesday is more than a 
moment, it’s a movement.”

The website provides lots of 
help to people who are looking 
to increase their happiness by 
giving. It suggests ways to get 
involved; it allows us to search 
for specific charities; it provides 
links to different organizations; 
it encourages us to volunteer our 
time and energy, as well as give 
our money.

The best thing of all is that 
anyone can get involved—in-
dividuals, families, companies, 
groups, organizations. Start a 
movement in your own home.

Smiles between friends
Age knows no 
boundaries in 
the gift of friend-
ship shared 
between Agnes 
McHugh and 
Xavior Lynch.  
They met at  
St Saviours An-
glican Church, 
Lake Country, 
on August 2, 
2016.  Agnes, in 
her 103rd year, 
is no doubt 
enthralled by 
the attentions 
of 10 month- 
old Xavior, as 
he looks at her 
in fascination.  
Xavior is the 
son of Made-

By  BeverLy SLoBoDa
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leine van Roechoudt and Tim 
Lynch and had come to St Sav-
iour’s to visit the ACW ladies 
who had presented him with a 
quilt at birth. He is in the fifth 
line of the Goldie family that 
helped pioneer the Winfield 
area. The family lived at the 
Rainbow Ranch and orchard 
and were among the first 
parishioners of St Margaret’s 
Anglican Church. (Original 
Anglican Church in Winfield.)  
Xavior’s mother, Madeleine, 
now manages  the Rainbow 
Ranch where she and her 
family live. She donates apples 
to St Saviour’s ACW each year, 
which they use to make pies 
as a church fund-raiser. 

AGE KNOWS NO BOUNDARIES—friendship shared between Agnes McHugh and Xavior Lynch
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Jennifer Sirges grew up at  
All Saints, Vernon, and is now a member 
of St Andrew’s Parish in Trail. She is on 
the Sorrento Centre Board of Directors.   

By Jennifer SirgeS

SORRENTO  
Remembering a departed saint

Saints was closed, and deconsecrat-
ed in 2009. The font was donated to 
Sorrento Centre and dedicated to its 
new purpose in 2013 by Bishop James 
Cowan. It is meaningful, in this place, 
to be soothed by waters reminiscent of 
baptism. 

This quiet spot is a peaceful place 
for remembering dear ones, and it is 
more. It is a gathering place for cere-
monies, worship, education, fellowship, 
and meditation. It is a sanctuary from 
the activity-filled goings-on through-
out the rest of the Centre. In this small 
corner, even foot traffic from the 
nearby beach path takes a moment for 
respectful reflection.

In the 50+ years of Sorrento Centre, 
countless individuals have formed — 
and been formed by — this holy place 
of transformation. It is impossible 
not to feel the lingering essence of 
those faithful ones in the very fabric of 
Sorrento, like a parade of saints going 
before me and following behind.  

I watched my father’s grandchildren 
take turns with the small hand-trow-
el, and pondered his footprints here 
alongside my own. Surely I will remem-
ber him and celebrate his life in many 
places besides this one. Still, this is 
a beloved place where I leave him to 
rest in peace, while those he loved still 
journey on.

I begin with a 
personal sto-
ry. My mother, 
brothers and I 
began 2016 with-
out my father, 
who died on the 
winter solstice.   
In the months 
that followed, 
there was comfort 
and closure to be 
found as we com-
mitted his earthly 
remains into two 
places where he 
found peace: the 
sparkling waters 
of the ocean, and 
a beloved place of 

many happy memories in the Shuswap.  
On a warm July afternoon, three genera-
tions gathered to commit my Dad’s ash-
es to the earth in the memorial garden 
of Sorrento Centre. 

Before the memorial garden was es-
tablished, hushed anecdotes suggested 
there was a need – stories, perhaps, not 
unlike my own family’s surreptitious 
scattering of dust from the leeward side 
of a sailboat.  Now, Sorrento policy has 
formalized that “the memorial gar-
den of Sorrento Centre is a hallowed 
place for the placement of ashes of our 
faithful departed, sacred to the memory 
of those persons …. and that placing 
cremains in the Memorial garden at 
Sorrento Centre is a continuation of the 

Centre’s care of the Centre’s communi-
ty.”1 

The garden is set in a quiet cor-
ner of Sorrento’s grounds, behind the 
lilac bushes of Spes Bona and where 
the blue of Shuswap Lake can just 
be glimpsed through the trees.  Two 
curved flower beds, planted with 
perennials, define the circle of the 
hallowed area. Benches placed in sun 
and shade invite pause for peaceful 
reflection.  In the garden’s centre gently 
burbles a fountain.  

The burbling fountain has a story 
of its own: it was the baptismal font in 
All Saints Parish Church in Crofton. All 

1 Memorial Garden Policies and 
Procedures, Sorrento Centre 2015

Memorial .Garden — Sorrento Centre
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