





(Love, continued from p. 1)

On one of the hottest Wednesday evenings in recent memory, Bishop Barry
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John the Baptist. About one hundred and thirty people were in the congregation
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service was also an occasion to participate in Evensong, a quite rare opportunity
for our congregation. Music included contemporary settings ofthe 4 HN U P A JH
Nunc Dimittis, in addition to familiar hymns. Bishop Barry spoke of the need to
work at learning what it means to be a Christian, likening it to becoming expert at
sport or playing a musical instrument. It should be noted that, in addition to their
individual athletic interests, each candidate was a student of one musical instru-
ment or another, a fact which may appeal to Barbara at some future date!

Congratulations to:

Stephanie Cowan
Adrianne De Castris
Andreas Deslauriers
Charles Lowe
Emma Lowe
Heather Polson
Daniel Pye

Danielle Richard
Jackson Thouret
Ben Vonniessen

Some may say that love, even as a cov-
cnant between individtiels, has become
tarnished in our lifetimes. Even its mean-
ing is open to debate in the mishmash
of relationships which characterize con-
temporary lifestyles. Deacon Marjerison
maintains that “God is love. Our Lord is
the incarnation of love.” If we have doubts
about the meaning of these phrases as
they apply on a personal level, where
does that leave us spiritually?

In the May issue of the Montreal Anglican,
Mary Gordon’s book, Reading Jesus: A
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reviewed (William Converse). Quoted
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doubt, leave her with, at best, “an uneasy
anghith.”

“l am uneasy calling myself a person of

faith, if faith is seen as a synonym for
certainty, or even an unwavering trust in

what | know. | cannot recognize in myself

an essential stability that quickly rights

itself after the occasional brief faltering

or stumble. Many days, there seems no
possibility that there is any kind of real-

ity corresponding to or behind the word

‘God.” | know that | have often been
mistaken, often proven wrong, including

and especially about matters that | would

once have called ‘articles of faith,” mat-

ters that | once believed | had to believe

under pain of damnation, an eternity in a

hell I took to be literal and real. | am ready,
therefore, at any time to learn that almost
everything and anything | know is wrong,

or at least in need of radical revision. And

yet | could never say of myself, ‘Il am not

a person of faith,” because | know that |

am different from people who do not have

a religious imagination. | am drawn to a

sense of ultimate meaningfulness, even

though | can only apprehend it dimly: a
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a person, Jesus, whom | came to know
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So, returning to the solution suggested by
Allan, “we are to use our minds, our God-
given intelligence and power of reasoning,
to understand what God requires of us
and how we are to do it.” Not exactly an
easy challenge but worth the effort!
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and bodies with your boundless love, that
it may shine forth in our lives, to your
glory, forever more. Amen.

David L. Paterson, Editor
with thanks to Deacon Allan Marjerison

(Allan’s sermon in its entirety can be found in the

Features page of the St. J. the B. Web Site)



proaching summer hiatus with a potluck supper after the regular weekly rehearsal.
The final introit of the season proclaimed Hallelujah! seventeen times — sixty-eight if
you count all four parts — and ended with Amen, a sentiment shared, no doubt, by
Barbara and all choir members as summer intervenes.

We are lumberjacks and we’re okay
We sleep all night and we rake all day;
On Sunday, we’re at Mattins, and on weekdays hack away.

We cut down trees, we eat our lunch, we go to the lavat’ry
On Wednesdays we go shopping
And have buttered scones for teal!

... but some can’t see the woods for the trees!

Rearranged STERTLE

DORMITORY when rearranged reads
DIRTY ROOM

DESPERATION when rearranged reads
A ROPE ENDS IT

ELECTION RESULTS when rearranged
reads LIES — LET’S RECOUNT

A DECIMAL POINT when rearranged
reads I'M A DOT IN PLACE

MICHAEL IGNATIEFF when rearranged
reads FAILING TEAM CHIEF

_____________ when rearranged
reads CC BUGLE SNORERS
Submitted by Harry G.

Short back and sides

For those who don’t know me, my name
is Robbie and | am 10 years old. | know a
lot of people were thinking “Why does this
“boy” have such long hair?”. If you were
one of these people, | will explain.

It all started after my eldest cousin, Adam
Brown, grew, cut and donated his hair to
people who have no hair due to cancer. |
decided, “He’s my older cousin. If he did
it, | wanna do it, too!” and | grew my hair
for 2 years. Even though | was teased at
school, | kept growing my hair to reach
my goal!

On Saturday, May 22nd, 2010, | finally
got it cut. My friend Dylan was there to
give me support. And that’s what | did
and why | did it!

Robbie De Castris

Q : marbet@videotron.ca

Editor : dipater@videotron.ca





