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Desert Places 
 

 

My dear brothers and sisters in Christ, 

 

Greetings in the name of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ! It is with great pleasure that I welcome 

you back to the “voice” of the TRUMPETER. Unfortunately, The Trumpeter has been silent for 

almost two years now, due to all the restrictions that were forced on us, because of the raging 

Covid-19 pandemic. 

 

Just as The Trumpeter was “silent” while the pandemic raged, some of us found ourselves being, 

silent and still. It is said that silence can sometimes create a vacuum, or some kind of empty space 

but, this can also be a good thing. For sometimes, during the period of silence, there exists a kind 

of stillness, even to the point of inertia. Then we can hear our God speaking to us; at times we can 

even hear Him say: “Be still and know that I am God” (Psalm 46:10). 

 

With all the isolation and social distancing that were mandated, I found myself “hearing” the 

command to, “Be still!” As I tried to be obedient to the strong urge, I found myself being more 

attentive to my surroundings. I was more observant of nature, as I watched the various hues of 

green leaves on the trees while they frolicked in the breeze, I noticed the animals as they romped 

and enjoyed themselves, running up and down the trees and carelessly wandering across the 

backyard, the lawn and in the forest behind my house. Even a wild turkey decided to join the 

parade of animals that caught my keen attention, as it wandered across the lawn and visited the 

neighbourhood. I looked more intently at the various types of birds as thy flew around from tree 

to tree and enjoyed their freedom while they sang melodious songs. I was drawn to the beauty of 

butterflies as they flitted from flower to flower, and I increased my ability to listen intently to 

everyone and everything around me. Even the crickets that chirped in the nights held my attention. 

Yes, the benefits of being still and observing nature can be enormous in all phases of our lives. 

John Casteel (2012) points out that, “Be still” (Mark 4: 39), are the same words that Jesus said to 

the winds and the waves. The winds and the waves completely died down in silence and in awe 

and the Creator was worshipped.  

 

In Ryan Lumber’s (2016) research, that was carried out at the University of Derby in England 

about Nature Connectedness; he claims that meaningful contact with nature can increase one’s 

social cohesion and neighbourhood satisfaction. He also argues that being in nature can provide 

physical and mental well-being benefits to individuals. As, important as it is to have scholarly 

work done on this subject now, the information is not new. The Bible is full with illustrations of 

desert places and wilderness that are used to refresh one’s body and mind, because our God is the 

Lord of all creation. 

 

Throughout the Gospels, Jesus is seen teaching and healing multitudes on hillsides and cities; but 

He also demonstrated the importance of withdrawing from the crowds and the hustle and bustle of 

life to find stillness and silence among nature. On one occasion, He said to His disciples: “Come 

ye yourselves apart unto a desert place and rest awhile; for there were many coming and going, 

and they had no leisure, or opportunity to eat. And they departed into a desert place by a ship” (St. 

Mark 6: 31-32). His time was spent there communing with His Father for renewal and restoration. 
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Lumber (2016) and other scientists from the Nature Connectedness Program at Derby University 

may wonder why nature affects us so positively; but most Christians know that by noticing nature, 

we catch a glimpse of God who created it and knows us. We, at St. Mike’s are blessed, because a 

Quiet Garden is situated at the back of the church. This garden provides space where one can “be 

still,” enjoy nature and commune with our Divine Creator. 

 

It is said that deserts cover nearly one- third of the earths land mass and throughout the ages, people 

have been fascinated by them, and are drawn to them. Deserts are seen as beautiful landscapes 

whose peaceful, tranquil and isolated features inspire us to reach towards the Devine. As such, 

there is a tendency to seek desert places when one needs to be still and know God. This knowledge 

might have inspired Rev. David Steward Cross (1928-1989) to write the following: 

 

Father, Lord of all creation, ground of being, life and love; 

Height and depth beyond description, only life in You can prove: 

You are mortal life’s dependence: thought, speech, sight are ours by grace; 

Yours is every hour’s existence, Sovereign Lord of time and space. 

 

During the months of the fierce and relentless Covid-19 attack on the entire world, and my desire 

“to be still,” I realized that the command did not end there. It continued by stating, “and know that 

I am God” (Psalm 46: 11). I understand that “to know” means to learn and grasp the meaning of 

who is God. In order to accomplish “knowing,” one should include listening during the period of 

stillness. Listening - especially to God, is important; for it reminds us of our need to quiet ourselves 

to listen to the One who created the universe. Through the prophet Isaiah, God communicated to 

a wayward and distracted people that they should, “Give ear and come to me, listen that you may 

live. I will make an everlasting covenant with you” (Isaiah 55: 3). When we listen to God 

intentionally, we must turn away from our distractions and meet Him in silence, Scripture and in 

prayer, and that is the reason some people seek to go to desert places. 

 

As we continued our life of isolation and social distancing, I thought about the Desert Fathers who 

also considered deserts as peaceful landscapes that inspired them, so that they could be still and 

listen more keenly to God, and draw closer to Him. The Desert fathers were the first Christian 

monks, who chose to live in solitude in the desert of Egypt, Palestine and Syria, beginning around 

the third century AD. They left the comforts of their home and everything they owned, in search 

of finding peace, quietness and solitude. By so doing, they strived to know Jesus Christ more 

dearly, by making the Gospels absolutely integral to their daily lives. They committed themselves 

completely (body, soul, mind and will) to being disciples of the Lord Jesus with a profound holy 

zeal that moved them to become more like Christ. 

 

These monks practiced integrity of character with an unrelenting courage that required their whole 

being to be in the state of humility that comes from knowing that they were loved by God. As was 

cited earlier in Lumber’s research (2016), the experiences of the monks in the desert resulted in 

gentleness and patience towards other monks and visitors who came seeking an understanding of 

the essence of spiritual life. These monks sought most of all, to experience union with God in the 

quiet of the desert and in the silence of their heart. In order to emphasize the importance of silence 

among the Desert Fathers, the story was told of a visit made to Scetes, by the Archbishop Abba 

Theophilus. When the brethren assembled to meet the bishop, they said to Abba Pambo, “say 
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something to the bishop that he may be edified!” To that, Abba Pambo replied, “If he is not edified 

by my silence, he will not be edified by my speech”, (Sayings of the Desert Fathers: Alphabetical 

Collection by Metropolitan of Sourazh Anthony: Booktopia). John Casteel suggested that there is 

a stillness that should overtake us in the presence of God because He is overwhelmingly Holy and 

Glorious. 

 

During the dark days of forced isolation, it may be safe to state that most of us have experienced 

difficult situations and moments in our life. We might have been beset by various problems such 

as: restlessness, emptiness (devoid of purpose), loneliness, or lack of ambulatory ability, our own 

sickness, sickness of friends and members of our families, death of friends and family members, 

other emotional stresses and even financial uncertainties. Under these woeful circumstances, we 

can understand desert places as a metaphor for void and empty spaces in our life. Although deserts 

are seen as fascinating and sacred places, they are also said to emit fear. Therefore, at times, people 

run away from them and consider them as empty spaces, or empty waste land. While suffering, we 

may allow scrub to grow and flourish, wild animals to take over our lives as is done in desert places 

that we fear. Then, through our journey in the “fearful desert places” of our lives, we think that we 

have come upon an oasis and found water; refreshing water to fill our thirst. Sadly though, to our 

dismay, this is not water, but a mirage. Hence, our need for water is magnified. 

 

In times like these, there can exist in us, a weariness of body and soul which leaves us feeling dried 

out, parched and thirsty, metaphorically speaking, as if we were in a scorching desert. But, even 

during days that appear as we are wandering in a merciless desert without an oasis in sight, Wintley 

Phipps (2001) encourages as he says: “It is in the quiet crucible of your personal sufferings that 

your noblest deeds are born, and God’s greatest gifts are given in compensation for what you have 

been through.” 

 

So, if you are experiencing drought, or wilderness in your life, know that God is aware of it and 

He is with you. Whatever your need may be, you will find hope and refreshment in His abundant 

waters. The down trodden people of Israel and Judah found fresh hope in the prophet Isaiah’s 

vision of their restoration by God. Amid all their life of misery, Isaiah offered a promise of fresh 

hope and a bright future for them as he said: “The desert and the parched land will be glad; the 

wilderness will rejoice and blossom. Like the crocus, it will burst into bloom; I will rejoice gladly 

and shout for joy” (Isaiah 35: 1-2). My dear friends, when we feel down, reflecting on the glory 

and splendour of our God will strengthen us. “Strengthen the feeble hands, steady the knees that 

give way” (Isaiah 35: 3). 

 

Dottie Rambo explains that she wrote the song, Too Much to Gain to Lose, during a low period of 

her life – financially, spiritually and emotionally. As she crossed the California Desert, she felt 

that her life was like the desert; it felt parched, dry and devoid of elan. Here the real desert meets 

the metaphorical desert of life. In the silence of her room in a hotel in the desert she wrote: 

 

Too many miles behind me 

Too many trails are through 

Too many tears help me to remember 

There’s too much to gain to lose. 
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Too many sunsets lie behind the mountain 

And too many rivers my feet have walked through 

Too many treasures are waiting over yonder 

There’s too much to gain to lose. 

 

I’ve crossed the burning desert 

Struggling the right road to choose 

Somewhere up ahead there is cool, clear water 

And defeat is one word I don’t use (1994). 

 

Whether you are drawn to desert places because of the abundant beauty of nature that they provide, 

and the inspiration they offer to get closer to God; or whether you are suffering in desert places 

from physical, emotional and spiritual pain; try to be still and learn of God. Then you will know 

that: “The Lord is the everlasting God the Creator of the ends of the earth. He will not be weary” 

(Isaiah 40: 28). If you listen intently, you may even hear God speaking to you directly. Then you 

will also understand that the Lord our Creator will comfort, heal and restore you. For, “God is our 

refuge and our strength, a present help in trouble. Therefore, will not we fear, though the earth be 

removed, and though the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea; though the waters thereof 

roar and be troubled, though the mountains shake with the swelling thereof” (Psalm 46: 1-3). e 

  

May you always be blessed as we ride out “the storm” of this pandemic, and all our personal woes, 

with a clear knowledge that wherever we are, and whatever “fearful desert place” we find 

ourselves, God, “will make the wilderness like Eden and the desert like the garden of the Lord 

where joy and gladness shall be found therein, thanksgiving and the voice of melody” (Isaiah 51: 

3). So, let us give thanks and praise to our God for the beauty and peace that can be found in desert 

places. 

 

Finally, I would like to take this opportunity to offer my sincerest thanks to all the contributors of 

articles to this issue of the magazine. Thank you: Ven. Archdeacon Michelle, Rev. Joel Amis, 

Mr. Anthony Zavaglia, Mr. Timothy Branch, Ms. Lucy Baum, Mrs. Bernice Hadden, 

Ms. Helen Bunyan and Ms. Andrée Levesque. Your work and effort are highly appreciated. 

 

 

Yours in Christ and every blessing, 

 

 

 

Joan M. Gordon, Ph.D. 

 

Editor 
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The Way of the Pilgrim is the Way of Detachment 

 

The way of a pilgrim is the way of detachment. I have been 

thinking about this for some time now. Perhaps more so, 

because of the pandemic and that it has shown us how quickly 

things can change. Its hard to remember what life was like 

before the pandemic! So many things have changed. Countries 

around the world declared a state of emergency as this deadly 

invisible enemy infected so many people and the experts did 

not even know how it was transmitted. Research efforts were 

increased around the world and lockdowns were legislated to 

give scientists the opportunity to learn more about it and find 

ways to combat it, and protect ourselves from it. People were  

The Ven. Archdeacon Michel Eason 

getting extremely sick, and many died. Our freedom to come and go as we pleased became 

completely restricted. The streets seemed all but deserted as we all took cover against the Covid 

virus. Never in my life have I ever lived through a time when the authorities closed churches. It 

was not for anti-Christ purposes. It was to protect our vulnerable people and help reduce the spread 

of the virus. 

Not long after the lockdowns, we began to notice changes and surprises. There were changes in 

the environment, such as cleaner air and water ways. Wild animals seemed to notice that human 

beings had retreated. Businesses were shut down, only essential services were allowed to continue, 

yet, surprisingly, the world did not collapse! We also seemed to notice some of our social 

downfalls, especially, we noticed George Floyd and the brutal treatment that ended his life. It was 

like holding a mirror in front of us saying, “Look at what you are doing and stop it!” We also 

noticed the extent to which our health care workers will go to help the sick, the suffering and the 

dying. We noticed that the human person can be the source of great wrongs, inflicting great 

suffering on others. And, we noticed that the human person can be the source of great good, 

restoring the weak and the wounded. These things appear to be a wake-up call for the whole world. 

Now that we have noticed them, are there ways we can learn some lessons and change our ways? 

It is possible that the pandemic prompted my contemplation on the way of the pilgrim and the way 

of detachment. But perhaps another reason it came up was because a year ago I announced my 

intention to retire from St. Michael’s at the end of this liturgical year, and now this year is very 

quickly coming to an end as I see there are but ten weeks left. The way of a pilgrim is the way of 

detachment.  I am just passing through, for a time and for a purpose, but just passing through. Have 

I sufficiently maintained an open-handed attitude, acknowledging that the work I have done in this 

parish has been to come alongside to support and encourage the ministry that God is doing in, and 

through this parish? Have I been sufficiently open handed to now allow the baton to be gracefully 

passed on to the next one? Rev. Peter Asbil was the preacher at our Ordination at Christ Church 

Cathedral in 1995. I remember he told us that wherever we go in ministry we are building on the 
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work that was done by those who went before us. And after we move on, someone else will come 

and continue the work. 

The other possible prompt to contemplate that the way of the pilgrim is the way of detachment 

was that one of our parishioners had sent me a photo in the mail of the Nursing Home team as it 

was when I began to work with them. There were seven people in the picture and of those seven 

people, four had died over the course of the years. My eyes began to fill with tears as I looked at 

it. Then I began to think of those from our community who died during the pandemic. So much 

sadness that these people are no longer with us. Yet, that is the way it is. We are all passing through. 

And what a gift! What a joy it has been to know one another and work alongside one another as 

members of a church declaring the love and compassion of Jesus by our word, our touch, and our 

breaking bread together. I was drawn to this song sung by Steve Green called Find Us Faithful 

 

We're pilgrims on the journey 

Of the narrow road, 

And those who've gone before us 

Line the way. 

Cheering on the faithful, 

Encouraging the weary, 

Their lives a stirring testament 

To god's sustaining grace. 

O may all who come behind us 

Find us faithful, 

May the fire of our devotion 

Light their way. 

May the footprints that we leave, 

Lead them to believe, 

And the lives we live 

Inspire them to obey. 

O may all who come behind us 

Find us faithful. 

Surrounded by so great 

A cloud of witnesses, 

Let us run the race 

Not only for the prize, 

But as those who've gone before us. 

Let us leave to those behind us, 

The heritage of faithfulness 

Passed on thru godly lives. 

After all our hopes and dreams 

Have come and gone, 

And our children sift thru all 
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We've left behind, 

May the clues that they discover, 

And the mem'ries they uncover 

Become the light that leads them, 

To the road we each must find  

 

 

The title of the daily meditation from Henri Nouwen today is perfectly on topic, “Facing Our 

Mortality”. In this meditation Henri Nouwen says this: 

“To befriend death, we must claim that we are children of God, sisters and brothers of all 

people, and parents of generations yet to come. In so doing, we liberate our death from its 

absurdity and make it the gateway to a new life. 

… Jesus has opened this way for us. When we choose his way to live and die, we can face 

our death with the mocking question of the apostle Paul: “Death, where is your victory? 

Death, where is your sting?” (1 Corinthians 15:55). This is a choice, but a hard choice. The 

powers of darkness that surround us are strong and easily tempt us to let our fear of death 

rule our thoughts, words, and actions. 

But can we choose to befriend our death as Jesus did? We can choose to live as God’s 

beloved children in solidarity with all people, trusting in our ultimate fruitfulness. And in 

so doing, we can also become people who care for others. As men and women who have 

faced our mortality, we can help our brothers and sisters to dispel the darkness of death and 

guide them toward the light of God’s grace.” 

Rather than approach death in fear, or not think about it at all, living with an acceptance that death 

will lead us into the place we were ultimately created for, which is not this world, but the world 

that Jesus ascended to, and promised to come back and bring us there when the time is right. Psalm 

90 is a prayer of Moses and in it he asks God to establish the work of our hands. The work we do 

in the name of the Lord is established. In Psalm 90 Moses also prays that God would teach us to 

number our days that we might apply our hearts to wisdom. Wisdom to hold loosely the things of 

this world, while reaching out in the love of Christ Jesus.  A good prayer for us to pray too.  

Sir Isaac Watts, the English Congregational minister and hymnwriter who wrote the well-known 

hymns, “Joy to the World” and “When I survey the Wondrous Cross”, also wrote a hymn based 

on Psalm 90 called “O God Our Help in Ages Past, Our Hope for Years to Come” 

I conclude my contemplations with his words: 

1 O God, our help in ages past,  

our hope for years to come,  

our shelter from the stormy blast,  

and our eternal home; 
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2  Under the shadow of your throne  

your saints have dwelt secure.  

Sufficient is your arm alone,  

and our defense is sure. 

3  Before the hills in order stood,  

or earth received its frame, 

from everlasting you are God,  

to endless years the same. 

4  A thousand ages in your sight  

are like an evening gone,  

short as the watch that ends the night  

before the rising sun. 

5  Time, like an ever-rolling stream,  

soon bears us all away.  

We fly forgotten, as a dream  

dies at the op’ning day. 

6 O God, our help in ages past,  

our hope for years to come, 

still be our guard while troubles last,  

and our eternal home. 

 

 

Archdeacon Michelle E. 
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Farewell 

 

I can’t quite believe it has been three whole years since 

I first set foot in St. Michael and All Angels. Still 

recovering from the exhaustion of an intensive three 

years of study and extensive and rigorous evaluations by 

the church, I didn’t know exactly what lay before me as 

I started my two-year curacy as a newly ordained 

deacon. How would I adapt to my new environment and 

get to know a whole new set of people? What would 

happen when my curacy ended? 

Reverend Joel Amis 

 Many questions swirled around in my head. My anxieties were soon allayed as the lovely 

parishioners of St. Mike’s warmly welcomed me, or more accurately, embraced me (back in pre-

COVID times when embracing was allowed!) into the parish. Now, I supposed such a welcome 

should be expected; one would hope so, at a church, especially! But, at St. Mike’s I feel like people 

are especially adept at making people feel at home!  

My time as curate at St. Mike’s was a formative one – as a curacy should be. But I feel especially 

blessed to have been able to learn and grow in such a special community with such caring people. 

Parishioners of St. Mike’s will all always have a special place in my heart.  

The only regrettable aspect of my time at St. Mike’s was, of course, the dreadful pall COVID cast 

over our lives mid-way through my second year. What a shock to my system it was to not be able 

to see all their faces and hear the bustle of activity on Sunday mornings.  

Even so, God was working through this unusual time to help us grow in different ways. I never 

knew a lot about visual communications technology before 2020. I’d never done a live stream, or 

broadcast of any sort for that matter. We, as a church, had largely ignored these tools now so 

commonplace in the modern world, and I was no different. But, through the pandemic, I was able 

to learn and develop these new skills as we worked to make worship accessible to everyone in 

spite of the lockdowns. This is an important area of knowledge for the present and future 

development of the church. 

Still, when the time came for me to leave St. Mike’s it was all the more difficult, because the 

pandemic was still raging on. On my last Sunday, I did not look out and see a full church like I did 

on my first Sunday there. It almost felt like I was leaving in the middle of the night, without being 

able to say goodbye to many people. 

I haven’t gone far away though! I’m just over in Beaconsfield, so come for a visit sometime! We’ll 

be having some special services at Christ Church soon, so you can do just that without having to 

miss Sunday morning services at St. Mikes!  
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On October 3rd (at 4:30 p.m.) we’ll be relaunching our monthly “Paws and Pray” service; a service 

where dogs are welcome to attend right alongside their people. You don’t have to bring a dog to 

participate, though you do at least have to be comfortable attending church with some canine 

friends nearby! 

And on November 6th (tentatively 2:00 p.m. – to be confirmed) Bishop Mary will be coming to 

Christ Church Beaurepaire to formally induct me as Incumbent. I would be very happy to see you 

all there! After all, you all, through your guidance and love, prepared me to take on this role.  

Blessings to you all, my dear St. Mike’s sisters and brothers! I miss all of you! 

 

Rev. Joel Amis 

 

 

Anthony’s Road to Recreation Therapy 

My mother Sylvana was diagnosed with 

Multiple Sclerosis at the young age of 20, and 

has been living with MS for 40 years, a 

condition that has decreased her fine motor 

skills. Now she can only use head movements. 

When I was around 11 years old, I remember 

my mom saying to me “Anthony, imagine 

they invented a computer that I can control 

using my head?” My mother asked the same 

question to her social worker, who asked the 

occupational therapist if such technology 

existed, and within a couple of weeks or so, 

my mom was offered a second chance to 

experience what so many of us take for 

granted, leisure. The occupational therapist 

retrofitted a computer that she can control with her head, offering her the opportunity to read, write 

and participate in various activities such as social media, scrabble, solitaire etc. This technology 

would forever change my mom’s life and the life of our family. I had no idea that I would end up 

dedicating my life’s career to leisure, but I feel that it was God’s plan for me to do so.  

I eventually went on to study recreation in university and graduated from the Therapeutic 

Recreation program at Concordia University. I began working at Sunrise Senior Living of Dollard-

Des-Ormeaux in April 2011, as the Activity and Volunteer Coordinator. There I continue to 

dedicate my life to that career. Our community provides care services for semi-autonomous seniors 

and seniors living with memory issues. Our residents can expect: high quality care from our 

designated care managers, peace of mind in a residence where they may age in a warm and inviting 
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home-like setting in a state-of the-art building, well-balanced nutritious meals, meaningful 

personalized activities that bring a sense of purpose to their lives, and so much more. 

The Sunrise culture and values directly align with my personal values and the education I received 

in university. Sunrise is a company that believes in their team, they provide their employees with 

excellent entry-level training called Sunrise University, ongoing work-place trainings and 

opportunities to grow through their advanced training programs and tuition reimbursement 

programs. I strongly believe that when you invest in your employees, your clients will feel that 

result. At Sunrise Senior Living of Dollard-Des-Ormeaux, we provide high quality care to our 

residents and we are proud to say that we champion the quality of life for all seniors. 

          

     

I would like to thank Joan, editor of the Trumpeter for allowing me to share my story.  
 
Mr. Anthony Zavaglia 
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The Adventurer: Timothy Branch’s Story 

Literature the world over, is rife with stories of adventure. For example, the well-know Bible story 

of “The prodigal Son,” The Odyssey by Homer, Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe and Treasure 

Island by Robert Louis Stephenson. Adventure stories is one of 

the most popular genres of storytelling and writing. This form 

of story, satisfies the audience’s curiosity for learning about 

someone who leaves the comfort of home in search of something 

important. The person may be in search of some form of treasure 

or self-knowledge. The adventurer deals with adversities 

throughout his/her travels, overcomes them and usually returns 

home wiser, and, or richer for the adventure. As a youngster, 

Tim recalls stories that his father told him about his travels 

abroad. These stories excited Tim and propelled him towards 

leaving home and travelling abroad as soon as he found the 

opportunity to do so. He explained that he was eager to travel to 

new and exciting places so that he could share 

Mr. Timothy Branch, People’s Warden 

his travel experiences with his father, just as his father had shared his stories about another country 

with him. Therefore, in my mind, Tim’s personal story not only seems to fit into the category of 

an adventure; but appears to have some similarities to that of Daniel Defoe’s, Adventures of 

Robinson Crusoe. What follows is his story as he shared it with me while we sat in the Pierrefonds 

Library.  

“Hear ye children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know understanding. For I give you 

good doctrine, forsake ye not my law” (Proverbs 4: 1-2). 

Tim’s story began when he was born in Paris Hill in the Parish of St. Joseph, Barbados. Barbados 

is an Independent Commonwealth Nation, situated in the Eastern part of the Caribbean Sea. It is 

not part of the nearby Archipelago of the Lesser Antilles in the West Indies, although it is usually 

grouped with it. Tim is the youngest of six children. He has four sisters and a brother.  His mother 

died when he was eleven months old. His father did not remarry, but spent his life as a single 

parent providing for his children. His father was strict, but caring. His major concern in life was 

that his children were properly fed, clothed, and schooled.  

Church life was also a most important part of the Branch’s household.  According to Tim, “It was 

imperative that everyone attended church every Sunday. There was no ‘if or but’ about it.”  The 

instruction of God’s laws was ever present in Tim’s home. And so, all the children in the household 

were taught to, “Trust the Lord with all their heart: and lean not on their own understanding. In all 

their ways, they should acknowledge God and He would direct their paths” (Proverbs 3: 5-6). 

Therefore, given these instructions, Tim was very active in church from a very early age. He said, 

“I grew up in an Anglican Church and I was confirmed when I was eleven years old.”  In his early 

years in church, Tim participated in plays at Christmas and Easter, and read the Bible when he was 

called upon to do so. While he was in Sunday School, he remembers having to learn the names of 
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the sixty-six books of the Bible by heart. The teachers helped the children to memorize the names 

of the books of the Bible, by providing a melody for them to which they sang the names of the 

books in order.  

As most children in the Caribbean do, Tim attended Sunday School in the afternoon. A common 

thread that many churches in the Caribbean share, is the time of their services. Most churches have 

three services every Sunday; there is a morning service, which is usually held at nine o’clock; then 

there is Sunday School, which is usually held at four o’clock in the afternoon; and evening service, 

which is usually held at seven o’clock. So, like most Christian children in the Caribbean, 

sometimes Tim would attend church three times on Sundays.  On a whole, Sundays in the Branch’s 

home were quiet. Tim would go for walks after supper, or he would stay indoors and play word 

games that he made up, with his siblings. Because Tim’s mother died when he was at such a young 

age, he has no recollection of her; however, he seems to have been able to paint a vivid picture of 

her through the stories he heard from his grandmother, sisters, father and brother. To Tim, his 

mother seemed to have been kind, gentle and had a great love for her family. His sisters ‘mothered’ 

him and his older brother protected him, so he was well looked after by each member of his 

household. He was a happy child and he lived comfortably. One of the activities that Tim enjoyed 

most was watching his father when he was working around the home. He said, “When my father 

had to do work around the house, I would be next to him, watching and learning.” This watching 

his father and learning from him as he worked around his house, greatly impacted Tim’s career 

path. While he worked, his father also told Tim stories of his travels abroad and these stories also 

influenced some of the decisions that he would make later in his life.  

Tim had his elementary and high school education in St. Joseph, Barbados. He attended St. Anne’s 

Primary School and West St. Joseph High School. He was a very good student academically, but 

did not excel in sports. He shared with me, that he tried to play tennis and cricket, but he said, “I 

must admit I was not good at either.” He also tried track and field events, but he was not good at 

any event there either. At this point, he gave up on having the hope of being a “Star” in any sports.  

Being influenced by his father’s attention to his house as he constantly found areas that needed 

repairing; at the completion of his high school education, Tim enrolled in a building construction 

program at the Barbados Technical Institute. At the beginning, Tim was excited about this 

program, but alas, he did not complete the four years program, because he was bitten by the “travel 

bug.” He kept remembering the stories he had heard from his father who had travelled to the United 

States as a migrant worker where he was employed to pick tobacco. The stories he heard of far 

away places were intriguing, exciting and adventurous to him, and he wanted to have some of 

those experiences. He explained that he wanted to be able to share some adventurous experiences 

with his father, just as his father had shared with him. So, he dropped out of college and went to 

England. Tim was twenty years old then. He said, “Eleven days after my twentieth birthday, I 

boarded a British Overseas Airways Corporation (BOAC) propeller driven aircraft to travel to 

London, England.”  

At the time when Tim travelled to England, many people from the Caribbean Islands and other 

Commonwealth countries were going there, either to study, or to work. Work was easily found in 

England at that time. Tim and others left Barbados for England to work for the London 
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Transportation Board. On their arrival in London, they were met by a liaison officer from the 

Barbados Government. The liaison officer greeted them and then escorted them to their new home. 

Tim and his companions left Barbados in March when the temperature there was at its coolest 

point at 25 degrees Celsius, but when they arrived in London, the temperature was about 6 degrees 

Celsius. The vast difference in climatic conditions struck Tim immediately; so much so that he 

exclaimed, “I got my first taste of what cold weather was really like!” Since Tim was in London 

to work, the work had to be done, so two days after his arrival in London, he sat in a classroom 

where he was introduced to the intricate workings of the London Transportation underground train 

system. 

As he settled into life in London, it appears that he became rudderless. He forgot the teachings of 

his father: “My son, if sinners entice you, consent thou not” (Proverbs 1: 10).  At this stage of his 

life, his spiritual growth waned and was stunted, because he spent most of his time “having a good 

time” at night clubs. He was in a strange country and as a young man, he was trying to find himself. 

Tim did not release any of the details about his leaving the God he knew and had once loved; but 

he described his experience the following way: “Well, just imagine you take a twenty-year old 

young man from a small parish in a small island and place him in a big city like London. You can 

fill in the blanks!” So, my dear readers, that is what we are left to do; fill in the blanks. I therefore, 

invite you now, to do use your imagination and fill in the blanks. The Bible has provided for us a 

graphic picture of a young son who left home for the bright lights of the big city in the story of the 

“Prodigal Son” (Luke 15: 11-32). After a while, Tim decided to find some anchor for his life, so 

he and a friend went to an army recruiting station and applied for enrolment in the army. Although 

both he and his friend were initially accepted, after further consideration, they chose not to be 

career army personnel. With that mindset, they did not go into training. Tim had another idea to 

try and find stability in his life, so he and a friend sought admittance into the Royal Air Force 

(RAF). Again, he explained that he got accepted into that “outfit,” but again, he refused the offer. 

Tim’s reason for reneging on his desire to be a member of the RAF was that he was informed by 

the Immigration Authorities that his visa to immigrate to Canada would be expired within three 

weeks of his application to the RAF. As such, he thought that it would have been best for him to 

join his sisters in Canada. He did not want to leave England, but after more soul searching decided 

to join his sisters in Canada after spending just two and a half years in London.  On hind sight, he 

now realized that he could have stayed, having been accepted to join both the British Military and 

the Royal Air Force.  

He arrived in Canada in 1967. During his visit, he found that he liked Canada and decided to make 

his home here in Quebec. The first thing he had to do then, was to find a job. The God of his youth, 

whom he had forsaken while he was in England, had not forsaken him. While he was in search of 

a job, a friend sent him to see the owner of a men’s clothing factory. Tim visited the factory to see 

the owner for a job, and to his surprise, he was interviewed for the job. The owner of the factory 

told him that since he was recommended by his friend, that reference was good enough for him. 

For this reason, Tim was hired immediately   as a stock clerk in the men’s clothing factory.  

Daniel Defoe’s story, Adventures of Robinson Crusoe; tells of Crusoe, as a young man, who left 

home to seek adventure.  However, his parents wanted him to stay home, complete his studies as 
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a lawyer and then practiced law in England. Similarly, Tim left home. for adventure, when his 

father would have preferred him to complete the program in building construction and then got a 

job. Robinson Crusoe was published in 1719, during the Enlightenment period in England. The 

novel sheds light on different aspects of Christianity and its beliefs. The book can be considered a 

spiritual autobiography as Crusoe’s views on religion change from the start of the book to the end. 

In the beginning of the book, Crusoe is concerned with sailing away from home for adventurous 

reasons. On the journey, he met upon a violent storm, then he promised God that if he survived 

the storm, he would be a dutiful Christian and returned home according to his parents’ wishes. 

Crusoe survived the storm, but he decided that he could not keep the promise he had made to God 

during the tumultuous time of his life, so he continued his search for adventure (p.6). After many 

trials during his adventure, he returned to the God of all love and mercy in search of solace and 

guidance this time. Fortunately for him, he retrieved a Bible from a ship that was washed up along 

the shore, he read it daily, and memorized verses with a view to return to the God whom he knew 

before he had left the safety of his home. This helped him to find the peace of mind and guidance 

which he desperately needed then. The amazing thing is, that the denouement of the story 

culminates with Crusoe’s deliverance from his bondage on the last island on which he was 

stranded; at almost the same time that he was delivered from his spiritual bondage. Crusoe found 

out that our God is merciful and never leaves us, although we fail him repeatedly. This being the 

case, he was able to return to England as a renewed person of faith. Unfortunately, when he reached 

home, to his dismay, he found out that his parents had died. As such, he was unable to share his 

adventures with them and to let them know that he had returned home safely, and that he had 

regained the faith that he lost. 

Like Crusoe, Tim did not return to Barbados when he had the chance to do so. He chose to continue 

his travels and came to Canada. When he got here, he tried to settle down, but the night life of the 

clubs kept calling him, and he answered the calls and followed where they led him. He still had 

not return to the church, as he said, “I did not get involved with the church at that time.” He tried 

to improve himself educationally by enrolling in programs at the then Sir George William 

University and the present Concordia University, but he did not complete any of the programs that 

he started. He contended that going to school and working at the same time was too much for him 

physically and mentally. In describing this part of his journey, he said, “I remember leaving my 

job and going to Concordia after a ten hours day at work. By the second hour of the class, not 

much was going on; it was over; working and studying at the same time is not for me.” Tim still 

contemplated his position about furthering his education, but finally gave up the idea. Then, he 

admitted that, “After making several attempts to further my education in the fields of Business 

Administration and Architectural Drafting, regrettably, I came to the conclusion that my dream of 

achieving success in any one of those fields would not be realized.” 

This was a difficult period for Tim. Similar to Crusoe, when overwhelming difficulties prevailed, 

he called on the God whom his father had taught him to love and obey. The Lord heard him and 

answered his prayers for comfort and guidance. Eventually, Tim decided to return to church. He 

lived in Cote des Neige, and St. Paul’s Anglican Church is in that area, so he attended it. He shared 

with me that he began to attend church regularly and would read the Bible, “If and when I was 

asked to do so.” At this juncture, Tim settled down and became a family man. In 1994, he was 
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married in Montreal; and from that marriage, he has two sons and two daughters. But Tim did not 

worship together with his wife and children, “Since my wife and I had different denominational 

affiliations.” When we worshipped as a family, we would go to her church because she thought 

that the Anglican worship was too quiet.” That being so, Tim did not make it compulsory for his 

wife and children to attend his Church, although he said that his elder daughter who lives in 

Toronto is a confirmed Anglican.   

After living in Cote des Neige for twenty-six years, Tim decided to change his place of abode. He 

moved to the West Island in 1993 because, as he explained, “I was tired of paying rent and tired 

of the problems with landlords, so I decided to get my own place. I also preferred a more, quiet 

life-style and wide opened spaces for my kids.”  

But, when Tim and his family relocated to the West Island, he did not know where to find an 

Anglican Church. Although, he would pass St. Michael and All Angel’s Church on his way to visit 

his sister, but he thought that it was a Catholic Church. He did not visit St. Michael and All Angels, 

but would go down town every Sunday to worship at Trinity Memorial Church. Then something 

magical happened! He had become a member of the West Island Black Community Association, 

and during their Black History Month celebrations here at St. Mike’s, he attended the service. He 

was “hooked” by the warmth and welcome he received from the parishioners and most of all, St. 

Mike’s is an Anglican Church. Tim felt at home! Returned to worship the following Sunday and 

has been doing so from 2012. Now, Tim is fully immersed in the activities of the church. He is a 

member of the choir, reads the Bible, is a server and at the last Annual Vestry Meeting, he was 

elected to be the People’s Warden. 

At the beginning of Tim’s story, he left home to find adventure with the sole purpose of returning 

home and sharing his experience with his father. However, like Crusoe, Tim was unable to realize 

that plan because his father died before he was able to accomplish that goal. While Tim’s story 

and the story of Robinson Crusoe are separated by fiction and fact, they both point to the same 

unchanging truth. That is, even the hardest places in our lives can become fertile ground for God 

to help us and bless us; and that in the end, we may bless others. Our Saviour’s love and power 

never change, and He is always faithful to those who trust in him. Tim is now very settled; he has 

closed out those unsavoury voices that used to yell at him and the adventurous spirits that haunted 

him. He is at peace as he worships at St. Mike’s and fulfill all his responsibilities in the service of 

our Lord.  

 

Mrs. Joan M. Gordon 
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Literacy Unlimited: Community Organization Literacy Changes 

Lives With Free Tutoring 

 

Did you know that 42% of Canadian adults (16-65) are affected by low literacy? Literacy is more 

than just reading and writing. Computer use and financial literacy count, too. 

Among Canadians aged 16 and older, 48% do not reach Level 3 literacy. Level 3 literacy means 

that a person can meet everyday life demands and perform work-related tasks. Life demands 

include signing a card, helping kids with homework, or reading a medicine bottle. 

Low literacy can isolate people. Those with low literacy often avoid social events and don’t apply 

for jobs. To help people improve their literacy skills, Literacy Unlimited provides free one-on-one 

English-language tutoring for adults. Our learners set and reach many personal goals. By working 

with a tutor, we have learners who are now able to 

• pass exams to qualify for a new job 

• read a Mother’s Day card  

• use bus and train schedules 

Free one-on-one literacy tutoring 

Over 35 years ago, Literacy Unlimited started with one tutor and one learner. Our one-on-one 

program is still going with great success and impact. We provide free training for our volunteer 

tutors.  

Community organization with a mission 

Our mission: Literacy Unlimited is a community organization dedicated to changing lives 

through improved adult literacy. 

To fulfill our mission, we: 

• serve the Lester B. Pearson School Board territory, from Verdun to the Ontario border, 

with a strong focus on the West Island 

• recruit, train and support 100% volunteer literacy tutors 

• match learners with tutors for weekly tutoring 
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• offer traditional literacy tutoring (reading, writing and basic numeracy), and computer/ 

technology training 

• maintain an in-house adult education library with over 3000 learning resources 

• celebrate learner achievements with a learner newsletter and annual booklet 

• raise awareness and advocating for literacy 

• maintain strong internal governance 

• are a registered charitable organization 

 

Operate as a volunteer-driven non-profit 

The work we do wouldn’t be possible without the support of the West Island community. We’re 

fortunate to live in a community with generous donors and people who want to help others. We’re 

extremely grateful to our dedicated staff, generous volunteers, and supportive donors. 

Want to learn more about tutoring, volunteering, donating, or our activities? Call 514-694-0007, 

visit literacyunlimited.ca or email info@literacyunlimited.ca. 

 

THE BOARD MEMBERS 

Ms. Lucy Baum, Executive Director 
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Friends Forever 

 

As I sit and write my story, my 

thoughts wander back to my 

childhood and my two friends Bernice 

and Eleanor. 

I cannot remember meeting them. It 

feels like I have known them forever. 

We lived on 11th Avenue in 

Rosemount (where I was born). 

Bernice lived across the street and 

Eleanor lived next door. 

As I relived the past, I find it difficult 

to believe that we have been friends 

for over seventy-one years. We do not 

live in the same city anymore, but we 

communicate by telephone or email as 

often as we can. 

Mrs. Bernice Hadden 

Bernice lives in White Lake Ontario, and Eleanor lives in Innisfail, Alberta. I see Bernice once or 

twice a year, but I have not seen Eleanor for 10 years. I am hoping that we can get together 

sometime this summer in Montreal. I know that it would be a wonderful re-union. 

We had a wonderful childhood. I don’t think I would change anything about it. It was very different 

growing up in the 40’s; life was so simple compared to today. For one thing, we played outside 

most of the time. Television was unheard of, so we made our own recreation. In summer we biked, 

roller-skated, played baseball, and street games like hopscotch, kick the can, run sheep run, etc. 

Many of you will have never heard of these street games. We played outside until the streetlights 

came on, and then we had to go home, or our parents would come out to look for us. I have to 

admit that there were times when the streetlights came on, and I was too busy having a good time 

to go home. I can still hear my mom calling me. 

On Sundays, we went to church, or I should say to three churches. You see, I was Roman Catholic, 

Bernice was United, and Eleanor was Anglican. Therefore, we started off at Mass early in the 

morning, then to Sunday school in the afternoon, and then the evening service at the United church. 

We enjoyed every minute of it. Sometimes we walked to the Botanical Gardens on a Sunday also, 

or if we found a transfer or two on the street, or had a little pocket money, we took the streetcar. 

We were not always angels either. We would get into a little mischief from time to time. Once I 

robbed my piggy bank to go to the circus with Bernice and her sister Vera when I was supposed 

to be in school. Another time, Eleanor and I opened all our Christmas presents before Christmas, 
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and then wrapped them up carefully so that our parents would not suspect. I don’t think that 

Christmas was much fun for me that year. 

Easter also has many pleasant memories for me. My mom made most of my clothes, and one Easter 

I finally got a store-bought dress, and a new coat. To my surprise, Bernice’s Mom bought her a 

similar coat as mine; only in a different color. Actually, we were very happy to be wearing similar 

coats on Easter Sunday. 

Animals were also a part of our childhood. I had a dog called, Pal. I got Pal from the SPCA. Bernice 

had a dog called, Spud. Spud hated Pal and growled at him all the time. Dogs were not tied up in 

the 40’s. They were allowed to roam the streets, and I was always bringing stray-dogs home. 

Eleanor also had a dog named, Rags, and a cat called Kitty. Kitty would let us dress him up in our 

doll clothes and take him for a walk in Eleanor’s doll carriage. He just slept through it all. He was 

a very unusual cat. 

The milkman and the baker came to our house everyday by horse and wagon. Living on a hill 

made it very difficult for the milkman to get our house, especially in winter. During the winter, we 

would see many horses slipping and falling, and would experience difficulty in getting up. In the 

summer, we had the iceman. We did not have a refrigerator at that time, only an icebox. The 

iceman came up the back stairs with a block of ice and put it right into the box. While he was doing 

that, we would eat chips of ice from his wagon. 

When school was finished for the summer, our family headed up to our country house in St. Canut, 

where I spent the summer. We swam, and biked, took long walks and just enjoyed the peace and 

quiet. My Dad came up every weekend when he was not on his holidays, and brought many visitors 

with him for the weekend. My Mom loved having visitors. I guess it got pretty lonely for her when 

I was out with my friends. I know that she spent long hours knitting sweaters to pass the time. I 

found out many years later that she did not like the country. When I got lonely, my dad brought 

Bernice or Eleanor along with him for a few days. 

Another memory I have is going to the movies. You had to be sixteen to get into the movies when 

I was growing up, because there had been a fire at a theatre in Montreal, and many children were 

lost in that fire. It was a terrible tragedy. Well, we could not wait that long to be sixteen, therefore 

we would dress up and try to look like we were sixteen years old. I don’t think we fooled anyone. 

Sometimes we got in, but more often, we did not. When we were fortunate enough to get into the 

theatre, we saw two movies; a cartoon, and a newsreel for 50 cents. It was wonderful. Sometimes 

we sat through the film again, which made us a little late for supper. When that happened, my mom 

and dad were not too happy. 

I guess I could go on and on with my childhood memories. They were happy times. We were not 

rich, but what we had was worth everything. I cannot believe that most of my story took place 

eighty years ago, and I count my blessings that my friends Bernice and Eleanor are still a huge 

part of my life.  
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Mrs. Bernice Hadden 
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West Island based Community Organization (AJOI)  

Action Jeunesse de l’Ouest-de-l’îl (AJOI) aims to improve the quality of life of young people and 

break the existence of poverty in the West Island of Montreal. With values of respect, transparency, 

openness, solardarity and trust; our mission is to establish and maintain street worker intervention 

services, for youth aged between 12 and 25 years old in the West Island. Our objectives are: 

- Criminality and street gang affiliation prevention; 

- Promoting youth participation within the community through the animation  

and support of collective projects; 

- Developing and offering prevention services about sexual health, drug and  

alcohol addiction, homelessness and violence; 

- Promoting and fostering collaboration and partnership between West  

Island organizations. 

To achieve our mandate, we offer listening, information and referral, support, accompaniment, and 

the provision of harm-prevention supplies (e.g. condoms and syringes) to youths facing one, or 

multiple issues such as:  homelessness, drug and alcohol, physical and mental health problems, 

isolation, psychological and physical distress, suicidal thoughts, judicial process, poverty, etc. We 

focus on the prevention and alleviation of these issues by having our staff present in public areas 

after school hours, in parks, streets, shopping areas, housing complexes, and particularly in areas 

of Montreal’s West Island, where there are pockets of poverty. The program staff supports youth 

by providing indivual support and activety participating in youth activities. 

The profitable averages hide multiple pockets of poverty. Poverty is desperate. For example, 

Cloverdale-A-ma-Baie, a neighborhood in Pierrefonds-Roxboro, as well as Dollard-des-Ormeaux 

East, have the highest rates of one-parent families, immigrants and non-attendance to school. Other 

neighberhoods are facing difficulties with these same indicators; Point-Claire East and Center-

South, Dorval South-East and Center, Saint Genevieve and Saint-Anne-de-Bellevue. Forty-two 

percent of leaseholders in these communities, put more than 30 % of their revenue into housing. 

It’s the same rate as the rest of the city of Montreal. In terms of proportion, it seems like the West 

Island is a wealthy territory, but in terms of numbers, we compare to the other disadvantaged 

neighborhoods of Montreal. 

Since 2007, AJOI has provided intervention services for at-risk youth on the West Island of 

Montreal. AJOI staff members have noted that a lack of temporary housing resources for West 

Island youths have become an increasingly persistent problem. Without any temporary housing in 

the area, local youths are forced to leave the region to seek shelter and solutions else where; thus, 

they often become disengaged from the community. Five, or so, years later, they often return to 

the West Island with problems such as debt and psychosocial damage, resulting from living in 

shelters and/or on the streets downtown. The current lack of approprate services on the West Island 

contributes directly to the marginalization of youths, by uprooting their social safety net and 

undermining their sense of security of place. 
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The vision behind the Ricochet hébergement/homes project is to develop, where none currently 

exists, a unique and effective model of shelter and accompanying support systems, to respond to 

the needs of homeless and/or at-risk youths (18-30 year olds) in the West Island of Montreal. 

 

 

Tania Charron now Directrice of (AJOI) 

 

Andrée Levesque, Directrice Générale adjointe 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 
 

St. Michael and All Angels Wine and Cheese Party 

On Sunday, July 25th, 2021 at 4 PM St. Michael and All Angels, held a Eucharistic Prayer Service, 

followed by a Wine and Cheese fellowship. It was held under a tented Canopy between the back 

door of the Church and the newly erected, "Quiet Garden." The Quiet Garden, is a small area on 

the back lawn of the Church. It is a dedicated space for prayer and reflection. Its main feature is a 

wooden bench resting on stones. The perimeter of the garden is planted with flowers and shrubs 

which offers a beautiful array of colours and textures. The idea for this Garden originated from the 

Shepherds Ministry. It is a work in progress, funded by the generous donations of members of the 

Church. This was the scene of our first outdoor Service/ Fellowship, since the mandatory closure 

of our Church, as a result of the very present Coronavirus Pandemic. 

 

It was a beautiful, warm afternoon. The green grass at the rear of the canopied area, was adorned 

with a variety of multicoloured lawn chairs, in varying sizes; we each brought our own chair. To 

the back of this seating arrangement, was a beautiful flower garden, planted and tended, by a 

dedicated group of faithful volunteer gardeners. Under the canopy, midway to the back, and off to 

the right side, were a couple of brightly decorated tables, upon which a sumptuous assortment of 

cheeses, wines, crackers etc. were displayed. To the front of this gathering was another table, 

behind which stood our Spiritual Leader, Archdeacon Reverend Michelle Eason. From that 

vantage point, she conducted a brief Eucharistic Service. The eagerness and enthusiasm of 

members of the 

congregation was 

contagious. 

However, unlike 

the effect of the 

virus, this was a 

healthy and happy 

feeling.  We were 

eager to participate 

in this fellowship 

and felt truly 

blessed. Taking 

Holy Communion, 

ingesting the 

"Host," the body of 

Christ and being 

filled with the Holy 

Spirit, is a divine 

experience. The 

atmosphere was an 

embodiment of 

peace and serenity. 

The Prayers of Thanksgiving were heartfelt. They left me with no doubt that the presence of the 

Lord was among us. 
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Socializing following the service was reminiscent of the good old days. I know that 2019, is not 

exactly ancient times. Still, it seems so long ago! Let’s face it, the presence of the pandemic has 

been having a seriously negative impact on Christian fellowship, as we know it. We have been 

segregated, separated, confined and confused; and we have Zoomed from meeting to meeting. We 

have read "Facebook" over and over. We have used "Messenger," and we have "Faced time;" all 

in an effort to stay connected. Social media, a real-life link, but in my humble opinion, nothing 

can replace a real face to face interaction. At St Mike’s we are a congregation who enjoys 

congregating. Or, is it just me? 

 

Covid-19 arrived and with it, social isolation. Human beings are socially inclined. Some of us are 

happiest when we are surrounded by like-minded people. Although verbal interactions are 

stimulating to mind, body and spirit, social interactions are usually preferred. Imagine then, a 

gathering with the pairing of wine and cheese. The whole idea of a wine and cheese party during 

these stressful times sounded as foreign and as opposite as the taste of wine and cheese, separately. 

When either of these delicacies is ingested alone, or separately, one is struck by the difference in 

taste; but together, they give the mouth a pleasant sensation. The combined socialization process 

of Christian fellowship following a Service is a form of Spiritual Healing. Speaking of "Spirit"; 

nothing encourages a loosening of the tongue, like a liquid spirit and nothing opens up the soul 

like imbruing the "Holy Spirit." Consider this as my humble opinion. It is not from any scholarly 

manuscript, but the thoughts of a flawed human being. 

 

Having said all that went before, it should not be surprising to anyone to learn that before St. 

Mike’s Wine and Cheese fellowship was held; there were prayers and a participation in the Holy 

Eucharist. Remember the first miracle performed by Jesus was turning water into wine (John 2:1-

11). One of His final admonitions to His disciples is recorded in Matthew 26:26-28. It reads: 

"While they were eating, Jesus took bread, said the blessing, broke it and giving it to his disciples 

said, ‘Take eat this is my body,’ then He took the cup, gave thanks, and gave it to them, saying, “ 

 

‘Drink from it all of you, for this is my blood of the new covenant, which will be shed on behalf 

of many for the forgiveness of sins.’" (Biblical quote: The New American Bible). 

 

 

Ms. Helen Bunyan 
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Farewell Archdeacon Michelle 
 

 

Paulo Coelho, the Brazilian lyricist and 

novelist once said, “If you are brave enough 

to say goodbye, life will reward you with a 

new hello.” Bravery is indeed needed to say 

goodbye, for it is such a difficult thing to do. 

Although it does not diminish the heartache, 

pain and sorrow that one experiences when 

goodbyes are said, the writer leaves us with 

hope, for he expressed the opinion that 

somewhere else, there is usually “welcome” 

awaiting the person who is leaving. 

 

Unfortunately, for the congregation of The 

Church of St. Michael and All Angels, we 

have this most difficult task which we must 

contend with in November. For in November, Archdeacon Michelle will be leaving us. 

Archdeacon Michelle’s impending departure reminds me of Rev. John Fawcett’s story. Rev. 

Fawcett was a theologian and hymn writer from England (1739-1817). As a young minister, he 

had his first appointment in Wainsgate. He worked hard in the community and built up a vibrant 

and strong congregation. Later, he received an invitation to an affluent church in the great city of 

London. He was happy for the invitation, but he grieved at leaving his beloved congregation 

behind. During his ministry at Wainsgate, he had formed a great bond with the members of his 

congregation and the bond was mutual. Out of the experience of the bond of mutual fellowship 

and love that he shared with his congregation, and his sadness at leaving, Rev. Fawcett wrote the 

beloved hymn: “Blest be the tide that binds.” Archdeacon Michelle, we won’t write a hymn to say 

farewell to you, but I will borrow the Rev. John Fawcett’s words and say, on behalf of our 

congregation: 

 

Blest be the tide that binds 

Our hearts in Christian love; 

The fellowship of kindred minds 

Is like that above. 

 

Before our Father’s Throne, 

We pour our advent prayers; 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 

Our comforts, and our cares. 

 

We share each other’s mutual woes, 

Our mutual burdens bear, 

And often for each other flows 

The sympathizing tear. 
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However, unlike Rev. Fawcett, Archdeacon Michelle is not leaving us because of a promotion. 

She is leaving because she is retiring. Contrary to Rev. Fawcett’s move, after her collation as 

Archdeacon of St. Lawrence, on September 9, 2018, the Venerable Michelle Eason was extremely 

clear that her first priority would be her priestly duties at St. Mike’s. She remained faithful to her 

words over the years. 

 

In keeping with her desire to serve her congregation at the highest level, she encouraged us to 

make a visit to the Holy Land with her. So, in November of that very year of her Collation, a group 

of us accompanied her on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land. The group included Rev. Lorne Eason, 

Mrs. Veronica Johnson, Mrs. Valerie Delacretaz, Mrs. Meredyth Kezar, Mrs. Barbara Clarke, Ms. 

Karen Austin, Ms. Glenna Matthews, Mrs. Marilyn Wray, Dr. Maria Gordon, Mr. Rudolph Gordon 

and me. From November 23-30, 2018, we spent a most enjoyable, interesting and informative time 

living at St. George’s College where we studied a course on “The Introduction to the Bible Lands,” 

which included journeying through the Holy Land. That trip was most exciting, informative and 

especially spiritually rewarding. 

 

While we were away in Jerusalem, Archdeacon Michelle did not leave the rest of the congregation 

like a flock without a shepherd. She left them in the very capable hands of the Rev. Joel Amis who 

was the Assistant Curate at the time. This pilgrimage was such a success, that another one was 

planned shortly after our return. At the January 2020, Annual Vestry Meeting of St. Michael and 

All Angels Church, Archdeacon Michelle noted: “I am organizing another study pilgrimage to St. 

George’s College in Jerusalem, most likely for October 11-21, 2021… If you are interested, please 

speak to me.” Unfortunately, with the onset, prolonged and raging COVID-19 virus, the pilgrimage 

had to be deferred to another time. 

 

Under the direction of Archdeacon Michelle, St. Michael and All Angels Church revived its 

mission as a training parish. Although students were assigned to the parish before, none had been 

assigned for a long time before 2015. In 2015, the parish received Mr. Stanley Brooks as the In 

Ministry Year Student from the Montreal Diocesan College. While at St. Mike’s, Stanley was 

ordained as Transitional Deacon and appointed as Honorary Assistant. After Rev. Stanley’s 

ordination in June, 2017, Archdeacon Michelle showed immense confidence in him by entrusting 

the care of the parish to him for five months. During that period, she left for refreshment, vacation 

and study in Jerusalem. We were very happy to have Rev. Stanley with us, he continues to express 

his gratitude for Archdeacon Michelle’s guidance and help that he received while he was serving 

in the parish. 

 

Shortly after Rev. Stanley’s departure, the parishioners of St. Michael and All Angels Church 

welcomed the Rev. Joel Amis as Assistant Curate. Rev. Joel arrived in September, 2018. He was 

ordained to the priesthood in September, 2019. So, again the parish provided a place for learning 

and growth for new priests in our diocese under the leadership and priestly direction of Archdeacon 

Michelle. Her skills at mentoring, and encouraging new priests are highly effective and most 

appreciated by those who benefit from them. 

 

Further to that, I have observed that, Archdeacon Michelle guards her flock very closely and 

carefully, and it certainly keeps her extremely busy. For example, in 2016, she was immensely 

involved in the celebration activities of the church’s 50th anniversary. The year 2018, was a very 
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difficult one with periods of suffering for our church community, so the need for pastoral attention 

was great. That year, Archdeacon Michelle reported that she made seventy visits to parishioners 

in their homes. These visits excluded the ones that were made to hospitals which were numerous, 

because a number of parishioners were hospitalized for extended periods of time. Yet, she 

continued to encourage the members of her flock to inform her of anyone who would like to see 

her. Also, within the church, she oversees the various ministries. 

 

The list of church activities and duties to which she attends is much too long to mention here. But, 

as long as this list is, it does not preclude her from attending to people and organizations outside 

our church community. As such, she has immersed herself in social activities in the wider 

community. She partnered with a group of churches and benevolent organizations called, 

“Lutheran-Anglican Refugee Alliance Montreal” (LARAM). There, she participated in filing the 

request through the Action Réfugiés Montréal, to the Government of Quebec to sponsor a refugee 

family from Rwanda. Financial support for this project was to be shared by the various groups 

involved, and the parishioners of St. Mike’s gladly made their contributions. She is also involved 

in a community-based organization with the expressed intent to assist in meeting the needs of new 

immigrants arriving in Montreal. The main organization of this venture is le Bureau D’intégration 

des Nouveau Arrivants à Montréal (BINAM). She led the church into the participation of “The 

Big Give.” This event offers members of the community gifts of talent, and goods once per year 

in June. She is involved with the West Island Pastors who meet twice per month to pray together. 

Also, she accepted the request from our borough Mayor to join other churches in the community 

in providing a day for open house. In this event, citizens would have the opportunity to visit 

churches and learn about what each one has to offer. 

 

She also led “the charge” in spring of 2017, when there was severe flooding in Pierrefonds. She 

helped in rallying and directing parishioners in offering service to those who suffered a tremendous 

amount of loss. For the week of Prayer for Christian Unity, she was invited to preach at St. Raphael 

Roman Catholic Church, and she accept the invitation. She is also involved with the Community 

Mediation Program through the Young Men Christian Association (YMCA) in Point Claire. 

 

On a personal note, I would like to thank you, Archdeacon Michelle for allowing me the 

opportunity in this medium to write this message. You have been the “mover and shaker” of this 

magazine. As such, I owe you a debt of gratitude for allowing me to publish this magazine, The 

Trumpeter. It was a joy and pleasure working on this magazine with you at the helm. Without you, 

The Trumpeter would not exist.  So, thank you very much for all your encouragement, help and 

advice. Your input has always been highly appreciated and valued. I will surely miss your help. 

 

Now Archdeacon Michelle, you have come to the end of your journey with us as our priest and 

spiritual leader; but I am convinced that your journey with us as a friend does not end here. I 

understand that you are planning to take another group from this church to the Holy Land sometime 

in 2022, and so the connection with us continues. We were blest to have you serve us as our priest. 

We do not know what your retirement plans are, or where they will lead; but rest assured that 

wherever you may be, or whatever you may do, our thoughts and prayers will always be with you. 

So again, I will quote Rev. Fawcett as he said: 
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When we asunder part, 

It gives us inward pain; 

But we shall still be joined in heart 

And hope to meet again. 

 

Farewell Archdeacon Michelle, thank you for your service, your love, attentiveness to your duty, 

your reliability and the care you showed to each member of the church. As you leave us, I will 

offer a prayer from Jonathan McReynolds’ song (2018) which states: 

 

May your struggles keep you near the Cross; 

May your troubles show that you need God; 

May your battles end the way they should; 

May your bad days prove that God is good; 

And may your whole life prove that God is good. 

 

Finally, we pray that our God of all love and mercy will continue His watch over you and your 

family now and always. 

 

 

Joan M. Gordon 
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IMPORTANT CALENDAR DATES 

 

1. Lunchtime Bible Study continues on Wednesdays via Zoom 

 

2. Adult Education Programs for the Fall 

(i)  Reading the Bible in the Season of Creation      September 21 - October 12 

(ii) Luke: A journey with Jesus                   October 26 – November 23 

 

3. Quiet Garden: Service of blessing               October 3 

 

4. Re-launching of monthly “Paws and Prayer” Service  

at Christ Church Beaurepaire - 4:00 PM.              October 3 

 

5. Induction of Reverend Joel Amis          November 6 

 

6. Feast of Saint Luke the Evangelist            October 18 

 

7. Feast of the Apostles Saint Simon and Saint Jude          October 28 

 

8. All Saints Day            November 1 

 

9. All Souls - Commemoration of all the faithful departed        November 2 

 

10. The Ven. Archdeacon Michelle Eason retires       November 21 

 

11. Feast of Saint Andrew the Apostle         November 30 

 

 


