
                    Christ Church, Rawdon                Summer 2017 

In Touch 
FROM OUR PARISH PRIEST 

Dear Parishioners, 

There’s an old song that speaks of “Summertime – and the living is easy.” Summer is often a 
time of renewal, a time of re-creation, both mentally and physically, as well as recreation. 

Whether you are travelling this summer or staying close to home, I hope that you are finding it 
to be a time for rest and renewal. 

For many of us summer is a time for vacation as well, which can contribute greatly to that “re-

creation.” Fortunately God does not go on vacation though. He continues to be with us, rejoicing 
with us in our joys and helping us through difficulties we may encounter along the way. The 

church does not go on vacation either. If you are travelling this summer, wherever you might 
go, there still are churches nearby that will be only too happy to have you worship with them, 
for one Sunday or several, as the case may be. 

We hope to see you soon, 

Fr Michael 

God does not go on holiday and neither do parish expenses. We still have to pay the bills to keep 
the lights on and doors open and for that we need your help. It requires a revenue approx. 
$10,850 monthly to keep Christ Church functioning. People’s offerings drop during the early 

months of the year, as they deal with Christmas and winter expenses. Unfortunately our bills 
don’t take a similar drop. At the end of June our shortfall between expenses and income was 

over $8,000. We can manage that for a short while but not forever, so please remember Christ 
Church  this summer and, if you’re going to be away, please consider sending your contribution 
for that time before you go.  Contributions to Christ Church can be mailed to: Christ Church, 

3537 Metcalfe, Rawdon, QC  J0K 1S0 

 

SUMMER-EARLY FALL CALENDAR 

July 25th  Military Whist in support of Fulford House, 7:30pm in the Parish Hall (Whist played 

weekly throughout the summer, Tuesdays in the Parish Hall at 7:30 p.m.) 

July 27th  2pm, Service at Lakeshore Hospital 

Aug. 1st  2pm, Service at St Anne’s Residence, Chapel 

Aug. 5th  Auction-Bazaar, Rectory Garden Field, 9:30 – 3:00 (benefits Christ Church) 
  Supper at Legion Hall, 5:30pm (benefits Legion and Christ Church) 

Aug. 17-20 Patchwork Guild Annual Quilt Show, Parish Hall (benefits Christ Church) 

Aug. 24th 2pm, Service at Lakeshore Hospital 

Aug. 27th 4pm, Deanery Summer Eucharist & Picnic, location to be determined 

Aug. 29th 2pm, Service at St. Anne’s Residence (replaces service for Sept.) 

Sept 17th  10am, Annual Wexford Service (said service at Christ Church, 8am) 

Sept 28th  2pm, Service at Lakeshore Hospital 



Sept 30th  10am, Blessing of Pets at Christ Church 

Oct. 3rd  2pm, Service at St Anne’s Residence, Chapel 

Oct. 8th  10am, Parish Celebration of Harvest Thanksgiving, Christ Church 

 

AUCTION & BAZAAR 

August 5th, 2017 9:30 am – 3:00 pm (August 6th, in case of rain) at the Rectory Garden Field. 

After a year off from participating in a community event which raised some much needed funds 

to help maintain our Parish, the congregation was eager to have an activity in 2017.  The plan is 
to reduce the work from the Family Fair, but still have a fun day for the visitors. First, there is no 

entrance fee (It is Free), so that means that the snow fence will not have to be put up and 
taken down.  The books will be sold in the Church Hall eliminating the job of moving all those 
boxes of books.   There will be handicrafts, plants, home baking and games. The licenced snack 

bar will have delicious corn on the cob but sorry to say, no fries. (I am warning you so you will 
not be disappointed.) A seasonal dessert will be available to satisfy those of us with a sweet 

tooth.  The quilters from the Rawdon Rural Association have completed a beautiful quilt which 
will be drawn, along with some other items, on the 5th. We hope that the main attraction will be 
the AUCTION.   The Multi-Ethnic Centre (CIM) has allowed us to use some of their space to store 

items to be sold.   We have already collected lots of treasures ranging from furniture, household 
items, tools, antiques.  If you know of a student who is setting up an apartment, it is a great 

way to get what they need.  

The Legion has very kindly organized a supper on Aug 5th and will be sharing the proceeds with 

us. We thank them very much for this. 

HOW CAN YOU HELP? 
1. If you have something that is still good but you don`t use any more, donate it to the 

Auction.   Bring it to the field the morning of the Auction, or call Brent at 450-834-5698 or 
Father Michael to make other arrangements. 

2. Reserve your Supper tickets NOW. 
3. If you have some plants that need to be divided or you want to get rid of them, re-pot 

them now and bring them to Clare and Jim the morning of the 5th. 

4. Consider making a donation of breads, muffins, jams etc to the bake table.   Barbara will 
be calling to remind you. 

5. If you have crafts that you would like to sell, please contact Sue Ellen, evenings at      
450-834-2235.   It costs $25 for a 10` X 10` spot. 

6. Go through your books and any that you do not want, please drop them off at the hall the 

morning the Auction & Bazaar. 
7. Gets some tickets for the Quilt from Thelma and sell as many as you can in advance. 

8. VOLUNTEER to help. Contact Merle at mparkinson@xplornet.com or at 450-834-3535.  
There are still booths that can be organized if we get the help. 

9. Come and support us on August 5th.  Spread the word and bring your Family and Friends. 

              All proceeds go to Christ Church.  - Merle Parkinson 
 

ASK THE RECTOR 

“Why do we sing different hymns to so many of the same tunes?” 

This question was given to me verbally so I hope I am remembering correctly what was asked.  

There are far more tunes in the hymn book than our congregation, or any, can be expected to 
know well.  There are some of the tunes that are known very well indeed.  Some are less well 

known but familiar enough that we can manage to sing them.  Some we might not know but are 
simple enough that we can pick them up quickly.  And then there are others that, try as we 
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might, most of us just cannot get the hang of.  This is especially true with a relatively new hymn 
book, such as Common Praise, which we presently use.  It contains a good number of recent 

hymns and tunes and sometimes, even for hymns that were old familiars from previous books, 
has them set to a different tune than many of us are used to. (The same problem probably arose 

when the old book was brand new but, since we grew up with it, we tend to think of “that hymn” 
as always going with “that tune”. 

Sometimes a hymn whose words perfectly fit a particular occasion or the reading or a part of the 

service is set, in the hymn book, to a tune that it seems is clearly going to be a struggle to sing. 
We could decide we’re just not going to sing any of those hymns, but that would leave us 

terribly deprived in our selection of hymnody and probably mean that, much of the time, our 
hymns had absolutely no relationship to the rest of the service.  It could also get quite boring, 
singing the same few hymns, week after week after week.  

As a way around this, if a hymn we want to sing is set to a tune that, it seems, is likely going to 
be impossible to sing, we try to find a more familiar tune that will fit it and allow us to still use 

that hymn-which may otherwise be just perfect for the occasion.  It is John Clague, in his role as 
Master of Music, who usually decides whether a tune is singable or not.  Sometimes this decision 
is made when the choir is running through the hymns before the service, if it becomes clear that 

a particular tune is just not going to work, a last minute substitution then has to be made. We 
try, though, not to use the same tunes too often, too close together. 

We need your questions.  If there is something about church customs puzzling you, 
please write it down in the form of a question and give it to Fr. Michael or send it to 

“Ask the Rector, 3537 Metcalfe, Rawdon, QC J0K 1S0.  You can also send questions by 
email to mjrmtl@gmail.com with “Ask the Rector” in the subject line. 

 

MILLIONAIRE FOR AN AFTERNOON 

In the early nineteen fifties, I retired from the military and, fortunately for me, I found a job in 

Montreal working for a bank as a messenger.  I later went on to become a manager. Sometime 
in the mid-sixties, I was told to go to a competing bank and pick up some 20 large bars of gold.  
I was told that Brink’s Security would pick me up for the return to my bank. 

All went well and I was given the shipment and escorted to a waiting spot to await the arrival of 
the Brink’s truck.  This spot was an easy access door to the street.  I was to be picked up at 

2:00 p.m. sharp.  However, by 3:30 p.m. no one had arrived and I was starting to become 
concerned, sitting there alone with such a large monetary value in my charge. 

However, all turned out well as the security company arrive at 3:45.  We loaded the shipment 

and were back to the office by 4:00 p.m. 

What a sense of relief that was; thank God for prayers received. – Frank Dyball 

 

MY BUDDY, THE GOLDEN RETRIEVER 

A scant eight years ago I came home from Montreal with a small furry bundle that was to 

change my life. He crouched quietly in my lap while we travelled home to Rawdon by car. The 
pet shop owner had told me repeatedly that I should at least put him in closed cardboard box to 

keep him quiet during the trip. But, there he sat observing his new owner and the world flying 
by without a hint of fear or trepidation. He stole my heart from the beginning and our bond 
would only grew as the days and years passed. 

We became inseparable, wherever I went he always wanted to follow. He especially loves the 
freedom of going for a walk with me on our hundred acres. For some time there was a great 

debate between Francine and I as to what I would name him. The answer came soon enough as 
our bond grew stronger and stronger. In the end, I knew that only one name would do. He was 
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my cherished friend, my constant companion, my buddy, so BUDDY was his official handle from 
that day on. 

The years have been kind to us and we have had many great adventures together. Sometimes 
though, the only choice is to leave him with my wonderful dog sitter while Francine and I have 

ventured off on a longer trip or holiday where it is not possible to take him with us. So it was 
this past winter when we planned a snowshoeing trip for four days to Mount Grand Font. I left 
Buddy with the sitter as usual and we set off on our trip. The four wonderful days passed quickly 

and we returned home. I called my sitter to tell her that I would come and pick up Buddy and 
that’s when I found out that he had been injured. I drove over to her house and saw my best 

friend hobbling around on three legs. His right hind leg had been injured when he accidentally 
fell down some stairs. I was quite devastated by the situation and unsure of what exactly I 
should do for him. The next day I took him to my Vet to see what exactly what the injury was 

and what I could do about it. After a thorough exam and some X-Rays the prognosis was a 
ruptured cranial cruciate ligament.  The first option was to rest him as much as possible while 

giving him pain killers and glucosamine to see if there would be an improvement in the joint 
function. I kept him confined in a small area of our walk out basement for a few weeks and I 
spent most of my time with him including sleeping in our spare room with him nearby. I soon 

realized that this treatment was not going to be successful so I arranged an appointment with a 
Veterinary Surgeon. The prognosis was the same (a rupture of the cranial cruciate ligament.) 

The only treatment that could possibly restore my Buddy to his former self was surgery. On April 
19th the surgery was done by Dr. Planté at the DMV Centre in Lachine and a tibial plateau 

leveling osteotomy technique was used to correct this condition. In short the shape of the joint 
in the bone was surgically modified and a metal plate was attached to reinforce the joint. 

Buddy came home with me the day after the surgery with a very strict regimen of medication 

and gentle physiotherapy to be provided by me. We settled into the basement in an area about 
five feet by five feet blocked off to keep his movement to the minimum. Our routine was soft 

food mixed with antibiotics in the am followed by soft food with pain killers and Anti-
inflammatory pills. Small amounts of water, massage with flexing and stretching his leg muscles 
3 times a day followed by ice packs for the swelling. He had to wear a plastic head collar so as to 

not lick the sutures. We made short trips out in the yard three times a day so he could relieve 
him. First he had diarrhea and them he became constipated. I had to treat him for both and he 

hated to eat the antibiotics. I finally ground them up finely and mixed them carefully in his food 
in order to get him to eat them. The pain killers were so strong that they almost made him 
comatose, so I cut them in half and gave them to him just before bed time. Not sure if he slept 

or passed out. Eight weeks finally passed and we went back to the Surgeon. Buddy had lost 12 
pounds and the Vet was quite pleased as this will be an important factor in his recovery. The 

sutures were removed as was the plastic head collar. We received a new regiment of four sets of 
exercise to be done three times a day. I received video instructions for all the exercise via e-
mail. Three weeks later Buddy and I moved back upstairs as he was now able to carefully 

manage the stairs. We were recently given permission to walk for 25 minutes three times a day 
and we are continuing his therapy. The end is in sight and I can see that my BUDDY is going to 

be able to live a normal and happy life. The end will be reached at the end of July when Buddy 
will regain his freedom and once again will be allowed outside without a leash! – Dave Bennett 

 

 

TWITTERINGS 

-Peter and Doreen Asbil’s 50th anniversary party was well attended and there was lots of fun, 
food and dancing. Word: they received a telephone call from an Elizabeth in U.K…thanks 
Elizabeth Nunn. 



-Very, very sad news: the death of Elizabeth Hamelly Burgoyne on May 13, 2017. This only two 
months after her husband Keith on March 14, 2017. Sincere sympathy to their son Eric. Their 

presence will be sorely missed. 

-Worth a mention again: the walkway into the church just gets lovelier and lovelier each year. 

Thanks to the constant care and deep interest of Claire Dowie and Thelma Ranger.  

-How exciting for Wayne and Helene Tinkler to travel to the Czech Republic to the World Ball 
Hockey tournament to cheer on their daughter Chloe, who was competing on the Canadian 

team. Canada won the Bronze Medal. There was no time to celebrate as Chloe had to return to 
her classes that she teaches in Labrador City. She has a very unique and interesting teaching 

assignment there! Congratulations Chloe and best wishes! 

-Derek and Lois Morris’s granddaughter Marissa Turturo graduated from the college in Columbus 
Georgia with a Master’s Degree in Science, as a sports trainer. Congratulations and best wishes.  

-Jeannie Gravel has returned after a fabulous, fun trip to Ireland. 

-Word from Robert de Fourgerolles that he plans to visit Rawdon in October. He is also delighted 

to announce that his son Antonio became a Chevalier de la Confrérie des Chevaliers du Tastevin 
– Vins de Bourgogne. 

-On Saturday, May 6, early in the morning, amidst the torrential rain, a group of truly dedicated 

souls were seen in the cemetery, raking and hauling away leaves and branches. They were 
working feverously to get it all done. Who were these 13 souls? They were namely Father 

Michael. John Clague, Brent Parkinson, Alan Parkinson, Josh Parkinson, Arthur Parkinson, Kirsten 
Damas, Dave Bennett, Wendy Asbil, Tom Asbil, Doug Asbil, Renee Ruel, and Chloe Asbil. They 

got the job done, drenched, but in less time than ever! Thanks to preparatory work done by 
Brent and Doug, and their insistence that it be done on that day. 

-A visit to the Hudson Village Theatre to see the enjoyable play “Jonas and Barry in the Home” 

took place on June 14th. Travel and restaurant plans were all patiently arranged by Clare and Jim 
Dowie. Thanks! 

-Lois Morris has recovered from a fast trip to the emergency room at Joliette hospital on Friday, 
June 23rd and is now taking pills for the first time in her life.  

NOTE: With this edition of In Touch, Mrs. Verna Asbil Negm has decided to retire from 

her position as Twitterings Editor.  Therefore, on behalf of the In Touch Committee 
and all its readers, we thank you, Verna, for your contributions, not only for 

Twitterings but also for guidance in all matters related to this publication. – Derek 
Morris, Editor. 

 

THE POLE 

If you ever get admitted to the hospital, the first thing that you get is a BED-adjustable and on 

wheels. The second thing you are given is a POLE.  This item goes with you wherever you go in 
the hospital.  If you go for x-rays, the POLE goes with you.  Ditto for consults, surgery, a room 
change and even the bathroom. 

This piece of equipment is a metal POLE about 8’ high with several hooks at the top and wheels 
at the bottom.  Thereupon the nurse, who is in charge of you and the POLE, hangs all manner of 

plastic bags full of various liquids designed to ensure you remain sick as well as one bag that 
may help you recover from whatever ails you.  These bags are then connected through a 
rechargeable battery to miles of plastic pipes that end up attached to various points of your body 

using secure tape.  The rechargeable battery is usually dead from overuse, so a power line is 
plugged into the wall above your head so long as you stay in the tiny 5’ x 8’ room containing 

your bed, the POLE,  a single chair, sink and wastebasket. 



Now it’s time for x-rays so you, your bed on wheels and the POLE on wheels are pushed down 
the hall to the appropriate department, or at some other time, to the bathroom, or surgery 

department.  Next come meal time and the nurse, who incidentally has exclusive control of the 
POLE and of you, gets you up from the wheeled adjustable bed and over to a chair, a table on 

rollers, and, of course, the POLE.  Your three course supper is the same one as lunch because 
it’s St. Jean Baptist Day and only half the staff is on duty, thanks to the owner of the POLE – 
Santé Quebec. 

Just another day in the life of a hospital POLE, folks.  Be sure to read the next issue in In Touch 
for the next story about – THE HOSPITAL BED. – The Editor. 

MEMORIES 

-Too bad some of us can’t ski anymore.  This reminds me of my teenage years out behind 
Heather Lodge, skiing down the ski bowl with a rope tow, eating fries and Pepsi at Pete Mailhot’s 

restaurant.  An old Ford motor powered the ski tow and we all had to pack down the hill on our 
skis before using it. We walked to and from the train through the village and over the dam to 
Frank and Elsie Smith’s house in Masonville for two overnights, dragging our stuff. They kept 

chickens on the upper floor. By Sunday night going home on the two car train you had learned 
the meaning of tired! – Derek Morris 

-A good response to winter and the seemingly unending snowfall is to think of happy 
associations from the past.  I remember when I was 8-9 years old, we lived on the Gaspe 
Peninsula and we were in direct line of sight to the ocean and used to get some really fierce 

blizzards blow in. Snow drifts that were well over my heard (of course, I wasn’t that tall at the 
time).  But I had a fantastic time out playing in the snow and tobogganing on a hill up behind 

the house (I got a toboggan for Christmas the first year we were there).  Plus, any kind of 
snowstorm there almost always meant school was cancelled because the buses couldn’t get 
through. –Fr. Michael 

-One afternoon recently, I caught a little of a TV program about the Iroquois people and their 
beliefs, one of which being “little people”.   This sparked a recollection of being on a bus ride 

when spending summer holidays with grandparents on the Isle of Man.  The bus approached a 
small bridge and it was noticeable that talk on the bus lessened and the men took off their 
headgear.  On being questioned about this, our grandparents informed my sister and myself that 

it was believed that the “wee folk” lived in that area and had to be shown respect. – John Clague 

 

PECANS IN THE CEMETERY   

On the outskirts of a small town, there was a big old pecan tree just inside the cemetery fence. 
One day, two boys filled up a bucketful of nuts and sat down by the tree, out of sight, and began 

dividing the nuts. 

“One for you, one for me, one for you, one for me” said one boy. Several dropped and rolled 

toward the fence. Another boy came riding along the road on his bicycle.  As he passed, he 
thought he heard voices from inside the cemetery, so he slowed down to investigate.  Sure 
enough, he heard, “one for you, one for me, one for you, one for me”. 

He knew just what it was.  He had been going to Sunday school all his life.  He jumped back on 
his bike and rode off.  Just around the bend he met an old man with a cane, hobbling along. 

“Mister, come here quick” said the boy, “you won’t believe what I heard!  Satan and the Lord are 
down at the cemetery dividing up the souls!” 

The man said, “beat it kid, can’t you see it’s hard for me to walk”.  When the boy insisted 
though, the man hobbled slowly to the cemetery. Standing by the fence they heard, “one for 
you, one for me, one for you, one for me.”  The old man whispered, “boy, you’ve been tellin’ me 

the truth.  Let’s see if we can find the Lord!”  Shaking with fear, they peered through the fence, 



yet were still unable to see anything.  The old man and the boy gripped the wrought iron bars of 
the fence tighter and tighter as they tried to get a glimpse of the Lord.  At last they heard “one 

for you, one for me.  That’s all, now let’s go get those two nuts by the fence and we’ll be 
done……” 

They say the old man had the lead for a good half mile before the kid on the bike passed him. 
- found on the Internet 

THE LAST PAGE 

I believe that everyone has a story to tell about their life that may interest others and perhaps 
motivate them to make a lifestyle change. And so, I would like to tell you a bit about my early 

days, especially as they relate to Sundays and church. 

As a young boy, I was sent every Sunday to our Mount Royal United Church where my parents 
belonged.  I recall two things in particular.  One, the minister telling us that when he reached 

the bottom step from where he was giving his sermon, it would be finished and, second, if we 
had memorized the readings that he had given us in Sunday School, we would receive our 

bibles, thus our home now sports two bibles, a huge old family hand-me-down one and my 
personal leather bound signed one. 

Later, in my teenage years, we moved to a very large and well endowed United Church on 

Sherbrooke Street in downtown Montreal which we reached EVERY Sunday by bus and streetcar. 
I was impressed by the huge choir and a mighty organ which I recall with love to this very day.  

Communion was served once a month by tuxedoed men dispensing individual silver cups of 
wine.  I would say that this setting, together with my serving on Sunday evenings at the second 

service as an usher, directing well to do patrons to their named and cushioned pews, together 
with my Sunday school experience instilled in me my love and respect for the church and God 
from that time forward.  I also remember vividly the minister, Dr. Leslie Pigeon interrupting a 

wartime service to announce the sinking of the battleship, HMS Hood, whereupon he ordered the 
singing of “For Those in Peril on The Sea”.  A moment never forgotten! 

In 1955, I married the former Lois Denman at Church of the Ascension and also joined the 
Anglican Communion. We have been members of Christ Church, Rawdon, for almost 25 years 
now. 

So, now let’s turn to today’s Sundays, in the so-called modern age.  Religion banned from 
schools, no children in Sunday school (instead glued to cell phones or TV), whole families out for 

breakfast and then off to the malls, zero thought of church anymore.  A totally different lifestyle.  
Always stressed, running, eating on the run, even in the car, unaware and uncaring of the 
pending closure of the former church they used to attend, and not thinking of what the sadness 

and loss that death will mean to them. And when they go looking for a church to hold some kind 
of service, having no idea of procedures there. 

I PUT IT TO YOU THAT THERE IS SOMETHING WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE.  We who were 
brought up in earlier times know it. 

God is asking us to think about it and maybe, just maybe, we should consider, or re-consider, 

his message: 

COME UNTO ME, ALL WHO ARE HEAVY LADEN, AND I WILL REFRESH YOU. 

Derek Morris, Editor 

 
THE COMMITTEE 

Derek Morris, Editor  Verna Asbil Negm 

Fr. Michael Robson   Brenda Purcell 


