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The Winged Ox 
          

Lent 2010
 
 

 
 

 

Neil Almdal stands beside the new counter outside the kitchen pass-through window in the Church House.  Except 
for a few cosmetic additions yet to be added, this new facility is now finished and has already seen use during the 
parish dinner on January 31.  The new counter is the result of much input and planning over the last two to three 
years.  A special thanks to Dave Ellis, who drew up the blueprint; to Katie Clace, who made the drapes; to Randy 
Van Vliet and his son Tyler; to Arnold Goetz; to Butch Blowers, who was very helpful in the design and installation 
of the brackets supporting the counter; and  to Shirley Tinsley and Bertha Brant, whose input in the design of the 
cupboards was very helpful.  Special thanks to all others who gave their input knowingly, or not, and to those that 
we may have missed. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Father Tony writes…  
 

“Nobody’s perfect,” is a phrase commonly muttered when a person has been caught having done 
something dumb, or wrong.  And it’s true: no one is perfect.  However, all too often the muttered phrase is not so 
much an apology as it is an excuse: since nobody’s perfect, being imperfect is thus quite normal, and indeed 
acceptable.  The wrong or stupid deed is a natural part of the landscape.  Get used to it. 

 
 
 

From the Interim 
Incumbent  
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Wrong may be a universal part of the human landscape, but it is never acceptable. 
As a rule, Anglicans avoid talking about sin.  You would be hard-pressed to find an Anglican church 

anywhere, in which the preacher thunders regularly about how bad we are.  And, although all Anglican priests are 
authorized to hear private confessions, there is not a lot of traffic in that aspect of our work. 

But we do keep Lent, we Anglicans.  Every year, from Ash Wednesday to the day before Easter, we use 
liturgies and lections in which it is proclaimed that “...all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God,” 1 and, “... all 
have turned aside, they have together become corrupt; there is no-one who does good, not even one.” 2  It is 
assumed, every year, that all of us will spend at least forty days doing some thorough spiritual housecleaning – 
though typically we don’t nag about it very much. 
There is just a gentle article like this, quietly saying that we should never get used to our sins and imperfections; 
that we should repent ourselves of them and try once more to live in a Christ-like manner. 

This Lent, what will you be doing to clean house spiritually?  The norm is to attend church on Ash 
Wednesday, Good Friday and every Sunday between; to practice self-examination and change such ways as are 
less than good; to take on a spiritually improving task (such as reading the Bible or Christian literature; or doing 
something tangible for the poor; or helping someone in need; or increasing the time spent in daily prayer); or to give 
up something that distracts you from the love of God. 
Maybe nobody’s perfect, but I for one want to seek God’s forgiveness for my sins and offenses, and, although I will 
never achieve perfection, I hope to “...daily increase in God’s Holy Spirit, more and more, until I enter his eternal 
kingdom.” 3 

 
1     Romans 3:23 
2    Psalms 14:3 and 53:3 
3  From the Confirmation service, page 628 in the Book of Alternative Services.  Freely rendered. 
 
 

 
 
 
Plus ça change . . . 
 

“Change and decay in all around I see” wrote Henry Francis Lyte in 1847, the year of his death.  The 
thought is probably warmly endorsed by many people today, especially those who still practice the old-fashioned 
habit of going to church.  I know some people (and you probably do, too) who think – like Henry Francis – that 
everything everywhere is on the wane, decaying away, in fact.  There was one Christian saint – the famous 
Gregory of Tours – who came within a hair’s breadth of saying: “Everything always gets worse.”  For people who 
think like that, the word change is hateful and anathema: something to be rejected and abhorred at all costs.   Now 
this is not only dangerous: it is blasphemous and a reproach to the Creator.  The truth of the matter is that change 
is of the very nature of the universe – all the way from the galaxies in the sky to the tiniest atom: everything (our 
own selves not excepted) is constantly changing, “in a state of flux” the scientists say; evolving from a lower to 
higher state claim the optimists. 

We need to be very clear about this, for there is no doubt that there is about to be change at St Luke’s.  It 
may not be drastic change (indeed, there is little reason to suppose that it will be), but coming after a fairly long 
period of not much change, any departure from recent practice and manning is going to come as a bit of shock.  
There is no reason to be afraid or apprehensive; on the contrary, there is every reason to hope that some modest 
change (“evolution rather than evolution” is the way to go) will be advantageous to us all.  People in a closed room 
should never fear the opening of the door; a chill may come in, but so too will fresh air.  Fresh air revives fainting 
souls; it gives new energy to the vigorous and makes the place more attractive to prospective residents.  Far from 
fearing change, we should welcome it as an indicator that the old organism is alive and kicking, renewing itself the 
way all natural organisms do. 

Our new Office Administrator, 
Noreen Poirier , joins us, 
following the resignation of  Mary 
Smith, who has resigned.  
Welcome to St. Luke’s, Noreen.  
Thanks to Liz Green for filling in 
during the transition period. 
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There are those who cling to “an unchanging church” (there is no such thing, really) as an anchor in a world 
that is changing too much for them.  Such people end up doing the church far more harm than good.   

The old fathers used to tell the tale of two trees.  When the wind blew, one of them inclined itself graciously 
this way and that; the other one remained rigid: it was snapped off by the wind, broken down and carted away by 
the charcoal-burners.  The first tree (they say) was a vigorously alive one: the second tree had died some years 
ago and dried out.  One of the fathers said: “Unless a tree is blown this way and that by the wind, it neither grows 
up, nor puts down any root.  Likewise, unless one be tempted and prevail, one does not become firmly 
established.”   

When the winds of change start blowing (be they never so gentle) we shall see what kind of a tree St 
Luke’s is.  There are those who say that it could be written on the tombstones of most defunct parishes: “We never 
changed nothin’.” 
          John Wortley 
 
 

 
 
Ruch – Syrowitz Wedding  

 

The following is an extract from an email received from Jen and Clint Syrowitz who were married in St. Luke’s 
during the 10:30 service on Sunday, January 31.  

“During regular Sunday morning church service at the church I attend in Winnipeg, St. Luke's Anglican, we 
exchanged vows and rings after the sermon.  It was a very discrete and intimate affair with our parents, grandmas, 
Clint's brother & partner and my girlfriends in attendance.  

After the service, we shared coffee and best wishes with the parish in the Church House... their witness 
was very meaningful to me.  After wine and munchies at our apartment, some of us went for an elegant dinner 
along the river.  

Clear skies, deep cold and warm hearts... the day was absolutely perfect :) 
 
Much love, 
Jen & Clint Syrowitz” 
 
 

People are like tea bags.  You have to put them in hot water before you know how strong they are. 
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Many Hands Make Light Work  

 

By Marilyn Jackson 
This adage could easily have been used over the past 50 years to describe the work of PWRDF, and it 

could easily have applied to the people of The Forts/Seine Deanery in Rupert’s Land, as they gathered together on 
February 5th at St. Luke’s Church to celebrate those 50 years of PWRDF. 

The historic beginning of PWRDF took place at Springhill, Nova Scotia, in October 1958, as members of 
the Anglican Church of Canada responded with unprecedented speed and generosity to the victims of an 
underground mine explosion in Springhill.  In less than a year, inspired by that response, General Synod 
established the PWRD Fund as an agency to channel assistance, not only to areas in need, such as world 
disasters, but also to entrepreneurs in third world countries, such as women weavers in Guatemala.  PWRDF truly 
helps people help themselves, thus making a meaningful difference throughout the world. 

This Deanery feast at St. Luke’s, dedicated to PWRDF, brought sustenance to over 80 people.  Stewards 
from the Church of the Good Shepherd, St. John’s College, St. Paul, Fort Garry, St. Bartholomew, St. Philip, St. 
Luke, St. Mark and St Mary Magdalene attended.  The feast consisted of chilli, salad, rolls and many delicious 
desserts donated by the deanery parishes.  A cash bar accompanied this. 

Susan Roe-Finlay, with Reverend Geoff Woodcroft as emcee, hosted the gathering.  They reiterated the 
work of PWRDF here in Rupert’s Land and around the world, and the collaboration with other parish communities.  
The tone for the evening was set with the musical sounds of Geoff and Dave, also known as Byng-Houlie.  The 
singing of the familiar hymn “Let there be Peace on Earth” was never so poignant as it was that evening.  Other 
musical offerings included the Celtic group known as “Whiskey before Breakfast” with the Naughtens from St. Luke, 
Jill Stafford singing and playing the guitar, and the dual guitar playing of Nancy and Bev from Mary Magdalene.  
Members from St. Bartholomew performed a skit, and December’s Insurgency (Kieran Moolchan and Daniel 
Bergman, students from St. John’s College) completed the musical repertoire for the evening.  St. Philip’s “improv” 
was well done by a character dressed up like the “Mad Hatter”.  

A fun time was had by all, with $800 being raised for PWRDF. 
Such a Deanery performance as this, or any other deanery function, would be great if it happened more 

frequently.  When people work or play together in partnership, the world suddenly becomes a better place.  Word 
has it that it just might happen! 
 

 
St Luke's Haiti Ministry  

 

A great ‘Thank You’ to everyone who kindly supported our fund-raiser for relief of children and staff at 
God's Littlest Angels in Haiti, and for those who kindly supported our Bring, Buy and Bake Sale. 

One cheque was sent to God's Littlest Angels head office in the States the day after our Sunday collection.  
Thank you to Barb Palz and Tony for their kindness.  A second cheque will be sent to the Canada office for GLA as 
soon as the preparation for the Parish Meeting is complete.  

We have received donations of items from generous parishioners and their friends, and we plan to drive 
these items across the US border in the first week of March.  Regretfully, we both have meetings or presentations 
every week in February, and we are locked into Winnipeg.  Tony supported a letter from us to Shoppers Drug Mart 
and we are hoping to gather sealed packages of donations to take to the U.S.  People are kindly giving us 
donations from their dentist – toothpaste, toothbrushes, floss etc.  If anyone has not donated and would like to 
contribute to the packages, we are looking for the following: baby supplies (e.g. diaper creams, wet wipes), long 
dated vitamins, Band-Aids, antibiotic ointment, disinfectant for wounds, etc.  They must be new and in sealed, 
unopened containers.  This is not a general appeal, but only to those who missed the opportunity to join our 
donations in January. 

Much to our amazement, Dixie Bickel, the Director of God's Littlest Angels in Haiti, has replied to two of my 
emails, telling me which supplies she needed for the orphanage, and here is her response to St Luke's donation. 
 

This is fantastic!  Thank you so much!  Tell everyone that we so appreciate that they gave to help the children! 
  
Blessings,  
    Dixie Bickel, RN.  
    Orphanage Director, God's Littlest Angels, Inc. Haitian Baby Ministry 

 
Dixie's daily journal or "Blog" can be found at www.glahaiti.org/blog_dixie_haiti.  I have included some highlights. 
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Feb. 6: Molly and Joyce made a run to the grocery store for me today.  They went after our meat order for the 
kitchens.  It seems that there is no fresh meat at the store!  I do not know what we will do for hot dogs, chicken, 
beef, and pork next week.  I will probably have to go buy it in the street market!  This is the problem we will have 
in Haiti.  Much of our chicken is imported and food items like that are not getting to our markets.  I used to buy 
meat from street vendors and will do it again if I have to! 
 
We received 11 children along with their care-givers from Children of the Promise in Cap Haitian. They are 
waiting on traveling papers for the children to travel to the USA.  They had thought to come to PAP with the kids 
and fly out to the States with them immediately, but the US embassy said it could be a week before they get the 
traveling papers. 
 
Feb. 5: This morning a large cry of joy was heard throughout the orphanage and neighborhood!  Charline is a 
little 7 year-old girl who was separated from her parents after the earthquake when she was taken to the Navy 
Comfort Hospital ship in the Port-au-Prince harbor.  Today, her father came to take her home!  We gave papa a 
relief aid packet of a tarp, blankets, lamp, towels and rice and sent them on their way to reunite with Charline’s 
mother and brothers.  We were very happy to see the joy on her face when she saw her papa and was able to 
leave with him! 
 
Feb. 3: We received 4 children at GLA today.  Mothers living outside with no tents, canopies, or food and 3 of 
the children were babies - two born after the earthquake!  One of the babies is for adoption, and three are for 
help only.  The mothers are afraid for their small babies living outside.  
 
Jan. 27: The Canadian Embassy in Haiti had told us that we could not fly on Tuesday or Wednesday.  They told 
us it might be Thursday before we flew to Canada with our 20 children being adopted by Canadian Citizens.  So, 
I went upstairs to take a nap, and I think I may have slept 10 minutes when one of my workers came and told 
me the Canadian Embassy was on the phone.  Yep, you guessed it!  They wanted us to come right then with 
our 20 children to the Embassy and sleep there with the children and leave the next morning at 9 AM!  Now, 
why sleep there if we are not leaving until 9 AM?  Do any of us know why a government does the things they 
do???  They called at 2:45 PM and wanted us there by 5 PM.  Well, we got there by 6 PM!  It takes some time 
to get everything ready to travel with 20 children and enough things for 24 hours!  We slept at the Embassy.  All 
in one room.  I sat in a chair all night.  Needless to say, I'm tired right now!  We left the Embassy at 7:30 AM and 
went straight to the airport and boarded the plane.  The drive to the airport was sad.  Down in that area there are 
lots of buildings down.  It seemed that about every other building had damage, or was flat.  It made me sad, 
especially when I know there are bodies in some of those buildings!  Nothing ever goes perfectly, but the trip to 
Canada went good.  There were a lot of people on the plane to help us, and they provided diapers and food.  All 
of our warm clothing for the children went into the cargo hold instead of in the cabin with us!  Our baby formula 
went in the hold, as did all of our diapers!  All of our clothing went into the hold!  So, it didn't go smoothly, but it 
all worked out OK.  It was COLD and SNOWING when we arrived in Ottawa at 1:40 PM today.  The parents 
were all waiting in the lounge when we entered the building, and we were able to speak with them and transfer 
the children to the parents.  The parents were all ecstatic that their children were finally there!  By 3:30 PM, we 
were in our rooms!  Molly and Joyce then went back out to buy me a sweatshirt because I forgot mine in Haiti!  
The girls are so good to me!  I appreciate both of them so much!  We leave Ottawa tomorrow morning at 7 AM 
and will arrive in Miami at 2 PM.  We will start collecting more supplies to take back into Haiti.  We are anxious 
to get home so that we can continue to take in more displaced children.                   
 
Dixie Bickel 

 
submitted by Colin & Elizabeth Briggs 
 
 
A Prayer for Haiti  

 

Lord, I just want to say THANK YOU, because this morning I woke up and knew where my children were; 
because this morning my home was still standing; because this morning I am not crying for my husband, my 
children, my brothers or sisters who need to be buried after they are dug out from underneath a pile of concrete; 
because this morning I was able to drink a glass of water and eat a good breakfast; because this morning I was 
able to turn on the light; because this morning I was able to take a shower; because this morning I was not planning 
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a funeral, but most of all I thank you this morning because I still have life and a voice to cry out for the people of 
Haiti.   

Lord, I cry out to you, the one that makes the impossible possible, the one that turns darkness into light.  I 
cry out that you give those mothers strength; that you may open the streets so that help can come; that you may 
provide doctors, nurses, food, water, and all that they need in a blink of an eye.  For all those that have lost family 
members, give them hope; give them courage to continue to go on and eventually rebuild their country; give them 
your peace!  Protect the children and shield them with your power, especially those who have had their mothers 
and fathers taken from them.  

All this I pray in Jesus’ name!  
Amen 
 

 
PWRDF (Primate’s World Relief and Development) 

 

In a recent and otherwise excellent sermon, PWRDF was omitted as one of the things St Luke's does for 
neighbours.  We have so many special days coming up we will likely not be able to have a PWRDF Sunday, so 
bear with me. 

PWRDF is an important ministry, as it serves in areas needing relief immediately with a little contribution, 
while the call goes out for donations.  Therefore, in the September flood in The Philippines, and during the recent 
Haiti earthquake, money went immediately and was deployed through Action of Churches Together (ACT).  This is 
an ecumenical organization which uses the member "on the ground" as its point of action in any given country.  For 
example, in Haiti, PWRDF did not have a presence. Therefore, through ACT, money was deployed via another  
church.  Recent communiqués have indicated that PWRDF is forming partnerships in Haiti to establish 
development projects. 

PWRDF is not just there for relief.  It is in for the long haul.  It works with partners who request support for 
long term projects that will help develop a community.  Some projects are highlighted in an annual "Under the Sun" 
bulletin.  Projects that improve farming practices and animal husbandry in India, in Africa and in Asia have been 
very successful.  Projects for improving water collection are others that continue to be needed everywhere.  In 
Africa, initially, but now much more widely spread, are projects for education about HIV/AIDS: what it is; how it is 
spread; how it is treated; and what disaster it is leaving behind.  Not only are there many orphans, but also too few 
adults to maintain a village.  Farmers, market people, teachers, care-givers, and leaders are all disappearing as 
AIDS kills them. 

In South America, movements to stop business interests taking over the land of small holding farmers, or 
taking over access to water; are trying to stop the creation of  a dispossessed, downtrodden people - usually the 
indigenous people. 

In Canada, projects have supported Aboriginal People in establishing camps to teach the young old values 
and traditions.  In New Brunswick, interpretive trails have helped honour an ancient land of the Mi'kmaq people, and 
in other parts of Canada there are healing circles. 

This connection with others in partnership is a key in the PWRDF way of doing things.  Other organizations 
have observed, respected and copied.  It is a way of really sharing love and gifts.  It is Canadian Anglicans living 
out our faith in the best possible way. 

Thank you all who contribute regularly so there is enough to maintain the development projects and meet 
immediate needs.  For others, think about contributing a little. 

 

Susan Roe-Finlay 
 

 

 
Please Help the Central Bugandan Orphans 
by Marilyn Jackson 

 

During Lent, the people of St. Luke focus on raising money for the education of Central Bugandan orphans.  
This could not come at a better time, because the money to help these children is not coming in as it used to.  The 
Companion Diocese recently had to withdraw funds from a small investment they have to meet their monthly 
commitment to the program.  

The Diocesan Orphan Program was established in 2004, and has been going strong until now.  We have 
continued to donate funds to send 100 orphans to school, supply them with clean clothing in the form of uniforms, 
and provide them with lunch every day.  My worry is what these children will do if we don’t continue to give the 
money to do this.  Imagine how they will feel.  Please help like you have never helped before.  Remember, $100 
feeds and educates a primary student for an entire year; $300 provides for a secondary student.  We need to 
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maintain our diocesan mandate of $20,000 per year in order to do this.  These orphans are depending on us.  
Please give generously. 
 
 
Book Review: "Three Cups of  Tea"   

  

"One man's mission to promote peace – one school at a time." 
by Greg Mortenson and David Oliver Relin, 
Published by Penguin Books 
 

This is the account of one man's efforts to bring schools to the poverty stricken areas of Northern Pakistan.   
Greg Mortenson is an American mountaineer who failed in his attempt to climb the world's second highest 

mountain, K.2.  He was befriended by the people of a small impoverished village, Korphe, in the Karakoram 
Mountains.  He was so moved by the kindness of these people, and their willingness to share what little they had, 
that he promised to return and build a school. 

Over the next ten years, in spite of some opposition from various officials, and being detained for eight 
days by thee Taliban, Mortenson has managed to build fifty-five schools in the remote area of Northern Pakistan, 
which is the birth place of the Taliban.  The results have been truly remarkable, especially for girls. 

The book title comes from a comment by the chief of the first village to get a school. 
"Here (in Pakistan and Afghanistan), we drink three cups of tea to do business.  The first, you are a 

stranger, the second, you are a friend, and the third, you join our family, and for our family, we are prepared to do 
anything – even die." – Haji Ali, Korphe Village Chief, Northern Pakistan 
 This is a very inspiring and, at times, emotional read for all ages.  A young reader’s edition is available.    

 
submitted by Maureen Hunter 

 
 

The Donkey 
G. K. Chesterton 

 
When fishes flew and forests walked 
And figs grew upon thorn, 
Some moment when the moon was blood 
Then surely I was born. 
 
With monstrous head and sickening cry 
And ears like errant wings, 
The devil's walking parody 
Of all four-footed things. 
 
The tattered outlaw of the earth, 
Of ancient crooked will; 
Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb, 
I keep my secret still. 
 
Fools!  For I also had my hour: 
One far fierce hour and sweet: 
There was a shout about my ears, 
And palms before my feet. 

 
 

There was a church that had problems with outsiders parking in its parking lot, so they put up a sign: 

 

CHURCH PARKING FOR MEMBERS ONLY.   
TRESPASSERS WILL BE BAPTIZED. 

 
 

Dear God, I have a problem.  It’s me. 
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A History Byte 
By Marilyn Jackson 

 

My very favourite hymn is “Onward Christian Soldiers” which is never sung at St. Luke’s because, I am told, 
“it is not theologically correct”.  Knowing this, I wish to relate the history of this hymn to see if it will make a 
difference. 

The Reverend Sabine Baring-Gould (1834- 1924), an Anglican priest, was the writer of this hymn.  Baring- 
Gould was a wordsmith.  He spoke six languages.  He was from the landed gentry and Cambridge educated.  
Friends knew him as an antiquarian, an architect, a landscape artist, a teacher, a writer and a traveller.  He once 
toured Iceland on horseback researching Nordic sagas. 

His writings included over a 100 books, popular novels, biographies, social commentaries, a respected 
collection of English folk songs and a 16 volume “Lives of the Saints”.  But he is fondly and best known for his 
famous hymn, “Onward Christian Soldiers”.  It is seen as one the great Christian hymns.  Its universal popularity 
surprised him, considering it was written in great haste to meet a simple need.  He admitted some of the lines are 
faulty. 

In 1864 he was a new clergyman in Yorkshire.  It was the day after Pentecost or Whit- Mon-day as it was 
called.  It was a day off school, a day for village festivals, and a day when the parish children were going to walk in 
procession to the next village.  It was an exciting day for children in Victorian England. 

Baring- Gould thought they might like a hymn to march to.  As he couldn’t find one, he wrote one.  “Onward 
Christian Soldiers” was the result.  In time, Sir Arthur Seymour Sullivan, of “Gilbert and Sullivan” fame, wrote the 
march tune we use today. 

People often suggest the hymn is militaristic, but militaristic hymns used to be a staple in the musical diet of 
Christians in North America.  Such hymns include “Stand Up for Jesus” and “Soldiers of Christ Arise”.  Did Baring-
Gould mean it to be, or was he intending the hymn to be spiritual, drawing his images from Ephesians 6:11-12 and 
Timothy 2:3, where Christians are told to arm themselves against spiritual “rulers of darkness” and to endure 
hardness as a good soldier of Jesus Christ?  Baring- Gould was known as quite eccentric, oblivious to the 
perceptions of others.  A glimpse into his personal life suggests this.  For example, while teaching in Iceland, he 
walked around the classroom with a pet bat on his shoulder.  That is bizarre! 

As a new priest, he met an attractive 16-year-old mill worker Grace Taylor.  She was uneducated, so he 
paid for her education, taught her how to speak English and married her.  Bernard Shaw may have based his play 
Pygmalion on this quirky romance; a play later transformed into the musical My Fair Lady. 

As a married man with numerous children, he related to them more like an absent-minded professor, rather 
than a doting father.  He once asked a young child at a children’s party, “And whose little girl are you?”  She burst 
into tears and answered, “I’m yours Daddy!”   

He died in 1924 at age 90 after a long ministry in Devon. 
Many Christians proclaim this hymn as one of their favourites, and it is sung at many funerals, as it was at 

President Dwight D. Eisenhower’s and will be at mine. 
  
Credit to the Reverend Richard White of the Algoma Anglican Newspaper. 
 

 
 

 
Passages  

Weddings:  
Jen Ruch and Clint Syrowitz, m. January 31 
 

 

 
In Memoriam: 
Margaret Bishop, d. Sept.17, 2009 
Freda Lennox, d. Dec. 23, 2009 
Sid Blacker, d. January 31, 2010 
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The Church Gossip  

 

Mildred, the church gossip, and self-appointed monitor of the church's morals, kept sticking her nose into 
other people's business.  Several members did not approve of her extra curricular activities, but feared her enough 
to maintain their silence.  She made a mistake, however, when she accused George, a new member, of being an 
alcoholic, after she saw his old pickup parked in front of the town's only bar one afternoon.  She emphatically told 
George (and several others) that anyone seeing it there would know what he was doing. 

George, a man of few words, stared at her for a moment and then just turned and walked away.  He didn't 
explain, defend, or deny.  He said nothing.   

Later that evening, George quietly parked his pickup in front of Mildred's house, walked home, and left it 
there all night. 

You’ve got to love George. 
 
contributed by Susan Roe-Finlay 
 
 
How to get to Heaven from Scotland ...  
 

The teacher was testing children in her Glasgow Sunday school class to see if they understood the concept 
of getting into heaven.  She asked them, "If I sold my house and my car, had a big jumble sale and gave all my 
money to the church, would that get me into heaven?" 

"NO!" the children answered. 
"If I cleaned the church every day, mowed the garden and kept everything tidy, would that get me into 

heaven?" 
Again, the answer was “No!” 
By now she was starting to smile… 
"Well, then, if I were kind to animals and gave sweets to all the children, and loved my husband, would that 

get me into heaven?" 
Again, they all answered, “No!”  
She was just bursting with pride for them.  She continued, "Then how can I get into heaven?"  
A six year old boy shouted, "Yuv goat tae be deid!"  

  

Kinda brings a wee tear tae yir e'e...  
 
Contributed by Shirley Tinsley 
 
 
 
A 17 th Century Nun’s Prayer 
 

LORD, Thou knowest better than I know myself that I am growing older and will someday be old.  Keep me 
from the fatal habit of thinking I must say something on every subject and on every occasion.  Release me from 
craving to straighten out everybody’s affairs.  Make me thoughtful, but not moody; helpful, but not bossy.  With my 
vast store of wisdom, it seems a pity not to use it at all, but Thou knowest, Lord, that I want a few friends at the end. 

Keep my mind free from the recital of endless details; give me wings to get to the point.  Seal my lips on my 
aches and pains.  They are increasing, and love of rehearsing them is becoming sweeter as the years go by.  I dare 
not ask for grace enough to enjoy the tales of others’ pains, but help me to endure them with patience. 

I dare not ask for improved memory, but for a growing humility and a lessening cocksureness when my 
memory seems to clash with the memories of others.  Teach me the glorious lesson that occasionally I may be 
mistaken. 

Keep me reasonably sweet; I do not want to be a saint – some of them are so hard to live with – but a sour 
old person is one of the crowning works of the devil.  Give me the ability to see good things in unexpected places, 
and talents in unexpected people.  And give me, O Lord, the grace to tell them so. 

Amen. 
 
Contributed by Dorothy Funnell 
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Anyone wishing to volunteer to help at the Shrove Tuesday Supper , 
please give your name to Father John Wortley. 

 
 
 

Dates to Remember  
 
Tuesday, February 16, 5:00 to 700 pm –  ……………………………………Pancake Supper  
 

Wednesday, February 17, 7:30 pm –  ……………………………………….. Ash Wednesday  Service 
 

Tuesdays in Lent, starting February 23 – …………………………………… A course on the Anglican Reformation 
 

Sunday, February 28, 4:30 pm –  …………………………………………….Choral Evensong  
 

Sunday, March 28, 10:30 am – ……………………………………………….Palm Sunday  
   Procession, Confirmation 

 

Holy Week, Mon – Thurs. – ……………………………………………………Evening Worship, 7:30 pm 
 

Thursday, April 1, 7:30 pm – …………………………………………………..Maundy Thursday  Service 
   Eucharist, Foot Washing,  
   Stripping of the Altar 

 

Friday, April 2, 2:00 pm – ………………………………………………………Good Friday  Service 
 

Sunday, April 4, 2010 –  ……………………………………………………….. EASTER  
      ( 2 services: 8:15 am and 10:30 am ) 

 

Sunday, April 18 – ………………………………………………………………Sunday School Talent Show  
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The next edition of the Winged Ox will be available at Easter, April 4, 2009. 
The  deadline  for submissions is one week prior, March 28 . 

 
 

THE WINGED OX 
 

Editor: Don Seaton   E-mail djseaton@shaw.ca 
E-mail coordinator: Glen Douglas   E-mail glendouglas@shaw.ca 

 

The Winged Ox is published four times a year by The Parish Church of St Luke,  
Anglican Church of Canada, Diocese of Rupert’s Land,  
130 Nassau Street N., Winnipeg MB Canada R3L 2H1 

 
The opinions expressed in the articles published herein are those of their authors  

and do not necessarily reflect the views of either the editor or the Parish of St. Luke. 
 

Parish Office (204) 452-3609 or (204) 452-3679 
Fax (204) 474-1790 

Office Hours:  9:00 a.m. – 12:00 p.m.   Monday – Friday 
E-mail: stluke@shaw.ca   Website www.stlukewinnipeg.com 
Interim Incumbent: The Rev. Canon Tony Harwood-Jones 

E-mail: tony@stlukewinnipeg.com 
 
 
 


