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Making a Joyful Noise Unto the Lord 

 
Standing left: Jack Allen, William Bartucci; seated L to R: Alyssa Bartucci, Cole Allen, Julia Hadley, Hannah Allen, 
 Paul Carter with daughter Michaela, Paul-Philippe Goernert, Ben Allen.  Background: Dave Blizzard. Head, Judith Austen. 

 
 

Are you ready for a new beat to the music at some of our church services?   
 

As you can see in the picture, the Sunday School children and Youth Group members have a new project: 
to develop new music skills.  This is happening under the excellent tutelage of Sean Mayes, a graduate in 
Music Education from McGill (and former organist and choirmaster at a West Island church). Sean will be 
working with our youth and children over the course of the coming year, helping them to realize their 

music potential as they develop community through music. 
 
At a recent service, the young musicians led the congregation in “Siyahamba,” an African hymn, singing 
and playing “djembes” (African drums) and other rhythm instruments. Sean is teaching them new ways to 

make music such as “call and response” – an African percussion technique.  They will participate in the 
upcoming Gift of Music and the Lessons and Carols Service.  Stay tuned! 
 

 



From the Rector’s Desk 
 

 
 
The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light; those who dwelt in a land of 

deep darkness, on them has light shined. 

 Isaiah 9:2 

 
Is the darkness darker now? Are November winds more bleak than ever? I suppose 

that like many of us, I forget how dark winter feels until it descends upon us each year. On the 
Feast of Christ the King, I asked the Sunday School to name the liturgical colour for the season 
of Advent. A boy gave his best calculated guess, ‘ Euhhh…black?’ He spoke from the gut. It is a 
gloomy time of year. If you were from the Southern hemisphere I suppose you would have a 
different approach to it! But for us, the dark strikes deep during Advent. It is black, and it is 
bleak, especially in places where there is no trace of ambient light. And it can be dangerous too. 
 
Perhaps you heard recently about the Inuit father and son who were stuck out in a blizzard for 
two days and two nights. Since the snow was not yet right for igloo building, they had nothing 
better than some protection on the leeward side of their immobilized snowmobile. The wind and 
the snow kept blowing, nothing but flat white in the short hours of day, and flat black by long, 
long night. Death loomed. They used their satellite phone to call and wish their family goodbye. 
From desperate thoughts on that second night, they somehow both resolved that they would 
live.  
 
Then, in the early morning of the third day, help came, and the two men were returned to 
warmth, shelter, and light. Perhaps an Advent ‘light shining in the darkness’ is one searchlight, 
barely a pinprick at first, but surely, yes definitely, getting brighter, refusing to give up 
searching out a few lost souls clinging to life. Most Inuit communities are faithfully Anglican; I 
imagine, though I do no know, that there would have been strong collective prayers pouring out 
into the night. Can you imagine that dawn? I think about it first before any hints of rose or 
smoky gold appeared, just that first pure, cold blue. Perhaps that is Advent blue: a blue that is 
almost pre-hope, or a hope that is more resolve than expectation. 
 
Perhaps the underlying colour of Advent is black. Only out of the blackness can the blue dawn 
appear, and the touch of rose eventually glimmer through. Many of us have known dark times 
lately. Even those young or lucky enough to be somewhat untouched by seasons of darkness 
have only to take note of harsh circumstances around the planet to know how much we need 
the rescue of a God of life. One streak of blue on the far horizon, one brightening searchlight – 
we set our sights on them. Let this Advent season be a time of prayers that go out into the night 
to those who need them most. May God’s light dawn for us and for all.   

 

 
 



 

Upcoming Christmas Services  

and Events 
 

 
The Gift of Music: Sunday December 8th at; 7pm. at Paroisse Saint-

Lambert, 41 Lorne.  Freewill offering 
 

White Gift Sunday: Sunday December 8th. Bring a gift for a boy or girl, woman or man. Please leave 

your gift unwrapped or indicate clearly on the wrapping for whom the gift is suitable. 

  

Lessons and Carols: Sunday, December 22nd, at 10am. Carols sung by the choir and a chance for 

you to sing along as well. Get in the spirit! 

 

Christmas Services       
4pm Christmas Eve: Tuesday, December 24th, at 4pm. Family Eucharist with the Men’s          

Christmas Choir and help from the Sunday School in telling the Christmas story. (See info below) 
This service is a tradition at St Barnabas, for young and old. 

 
11pm Christmas Eve: Tuesday, December 24th, at 11 pm. Midnight mass, a reflective way 

to begin Christmas day. 

 
NOTE: No service on Christmas Day 

 

 

 
Sunday School Pageant 

 

Do you have any angels, sheep or shepherds in your house??  If so, 
perhaps they would like to join with the Sunday school in the telling of the Christmas 
story at the 4pm service on December 24th.  All children are welcome to join in.  

Practices will be held at Sunday School during the 10am service on Sunday, December 
7th and Sunday, December 22nd/ 

 
 

 

 

Christmas Baskets                                                       
This year St Barnabas will prepare and deliver Christmas baskets to 30 families. 

We hope that you have been keeping up with the weekly requests in the church 
Sunday bulletin for specific items you can donate. If not, please be generous in 
bringing in food, household supplies, toys, money etc.  Speak to Heather 

MacDonald, coordinator for this project, for specific suggestions of what more is 
needed.  Heather also needs volunteers to help pack the baskets starting 
Wednesday, December 18th from 10 am on and drivers to deliver them on 
Friday, December 20th, starting at 11am. 
 

 



 
I’ll be home for Christmas, you can count onI’ll be home for Christmas, you can count onI’ll be home for Christmas, you can count onI’ll be home for Christmas, you can count on me … me … me … me …    
Christmas Eve will find me, where the music’s best!Christmas Eve will find me, where the music’s best!Christmas Eve will find me, where the music’s best!Christmas Eve will find me, where the music’s best!    

    
‘Twas the night before Christmas when all through the house 

All the men were gathered round, but minus their spouse 

Their notes were well practiced, their red ties were on 

All that remained was to start up the song. 

 

The 24
th
 annual gathering of the Prince of Peace Choir will soon be here, and we sincerely hope that you will 

be there.  Consider bringing a friend along to join the fun.  Remember, no previous experience is needed. 

The requirements are simple.  One rehearsal will be held on Sunday December 22
nd
 at approx. 11:45am and 

then you should arrive around 3:15pm on Christmas Eve for a little warm-up and some last minute instructions. 

What to wear – blue blazer, grey pants, and red tie (or anything else that you feel may be appropriate for the 

season). 

For more information or to RSVP, please contact Andrew Louson (450-671-7480) or Laura Prince (450-671-

3548).  By e-mail: ljprince@videotron.ca 

 

    
    

Parish News 
Fall Harvest Luncheon  
St Barnabas fall luncheon and bake sale took place on Saturday, October 19th.  Diners feasted on a 
delicious lunch of baked ham, homemade scalloped potatoes and vegetables, with apple upside-down 
cake for dessert.  There were enough left-overs to feed the Meals-on Wheels crowd the next day. 

The bake table stretched the length of Memorial Hall and was laden with delectable goodies, most of 
which were snapped up by eager customers. In total, the event netted $1200, about the same as last 
year.   Thanks to Wendy Beausoleil and her crew for all their work.

 

Oktoberfest 
. 

 
The youth group held an Oktoberfest BBQ with sausages and 
drinks after the service on October 27th. This event proved very 

popular with young and old alike and contributed to the Youth 
Group’s fundraising pot. They are collecting to contribute to the 
Primate’s fund for a special purchase – a bicycle ambulance. 
(Ask Them!) 

 
 



 

 
Masquerade 
The Youth Group also organized a special fun event at St Barnabas on November 8th, Masquerade. Those 
who attended all turned up in costume, some quite spectacular according to some who attended. (Sorry 
no photos are available at print time) The evening included music, appetizers and drinks.  Perhaps the 

beginning of a new St Barnabas tradition. 

 
Men’s Group Annual Roast Beef Dinner  
This annual event on Saturday, November 16th .  featured delicious roast beef with baked potatoes and 
veggies, and of course the excellent salad bar. Dessert was apple or cherry pie with whipped cream for 

those not on a diet. Special guest was Barbara Brown’s son, Michael, with his wife, Headdy and their 2 
daughters, Elisa and Michelle. They have just moved to Montreal from Nepal after living in many places all 
over the world. Barbara is delighted to finally have a son living close by.  
Thanks to all the men who worked hard and did such a good job on this event. 

   
 

 
Kitchen crew: Jim Grant, Jack 

Allen and Paul Bonnell      
              It was the usual full house for the roast beef dinner     
  
                                                                                                                                              (photos by Andrew Staples) 

Afternoon Guild Hosts Nancy Wood 
Nancy Wood, CBC-Montreal late night news anchor, recently was invited to speak at the monthly meeting 
of the St Barnabas Afternoon Guild. Nancy talked about her typical schedule in the CBC newsroom, how 
she got started in this business, and answered questions from the floor. She was a most interesting guest. 

               
    Nancy Wood                                    Afternoon Guild Executive:  Muriel Martin, Treasurer; 

                                                          Shirley Kinsey, President; Pat Ford, Secretary. 



 St Barnabas 11th Annual Golf Tournament and Dinner                     
                                                                                                                                                       

On a beautiful Sunday in September, 8 teams of 4 golfers teed off to compete for the cup (first prize)and 
the horns (not first prize). Golfers were joined for dinner in Memorial Hall where lots of prizes were given 
out to the golfers and also to those who won door prizes. Thanks to the organizers, especially Charles and 
Betty Poulton, and the cooks, YaSin and Trevor Ingram.  A fun event for all. 

 
First Place Team:  Ron Harrison, Stephanie Harrison, Lisa Harrison, Adam Griffiths  Score 32 – 3 birdies 
 
Second Place Teams (tied): Glenn Smith, Trevor Ingram, Steve Manley, Steve Burke – Score 34 
                                        Stephen Sharp, Ingrid Sharp, Jane Lawrence, Dave Sharp 

 
Third Place Team:  Eardley Dowling, Dale Pozer, Edgar Hay-Ellis, Sidney Hubbard 
 
Most Honest Team: Jim Gardner, Graham Bourne, Jadeth Pierre-Antoine, Dany Pierre-Antoine 
 
Longest Drive Ladies: Ingrid Sharp                     Closest to pin #3: Brian O’Malley  
                    Men:  Dale Pozer                           Closest to pin #6: Ron Harrison 
Straightest Drive: Frances Best                           Most Birdies: Harrison Team        

 
First Place Team:  The Blue Machine                   

 

 
 
 

They practiced putting! 

 
 

Second Place Team (missing Sean Manley)                          Second Place Team (tied) 

 
 
Charles & Betty Poulton                Third Place Team                                                 The Cooks 

                                  
 

 



 

 

Finding our Focus 
with 

The Natural Church Development Program 

 
1. What is Natural Church Development? 
        NCD (as it is commonly called) is an international initiative designed to identify and strengthen 
eight key elements of parish life that determine its ability to be healthy and grow. 

 
2. Why are we preparing to introduce this diagnostic program to St 

Barnabas church at this time? 
        To learn answers to the following questions: How healthy is the parish? 
                                                                          How can we realize our potential to grow? 

                                                                               What are the barriers to growth? 
       

3. Who will be invited to participate in the survey? 
        A random selection of 30 parishioners (from different age groups) who are active in the life of the parish. 
           We would love to have everyone participate but alas, this will not be possible. We will, however, be                                                
needing reserves, so if you are particularly keen to do the survey, please speak to Anne Dijkman, 
450-466-3338,  or Paul Bonnell. 

 

 

Memories 
Here is a piece written by Chris Hayball, a niece of Meriel Worrall, who many of you will remember as a 
longtime member of our parish. Chris shares her observations and thoughts on a return visit to St 
Barnabas and St Lambert. Enjoy! 

 
COMING HOME 

They say that you can’t go home again.  But I managed to defy popular wisdom and do just that a few 
weeks ago.  At least, it felt that way. 

The congregation on Sunday, October 20 was not large, perhaps 30 souls.  So I’m sure that I stuck out 
like a sore thumb there.  I was the stranger sitting on the left-hand side, right on the aisle about half way 
back.  And during the coffee gathering afterwards, I was the one clutching the flowers.  Of course, rushing 
in just as the processional was finishing did not help me to blend in, either!  But I didn’t feel like a 

stranger at all. 
 
I started life in St. Lambert, and at St. Barnabas, but we moved away to Toronto when I was just a 

toddler.  However, we came back to visit at every opportunity, as all of my Mom’s family (the Darleys) 
were still in St. Lambert.  Growing up, every summer holiday and every March school break was spent in 
“St. L.”, and if the visit went over a Sunday, my Mom always took me to church at St. Barnabas.  
Christmases in St. Lambert were extra-special, and always included the Christmas Eve service (as soon as 

I was old enough to stay up that late).  During university, I always made sure that my summer jobs 
ended in time for me to get to the Fete de Saint-Lambert in late August.  And as an adult, my cars knew 
the way along Hwy 401, Hwy 20, and over the Champlain Bridge all by themselves, they had done the trip 

so often.  So even though I don’t actually remember living at 440 Riverdale (or screaming all through my 
christening!), St. Lambert and St. Barnabas have always felt like home. 
 
I hadn’t been to St. Barnabas for over 20 years, so when I found myself in town that weekend and free on 

Sunday morning, I just had to come.  A few things had changed ... some pews had been removed, the 
wooden panels in the narthex looked new, the font had been moved (didn’t it used to be at the back?), 
and parts of the service were in French!  But none of the essential things that had always made St. 
Barnabas special had changed at all.  The beautiful stained glass windows (not just decorative memorials, 

but welcome distractions to help a youngster endure the sermon – I always liked the RCAF window), and 
the wonderful organ with the plaque remembering Canon Stevens, were just as I remembered.  The place 
even smelled familiar.  But best of all was the warmth and fellowship of the people. I really appreciate the 



folks who spoke to me afterwards, remembering my family from years ago and giving me such a warm 

“welcome back”.  That’s what really made me feel at home! 
 
The day before was entirely devoted to “going home”.  Three of my cousins and I spent the day walking 
around St. Lambert, visiting all the houses that the Darley family had ever lived in.  We began where the 

family began, on Victoria just above Jean Coutu.  (This house was actually demolished a number of years 
ago, and only an empty lawn remains, but all the other houses were alive and well.)  We then continued 
in a logical walking sequence, from one end of town to the other (going in chronological order would have 
required zig-zagging back and forth across town several times).  There were houses on Prince Arthur, 

Edison (twice), Union, Upper Edison, Green, Oak, Pine, Riverdale, Merton, and Sanford.  (We skipped two 
other houses, as they were too far out of the way.) 
 

At each house we shared all sorts of memories; most were our own, from having lived or visited there, 
while a few were bits of family legend from before our time.  Hilarious episodes, momentous occasions, a 
few tearful moments, all kinds of things that had transformed these houses into homes over the years.  
The Christmas plum pudding that fell off the plate onto the tablecloth, still blazing merrily with a brandy-

fuelled blue flame.  Learning to ride a bike, just in time to be able to ride in St. Lambert’s 100th 
anniversary parade.  Big kitchens, secret cupboards, beautiful gardens.  Being whisked off to hospital by 
ambulance with suspected scarlet fever.   Watching from the roof as the R-100 flew overhead.  The 

infamous pressure cooker which could not be opened once the pot roast was done, eventually being 
thrown in the garbage, a delicious dinner entombed forever inside a stainless steel vault.  Deaths of family 
members, and pets.  Sunday tea parties.  Three quarters of a century recounted and relived in an 
afternoon.  And it was amazing how many of those memories involved food! 

 

Besides looking at all the family homes, I had a good look at the Village too.  My last visit to St. Lambert 
had been in 2006, and I noticed a few changes since then.  Victoria Avenue looked great!  No more traffic 

lights, just nice civilized stop signs at Green and Prince Arthur.  And planters full of flowers all along the 
sidewalks.  The Place du Village had had a make-over.  Outlining the location of the original town hall in 
contrasting paving stones is brilliant!  The handsome red brickwork on Taylor’s had been cleaned up, 
beautifully highlighting the two distinct original buildings (much nicer than hiding them behind the single 

modern facade that I remembered).  I was glad to see the cenotaph across from the Post Office restored 
after the vandalism some years ago, a dignified black stone tablet with engraved names replacing the 
bronze. 

Some businesses had disappeared years ago, the present occupants of the premises holding no meaning 
for me, but the buildings still stirred memories as I walked past.  Buying penny candy at Bert’s as a kid, 
and stocking up on a whole dollar’s worth of a particular delicacy that could not be obtained in Toronto 

(hopefully enough to last until my next St. Lambert visit, if rationed carefully).  Being sent on an errand to 
the Rainbow to buy a “pain de fesse” for lunch (bread in St. Lambert was always much more interesting 
than what we normally ate).  Walking over to Hartley’s for ice cream after dinner on a hot summer 

evening.  (There’s that recurring theme of food again!)  Incidentally, “Maple-Walnut” may be a popular 
flavour of ice cream to you, but to me it will always be part of a recital of street names, rattled off as a 
youngster to my Mom in an effort to convince her that I could find my way from Sanford down 
Desaulniers to the Village and back again all by myself, without getting lost! 

 
While Sunday found me “at home” in St. Barnabas and Saturday found me “at home” all over town, the 
main reason for my visit was a homecoming of another sort, accomplished on Friday.  Sometimes, home 

is not so much about a place, as it is about simply being in the company of loved ones.  On Friday, I 
brought my aunt home, to be with her parents and sisters in Mount Royal Cemetery.  Circumstances had 
led Peggy to leave St. Lambert (her home for 87 years) in 2006, and move to Burlington, Ontario.  She 
died there this past August.  With the burial of her ashes, she was now home again, not quite in St. 

Lambert, but home with her family. 
 
I’m not sure when my next trip back might be, to either St. Lambert or St. Barnabas, or for what reason.  
But until then, I’ll savour this last visit.  It was lovely to be home again. 
By Chris Hayball 
 

Contributors to this edition of Update: The Reverend Gwenda, Wendy Beausoleil, Laura Prince, Heather 

MacDonald, Charles Poulton, Guy Tombs, Andrew Staples, Anne Dijkman, Chris Hayball, Mary O’Malley. 


