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Looking Back, Looking Forward

By The Rev’d Stuart Hallam
What a busy parish this is! As I look back to what has been achieved over the
last three months, it is somewhat overwhelming to say the least! From the
Rummage Sale to the Christmas Fair, from Welcome Sunday to saying
farewell to Marilyn, from the introduction of new family services and parish
lunches to Bishops Possitt (whatever that is)? A huge thank you for all your
hard work, which makes St. Phillips the amazing church that it is. There
seems to be a real buzz about the place, with new musical settings at the
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Eucharist enhancing our worship, and lots of new people joining us,
particularly families - St. Philips seems to have a renewed energy!
That said, Advent affords us the opportunity to reflect upon what we are
doing and about who we are. The themes of Advent are about us straining to
see God’s future, where all of humanity and creation will be reconciled

INSIDE . . .

together and in the light of that future, we are challenged to prepare ourselves
for its coming. Perhaps there are three questions that we therefore should ask
ourselves. Firstly, where you going? Are our lives heading towards God or
away from God? Even if the answer to that question is the latter, advent
invites us to stop and turn around, literally the meaning of repent. And our
ever-patient God asks us again and again to turn towards him and to journey

Diolch yn fawr iawn
I Remember…
Christmas Fair

deeper into God’s love. Where are you going?
The second question is, what are you carrying with you? Not necessarily
physical ‘stuff’, which we probably all have far too much of, but more

and much more...

importantly what personal baggage do you continue to hold? Truth be told,
there are probably things that we could all let go of in our lives - unhealthy
habits, self-destructive patterns of behaviour or even damaging relationships.
God, in Jesus comes to us and says, ‘come to me all who are burdened and
heavy laden and I will give you rest’. What burdens you?

(Continued on page 6)
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By The Rev’d Dr. Marilyn Hames
Thank you so much, all of you, for making the occasion of my retirement
from St. Philip’s (after 27+ years) such a moving, magnificent, joy-filled
weekend—perfect in every detail. It was wonderful that you also thought
to thank Andrew too for all the years he served the parish in various roles
too, because his wisdom and steadfast love for us all has meant so much to
me.
As I sit surrounded by beautiful flowers that bring colour into a very rainy
Monday morning, basking in the love expressed in your cards and messages
(some even in Welsh—wow!), as well as the amazing generosity of your
gifts, it is truly heartwarming. Andrew and I are deeply touched, so I have
declared a holiday to simply enjoy this feeling of being surrounded by love.
And tomorrow? It’s back to being a student with deadlines—but good ones, because I am so enthralled by Celtic
Spirituality and my Welsh studies, that having to hand in assignments is a gift or else I would still be rummaging
on-line through the libraries in Wales this time next year.
At the risk of repeating what I have already said—having spent so many years getting to know you, hearing your
stories, laughing and crying together, sharing so many significant events with you, being formed and supported by
your love, guided by your wisdom and allowed to be who I really am and was called to be as a person, priest and
fellow pilgrim on the road—well, in short you have become family—not only friends, but the family Andrew and I
will always cherish.
We are not moving. Dunbar is our home, so we will see you at the stores, on the street—all the usual places where
we live and move and have our being—and when we do it will be a delight to catch up and develop a deeper
relationship in which I now have “no restrictive responsibilities” (to quote a very dear, fellow clergy member who
has already discovered the joys of retirement).
We have already booked a number of trips, and are busy doing some necessary chores like scraping and cleaning
the rubber carpet underlay that had stuck to our hardwood floors, but most of all doing what we are passionate
about: electronics projects (guess who?), making music, paining, potting, being curious so studying many topics,
walking, cooking, entertaining… Retirement? We need 48-hour days to do the many things that interest us, but
only have 24, and some of those must be spent sleeping, so THANK YOU—for celebrating this transition with us.
With much love,
Marilyn and Andrew

REMEMBERING ARTHUR SALT

By Jock Munro
Those who have visited English parish churches will have seen many memorial plaques. St. Philip’s has only one.
Many parishioners may have seen the name Arthur Salt on the south wall of the church and perhaps wondered
who he was.
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Arthur Salt was the first St. Philip’s parishioner to be
killed in World War 2. The plaque tells us that Pilot
Officer Arthur J. Salt, RCAF was “missing over Crete
on May 19-20, 1942”. Thanks to the internet (e.g.,
https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/militaryheritage/second-world-war/second-world-war-dead1939-1947/Pages/files-second-war-dead.aspx) it is
possible to discover much about Arthur Salt’s life.
The large plaque at the Memorial Organ lists Arthur as
one of the 163 St. Philip’s parishioners who served in
Canada’s “fighting forces” in World War 2. Seventythree served in the air force, 47 in the army, 29 in the
navy, and 14 in the merchant marine. Eight of these
lost their lives in the war, higher than the average death rate for all Canadian armed forces in the war. Seven of
the eight deaths were among those who served in the Royal Canadian Air Force, the most deadly service in World
War 2. The other was in the Canadian Merchant Marine – that casualty, Walter Shaw, was Chief Engineer on the
Canadian Pacific liner Empress of Canada when she was torpedoed off the Liberian coast in 1943. Walter Shaw’s
peacetime job on this ship became a wartime job when the ship was assigned to military service as a troop ship.
All the other deaths were parishioners who enlisted from their civilian lives.
Arthur Douglas John Salt was born in Abbotsford in 1917 to Arthur Cowper Salt
and Lucille Gwendolyn Arthur, Sr. worked as a customs agent. Arthur’s father had
been born in England and his mother in Wales. Arthur, Sr. and Lucile had a
second son, Lionel Herbert Salt, in 1920.
In 1924 the Salt family moved to 3530 West 30th Avenue in Vancouver (their house
is still there). Arthur attended Lord Kitchener, Point Grey Junior High, and Magee
High, where he graduated with Junior Matriculation in 1936. From March, 1936
Arthur worked for the Canadian Bank of Commerce as a teller at their Victory
Square branch. In June, 1940 Arthur signed an Attestation Paper, enlisting in the
Royal Canadian Air Force. It’s not clear why he chose the air force but the almost
one-half the St. Philip’s men who signed up did the same. Also, air forces would have been much in the news since
the Battle of Britain’s official dates are July-October, 1940.
Arthur said in his Attestation Paper that he had no experience of flight and no special qualifications that would be
useful to the RCAF but that he wanted to be a pilot. He was “extensively” engaged in nine sports and had had the
highest Mainland Cricket League batting average in 1936-37. Arthur’s medical examination showed him to be in
good health and measured his height at 5 feet, 10 ½ inches and his weight at 162 pounds. Arthur reported that he
smoked 15 cigarettes per day and drank the occasional beer.
Apparently three letters of reference were required as part of the enlistment process. One of Arthur’s referees was
the Rev. George Biddle, Rector of St. Philip’s from June, 1933 to June, 1940 (Arthur was an AYPA member). Mr.
Biddle wrote a glowing review: “one of my finest young leaders”; “a splendid young man with real capabilities for
leadership and control”; “gifted with originality and understanding and never relinquishes a job he starts before it is
completed”. Strong letters were also written by Arthur’s employer and by a Dunbar lawyer, Dudley Durrant.
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On September 11, 1940, his enlistment application having been accepted, Arthur formally signed up for the
duration of the war and agreed to serve anywhere. His initial rank was Aircraftman, 2nd Class, equivalent to army
Private. At various stages in his training, Arthur advanced to Leading Aircraftman and then Flight Sergeant finally
becoming commissioned officer as a Pilot Officer in July, 1941. It is difficult to interpret the abbreviations in
RCAF personnel forms but Arthur’s major training sites in Canada were Sydney, NS, London, ON, and
Summerside, PEI. Together these locations gave him 180 hours of in-flight training, all in single engine aircraft.
The reports from his training were mostly glowing with one striking exception.
Initial training: 5/137 in class “Good pilot type. Steady, quiet, persistent, and dependable type of airman. Takes
great interest in his work and will be a credit to the service.” (February, 1941, Toronto)
Ground training: 6/29 in class “An above average pilot in my opinion. Does an excellent job of flying when relaxed
and at ease. Aerobatics a little slow but coming along nicely.” “Conduct, ability, and deportment well above average
of class. Officer material. Good organizer and natural leader. (April, 1941, London)
Flying training: “A very mediocre pilot. His turns are sloppy and he pays little attention to air speeds.”
Ground training: “Above average student, keen and intelligent.
Conduct and deportment good.
General remarks: “A very eager type, tries hard and is an alert flyer.
Is inclined to be quiet. Very punctual.” (July, 1941, Summerside)
The details of Arthur’s service record between completion of his
training at Summerside in July, 1941 and his death 10 months later
are sketchy. Thousands of RCAF personnel served in British (RAF)
units and Arthur was one of these. While in England Arthur received
further training in flying bombers. His two action postings were to 44 Squadron (December, 1941 to January,
1942), a bomber unit stationed in Lincolnshire that operated in western Europe and 37 Squadron (from March 8,
1942), also a bomber unit based at Shallufa, Egypt near Suez that operated in North Africa and the Eastern
Mediterranean.
Most of 37 Squadron’s operations in 1942 were in the
Western Desert in Egypt and Libya in support of
ground operations there. But Arthur’s final flight was
to attack the aerodrome at Heraklion, Greece. Since
the Battle of Crete had ended almost one year earlier,
why was such an attack undertaken? According to
Wikipedia, “During the late spring of 1942, the airfields
of Crete gained increased strategic importance by
becoming the main transit base for Luftwaffe to supply
logistic support to Rommel's Afrika Korps in their
advance on the Nile Delta. Furthermore, Luftwaffe
aircraft based on Crete operated photo-reconnaissance,
bombing and convoy attack missions covering the south-east Mediterranean region.”
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Arthur was the pilot of AD 626, a Wellington Mark 1C aircraft with a crew of six, five of whom were RCAF
personnel.
They took off from Shallufa at 2310 on May 19th to attack the airfield at Heraklion and were never heard from
again. Arthur’s Wing Commander wrote after his death, "During his tour of duty he proved himself a most reliable
operational captain and his loss is deeply felt by us all".
Although there were no remains for a grave, Arthur is one of thousands remembered at Alamein Memorial in
Egypt, 118 are from 37 Squadron.
So Arthur’s life ended at 24 years of age. How he would have lived had he survived the war is unknown but
perhaps there’s a clue in the life of his younger brother, Lionel, also an RCAF officer who served as an RAF bomber
navigator. Lionel was a UBC graduate who worked for 40 years at Vancouver newspapers. He died in 2016 and his
family wrote in his obituary “He was an avid sports fan, a voracious reader, and a devotee of jazz. By nature
pessimistic, stubborn, and reserved, he had a dry sense of humour, rankled at bad grammar and did not suffer fools
gladly.” This sounds a little like what Arthur’s air force trainers wrote about him in the year after he joined up.

NEIGHBOURHOOD MINISTRY UPDATE

By Rhona Thornton
Most of you probably know who the Neighbourood Ministry is but not necessarily how it works; so
here ts a brief overview. It is run out of 4 parishes- St Philip’s, St Anselms, St Helen’s and St Johns
Shaughnessy. Each church has an indoor team which collects and organises all of the donations to be
handed out. There are also 4 outdoor teams, each comprising 4-5 people who are generally from one of
the 4 parishes but not always; I am on one of the outdoor teams. Every Saturday morning 2-4 people
from an outdoor team pick up supplies from an indoor team member at one of the churches. The
supplies include various food and clothing items. In the weekly Bulletin there is often a request for the
items that are most needed at that time.
When we head out on the streets we have a rough route to follow as we know where to find all of our
regulars and just the spots that tend to be popular with homeless folks. As well as handing out the
supplies, which are much appreciated, we generally stop for a bit of a chat. We always enjoy this and
the guys on the street seem to appreciate the time we take. Sometimes I think they feel invisible to the
passers by. As well as handing out supplies and socialising we also advise people on where they might
go for help applying for housing, benefits etc.
One of our regular spots is behind the No Frills at 4th and Highbury. There are a lot of people who
know that the Neighbourhood Ministry volunteers will be there on a Saturday morning so there are
normally about 3-8 people waiting for us when we arrive there. We generally know most of them; it is a
very social time as it is a chance for them to catch up with each other as well as with us. In fact people
who used to be homeless on the West side and are now housed all over the city often come to visit on a
Saturday morning.
One of the things that we do which we find very helpful is that every Saturday one of the outdoor team
members writes up a report on the outing. This way we know who is hanging out where and who needs
what. For example, last month one of the guys at 4th and Highbury requested a pair of jeans in a
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specific size. Fortunately I had just been given about 20 pairs of jeans and found a pair in the right size
and gave them to the following week’s outdoor team. Since they knew where to find him they were
able to give them to him. Another example of this was in September; Mary and I met a couple on
Broadway who were in need of sleeping bags. We didn’t have any with us but I picked up a few from
Value Village and sent them out with the next outdoor team. It took a few weeks of going to the street
corner where we first met them for our team to find them again but when we did they were delighted
with the 2 bags.
This gives you a picture of how the whole Neighbourhood Ministry team works together to support
those in need. However, we couldn’t do any of this without the donations from the parishes, so thanks
to all of you who donate to the ministry. The bottom line is that without the parishioners from the 4
parishes there would be no Neighbourhood Ministry.

(Continued from the cover)
Lastly, how much time is there to go? Pondering our mortality is a very sobering Advent theme, whereas the world
is obsessed by living as long as possible, God is concerned with the quality of our life. The Advent message is about
being prepared. Should our lives end sooner rather than later, what would you like to bequeath to others?
The Advent message helps us as a parish to focus our attention on our priorities too. Where are we going? What
burdens us? What do we need to let go of? Are we prepared for the inevitable change that God’s future will bring
us?
Soon, we will welcome the Christ child into our hearts anew, remembering that, in coming to this earth as a baby,
God took the ultimate risk to show us how much we are loved. As Emmanuel, God is with us, but God also
challenges us to take risks to show those around us how much they too are loved. Looking forward, as we
contemplate together a new vision for St. Philip’s as a Centre for Spirituality and Social Justice, I pray that we too
will be prepared to take a risk with God, in order that we will be able to demonstrate God’s love in new and more
imaginative ways, to more people in our community.
With every blessing of the season,
Stuart

I REMEMBER

By Penelope Stock
A short number of years ago, a teacher at South Delta Senior Secondary asked the students in the
drama department to do some research that would be used to develop the school's Remembrance Day
ceremony that year. One student found, very early in the research, a picture of a former SDSS student
who seemed familiar having graduated only a couple of years earlier. More research followed and this
student had a history----played football for the school team, was well-liked, had been an army cadet and
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a good student. The students found it difficult to believe, and accept, this former student had died while
serving in Afghanistan on August 20, 2008. This former student also had a name----Sapper Stephan
John Stock. Stephan was my eldest nephew. He left behind his dad, his mom, his younger brother and
many loving family members.
The night before he died, Stephan and two others had checked out the road the company was to travel
the next morning and found it clear. Overnight, an IED had been placed in a culvert and it exploded when
the light armoured vehicle Stephan and three other engineers were in drove over it. He died one month
before he was due to come home and before he was to join the Canadian Joint Task Force.
We all may know someone who has served their country in the armed forces or know someone who
knows someone who served. I've known a few since my dad and a maternal uncle landed in one of the
waves of landings at Juno Beach during the D-Day landings, my mother served as a nursing sister
overseas during the war and my dad continued his military career making my sister and me "army brats".
Remebrance Day was always a sombre day in our house especially when my dad was stationed with his
regiment.
Being in the army was important to Stephan. He trained well graduating in the top two of his class as an
engineer. He told his mom he was going to build roads and schools in Afghanistan and, being the army
brat, I couldn't say any different. I'm proud he chose to serve his country---he was an exceptional young
man. He is truly missed all these years later.
In 2017, I got to stand on Juno Beach. It was a beautiful sunny day with a calm sea. There were seagulls
flying overhead and wild poppies growing on the banks by the pathway leading to the Juno Beach
Centre. It was hard to picture the sounds and fury of the landings but the remaining concrete harbour
helped me focus. So many men on both sides. I remembered a young professor telling those of us
attending his lecture that in all the history of the world we've only had peace for 248 years of it. Some
things never change.
And again this year, at the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month we will celebrate
Remembrance Day. For the 100th time. On this day, I ask you to also remember those who gave their
sons and daughters to the service of our country and many other countries around the world. Remember
also the parents of our young veterans who have died in service because this day will always be a
reminder of those they have lost that never grows any dimmer. For them, there is never any closure.
Rest in Peace, Stephan.

CHURCH SCHOOL TEACHERS SOUGHT

By Janice Hope
Church School is off to a good start for the 2018-2019 school year. Thank you to Deborah Hamilton for her hard
work and dedication as Church School Coordinator for the past two years. Deborah passes the position of
coordinator to Erin McDougall who after a break steps into the role for a second time. St. Philip’s offers three
different curricula: pre-school and kindergarten, Godly Play, for elementary school children and Godly Say for
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youth. The pre-school/ kindergarten program follows Seasons of the Spirit, a lectionary-based curriculum. Parents
can accompany their child and participate in the lessons and activities or if comfortable, children can attend on
their own. The children are escorted to the lesson and when returning to the church. The Church school will be
investing in an updated version of Seasons in the Spirit curriculum. Our two devoted church pre-school leaders
Amanda Holly and Janet England have faithfully and expertly taught this program for many years and they would
very much like to mentor some new teachers to familiarize them with the Seasons of the Spirit curriculum.
Older elementary school children explore worship through the Montessori based Godly Play, which facilitates the
opportunity to explore religious education and language through stories and creativity; children attend the Godly
Play classes independently which encourages them to express their own observations and ask or answer ‘I
wonder…’questions. Currently we have children ranging from 5 to 11 years and we are open to the children
bringing as their guest, a friend or family member - of appropriate age – who is interested and ready to discover
Godly Play. Please inquire about this opportunity by contacting the Erin McDougall, Church School Coordinator.
Since introducing the Godly Play curriculum the Church School as acquired over the years many beautiful story
telling teaching materials. At the first meeting of the year the purchase of a very special and versatile teaching tool
was approved and has now arrived! ‘The Church’ story, using our brand new materials, was taught by Amanda
Holly on November 18th. Each Godly Play lesson requires a Doorkeeper and Storyteller and we are always in need
of new recruits. Training is provided for both positions along with lots of support from experienced teachers. For
our youth, Godly Say readings and discussions are held every first and third Sunday. A safe and accepting
environment allows youth to explore, question, challenge and above all discuss a chosen theme or topic, often
introduced and illustrated through a biblical reading from the youth bible. For children to be comfortable
transitioning from Godly Play to Godly Say a certain level of maturity and confidence is required as this group
often explores complicated ideas and topics along with self reflection. Godly Say is also welcoming anyone
interested in being a group leader for this interesting and often lively group.
Please keep in mind one does not have to be a parent of a child currently attending Church School (or a parent at
all) to be involved in the program. The children often show us a new way of looking at some old stories thereby
enhancing our faith and experience.

MARILYN’S FINAL SERMON: REIGN OF CHRIST, NOVEMBER 25, 2018

By The Rev’d Dr. Marilyn Hames
If Christ is king, where’s his kingdom? Pilate couldn’t figure it out, nor fathom Jesus out either. Have you come across
it, or ever met Christ?
It was the 60s, when trains still had compartments like the Hogwart’s Express in Harry Potter—their plush banquette
seats with high padded backs had seaside pictures or mirrors mounted above them and netting luggage racks strung from
fancy wrought-iron brackets. Remember?
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So there I was in this crowded 2nd Class compartment, minding my own business, when the bloke opposite shouted in a
loud voice to be heard above the constant clackerty-clack, “Have you met Jesus Christ?” “Yes” I said, clearly not the
answer he was expecting. Maybe it was my micro-mini skirt and thigh-boots that did it. “Where?” he asked.
“Everywhere!” I said. “Even on this train?” he demanded crossly. “Sure, and at the station, on the platform, even in this
compartment, OK?” Angrier now, he shouted, “Are you trying to be facetious?” If I’d known what that meant I might
have given it a go and probably succeeded, but no, I was being sincere. Since the age of three, when I first knew I was
called to be a minister, I’d been seeing Christ all over the place and still do, e.g. at the altar rail when I regularly meet
Christ face to face in you, silently asking your blessing—but I digress.
Back on the train, by this point the man in the far corner was staring daggers over the top of his newspaper, and the big
blousey woman next to him had adjusted her bra-straps, heaving her ample bosom in protest, as a young mum
protectively cuddled her baby closer.
“How can you possibly have met Christ here?” he snorted, waving his arms dismissively at our motley collection of
humanity. (Nobody ever expects the Spanish Inquisition!) Thinking about the big burly man who’d kindly helped me
haul my trunk into the guard’s van, the kids playing cat’s cradle who gave me a try, and ticket collector with a cheery
word for everyone, I lent forward, tapping the floppy, leather-bound Bible moulded to the Grand Inquisitor’s knee and
whispered, “Matthew 18 verse 20”.
If the man studying the sports pages was weighing up the odds in this battle of wits had bothered to check my form,
he’d have discovered I had come top in the annual nation-wide scripture exam and despite being a dedicated follower of
fashion was planning to become a lay preacher.
Fast-forward 15 years, after engineering school and climbing the career ladder in the week then rock-faces on
weekends, we fetched up in Vancouver, lived downtown and started attending the Cathedral. Deciding to become
Anglican, I joined their weekly prep’ classes leading to being baptized and confirmed at the midnight Easter Vigil. It
was amazing, in fact so awesome I suddenly got cold feet because I didn’t feel holy enough. What was I thinking?
Here we are, each of us a beloved child of God—brothers and sisters of Christ, God’s ambassadors, how much holier or
special can we get? But I’d learned that at baptism we enter into the eternal priesthood of Christ, (BAS p. 161), and
with that privilege comes responsibilities to share the love and hope we receive. Could I really? When push came to
shove, I had my doubts, but my godfather, who had been a missionary in Africa, nudged me so hard I almost fell over,
taking the font with me—so I grabbed it to steady us both. Staring into the water, as the ripples subsided I could see a
face reflected in the bowl. For a moment I saw Christ, then my own reflection and finally they merged into one, but as I
straightened up and looked about, every face was glowing, bathed in the light of Christ and I saw clearly how Christ
lived and reigned in everyone.
Ten years later, besides being a parishioner and deacon here, I continued to keep my day-job as an engineer. We were
in one of those small planes, affectionately called a flying cigar, with one seat either side of a skinny aisle so narrow you
couldn’t help playing kneesy with the person on the other side and got a crick in the neck from the curvature of the
cabin wall. It was a particularly bumpy ride over the Sierra Nevadas, with updrafts and downdrafts tossing us about like
a rag doll. Balancing a BAS on my lap, we suddenly dropped like a rock, pulling out just in time to miss a ridge and the
man opposite clung to me crying, “You think we are going to die don’t you—that’s why you are praying!” “No way!
I’m writing the intercessions for Sunday, if I thought we were going to die I wouldn’t bother.”
Honest truth! Pilate asked Jesus, “What is truth?” The tales I just told are, and we each have stories to tell. It’s been
my privilege to hear many of yours, and to share 27 years of the greatest, never-ending Story with you. Thank you!
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Unlike Pilate, still trying to figure out what kind of kingdom Jesus could rule without using force and what truth Jesus
shared which could not be silenced, we know that it can be expressed and contained in a single word: love! We are
reminded of that not only when we come together for worship, but when we are sent out into the world to ‘love and
serve the Lord’. Christ cannot be contained in a box, even one as beautiful as this, because Christ’s love is limitless and
he promised, “Wherever two or three are gathered in my name, I am among them”. (Matthew 18:20).
Through baptism we are all empowered to share in Christ’s eternal priesthood, not only called to serve here and at this
altar, but at every altar that we serve at blessed by Christ’s presence—whether it’s the dining or operating table, school
or office desk, kitchen or check-out counter, musical or computer keyboard, work-bench or boardroom table. I’ve sat on
the filthy floor of a mud hut listening to the Gospel preached in Pigeon in PNG, and in the debris of a huge industrial
plant being ripped apart by a landslide deciding whether it could be saved—enjoying communion with a fellow
Christian and structural expert, by sharing a few nuts and cold coffee we’d found in the hastily-abandoned lunchroom,
then continuing our inspection, listening to the bolts sheer off like bullets, and equally deadly—not knowing if we
would walk out alive. I’ve celebrated a requiem mass at a mine-site high in the Himalayas using elements consecrated
at St. Philip’s, improvising with a bedsheet and emergency candles set on a canteen table, with the help of a Muslim
imam—and when we turn up for dinner with a bottle of wine and loaf of bread to share, I believe Christ is there too.

Jesus said his kingdom is “not of this earth” because it is not
confined to one place, one set of coordinates or worldly
limitations. It’s found in all places and every person where
Christ’s love rules, whether folk are showing that love or calling
out for it—just as he showed and cried out for it on the cross. The
love this community has shown me and Andrew has shaped and
supported us, as it shapes and supports you. Look around—Christ
is here, you are the Body of Christ. But it doesn’t stop here. Jesus
was so inclusive he preached love even for our enemies, making
universal redemption possible. That message got him in big
trouble with the establishment, challenging power-plays, politics
and pecking orders to uphold the value and dignity of all people,
and when everyone gets that message, the world will celebrate
what we call the Reign of Christ. In the meantime, remember
that you are made in God’s image, loved unconditionally and
called to share the eternal priesthood of Christ—you are precious and have been given gifts to use for the benefit of
others and to help make this world a better place. Christ has faith in you and will be with you always—he promised. I
believe it. That’s the truth.
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ST. PHILIP’S SAYS THANK YOU TO MARILYN
By Beth Vondette
On Saturday, November 25th, 2018, St. Philip’s
celebrated Marilyn and her illustrious Ministry.
Many came in tiaras, boas and fascinators.
She was gifted with both poignant and lighthearted gifts, such as this leek!

Paul Harrison, the Master of Ceremonies of the night,
assisted us to hear Min’s speech to Marilyn by holding the
microphone to her computer.
St. Philip’s parishioners brought both savoury and
sweet dishes, many with a Welsh theme.
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It was a night of frivolity and joy, with many
familiar faces returning to acknowledge and
thank Marilyn for her years of service with St.
Philip’s.
As Marilyn said herself, this was not a goodbye,
nor a farewell. She will always be a friend of St.
Philip’s and is continuing her Ministry in new
and exciting ways.
We wish her all the best in her new adventure.

CHRISTMAS FAIR 2018

By Debbie Matheson
Thanks to many generous volunteers, donors and shoppers,
this year’s Christmas Fair has earned about $14,500 to be used
in wonderful ways. Thanks to all of you who created and
supported Baking, the Tea Room, Christmas Cakes, the Raffle,
Attic Treasures, Handcrafts, Kitchen Gourmet, Silent Auction,
Gifts, the Christmas Table, the BBQ, and the Bottle Tombola.
Thanks to bankers, greeters, and Beth who helped immensely,
and Michael for carols on the piano. I shout out a special
thank you to Marian Boyle who has been such a tremendous help to me over the years, but is stepping aside.
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The first-hour rush was hearty and happy. People
flocked in the door, grinning in anticipation. Greeters
gave out almost 400 handbills about our Advent and
Christmas services. St Philip’s is truly in the heart of
Dunbar, as this well-loved community event attests.

So take a well-earned bow, everyone. “God bless us,
every
one.”
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CHRISTMAS THANK YOU 2018
By Marian Boyle

We thank you one and all for taking on the tasks,
For answering the call and fielding all our asks.
The weeks of crafting, baking, the hours of making plans.
We really couldn’t do it without your helping hands.
The decorating, set up and heavy duty labours,
The deadlines that were met, the news spread to our neighbours.
From start to end you rallied to guarantee success.
From moving stuff to selling, to cleaning up the mess.
So just a single Thank you can hardly fit the bill.
Despite pronunciation, we hope the following will, …
Merci, Danke, Gracias, Salamat, Shei Shei, Spacebo, Ddiolch, Grazie,
Efhareesto, Shukria, Mahalo, Arigato, Shukran, Danku, Mhgoi, Obrigado
In other words ….
MANY! MANY, THANKS!

WHERE ARE YOU, CHRISTMAS?

By Beth Vondette
A few days ago, someone mentioned to me in passing, “It’s just two weeks to Christmas! Are you ready?” I honestly
did not know how to respond. I had been feeling like Cindy-Lou Who at the start of the Jim Carrey version of How
the Grinch Stole Christmas.
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Little Cindy-Lou was struggling to find that “Christmas Feeling” while being bombarded with the
commercialization of Christmas. All the Whos around her have accepted that Christmas is about presents and
giving things to one another and cannot understand why she is not more excited about Christmas.
This year, I found myself going through the motions of preparing for Christmas, without actually having the
excitement or joy that is usually bursting out of me at this time of year. I acquired the tree and decorated it with
lights, I bought presents for my loved ones and bought Egg Nog. Nothing was sparking that dim glow of the
Christmas Spirit. I found myself turning off the Christmas music when it came on the radio. I puzzled and
pondered and realized I’d fallen into the trappings of Christmas while missing the core. Christmas, Dr. Seuss
reminds us, “doesn’t come from a store”.
Picking up my Bible, I began to read from the Gospel of Luke. It struck me again how brave Mary must have been.
The prospect of being asked to become a pregnant un-wed mother at that time would have been daunting. Trying
to put myself in her shoes, having to tell my family and fiancé that I was expecting “the Son of God”, and
anticipating their reactions…. I would have feared their reactions. I would have anticipated being cast-out,
dumped by my fiancé and faced community ridicule and shaming. If not more.
Mary’s fortitude came from her faith and she knew God would give her the strength she would need to carry the
burden. She also recognized that this child would be the Greatest Gift Ever Given. God’s Son. Love incarnate.
Immortal in mortal form. This “gift” was given to us long ago but is one we enjoy every moment of every day.
Christmas is merely the day we honour and celebrate its arrival.
There are many Christmas Events happening at St. Philip’s from the Christmas Carol Sing-Along, to the dramatic
recitation of Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol, to the 3 different services on Christmas Eve: Family Nativity
Service at 5 pm, Lessons and Carols at 7:30 pm and Holy Eucharist at 10 pm. There is also a said Holy Eucharist at 9
am on Christmas morning. I hope you all feel the Christmas Spirit today and every day in your hearts.
Cindy-Lou Who knew that Christmas is a time “when family comes together”. She encouraged the Grinch to
become part of the community as “no one should be alone at Christmas”. May I extend a heartfelt Welcome and
Christmas Blessings to you and yours, from your Spiritual family here at St. Philip’s.
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UPCOMING EVENTS
DECEMBER, JANUARY & FEBRUARY
December
16th
Christmas Carol Sing-along, 4pm
rd
23
A Christmas Carol by Charles Dickens, 7 pm
January
12th
Kairos Blanket Exercise, 10 am
th
26
All Parish Open Gym (APOG)
th
27
Baroque Chamber Music Concert
February
2nd
Quiz Night!
23rd All Parish Open Gym (APOG)
17th Church School Family lunch and bowling
18th Family Day, office closed
24th Annual Vestry Meeting

CONTACT US
Phone: 604-224-3238
Rector
The Rev’d Stuart Hallam
rector@stpdunbar.com
Organist
Michael Murray
mmurray@stpdunbar.com
Church School Coordinator
Erin McDougall
erin_darin@me.com
Parish Manager
Beth Vondette
manager@stpdunbar.com
Wardens: Craig Wilson, Diana
Bragg
Associate
Wardens: Charlotte French,
Debbie Matheson

CHRISTMAS EVE AND DAY SERVICES

December 24
5 pm

Family Nativity Service

7:30 pm Christmas Eve Lessons & Carols
10 pm

Christmas Eve Holy Eucharist Service

December 25
9 am

Christmas Eucharist

From the Envelope Secretary
From the Parish Registry
October to December
Baptism
Charles Bruce Stephen Kendall

In order to receive a tax receipt
for 2018, we must receive your
donation in the office by noon on
December 31, 2018.

“Received into the household of God”
If you are mailing your donation,
Burial
Marilyn “Peggy” Burbidge
Joanna Shepheard
Patricia Nanson

“May the souls of the faithful departed,
through the mercy of God, rest in
peace”

please mail in time for it to arrive
before December 28. Any money
deposited into the bank after
noon on December 31 cannot be
credited to 2018.
Christmas Offering
For those of you who receive
the POST by email,
there are special Christmas
Offering envelopes in the narthex
and pews
at the church,
or you may use the DONATE
NOW button on our webpage:
www.stphilipsdunbar.com

