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Awake, glad heart! get up and sing!
It is the birth-day of thy King.
Awake! awake!
The Sun doth shake
Light from his locks, and all the way
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day.
From Christ’s Nativity by Henry Vaughan

Annual General Meeting
Thursday, Feb. 23rd 2017
7:00 pm (6:30 registration)
Bishop Harrington Room
OLPH Parish Centre
635 Tranquille Rd.
Refreshments to follow

Please attend with your
questions and ideas

KPLS Membership
Drive 2016-2017
Please join the Kamloops
Pro- Life Society in the coming
year! Taking out a membership
does not require you to
become active in the cause
(although you certainly can, if
you wish), but it does entitle
you to a vote at our AGM and,
more importantly, it amplifies
our voice in support of the
most vulnerable members of
our society. You can find our
membership form on page 4.
Thank you for your support!

2017 Fundraiser & Silent Auction
Banquet
speaker/program TBA

Saturday, April 29th 2017
OLPH Parish Centre
635 Tranquille Rd.
Kamloops, BC
For ticket info, please call the Pro-Life office at
250-376-4054 or call 778-220-5584

“The

Tiny Foot”

(This true story, which took place almost a century ago near San Francisco, was authored by the attending physician Dr. Frederic
Loomis. It was published in 1939 and appeared in the Focus on the Family newsletter of December 2006. Due to the length of this
narrative, the first part has been summarized thus: Dr. Loomis was faced with a life or death dilemma. In the course of delivering a
breach-positioned baby, he discovered that she had a very deformed leg and foot. His concerns for the family and the child herself
tempted him to allow her to become still-born. But the little one's vigor compelled him to complete the delivery in a timely and
life-affirming manner. As he expected, the emotionally and physically frail mother did suffer greatly, and their financial resources were
severely strained in seeking corrective measures. This caused him much guilt for not having the child die at birth. As time went by, his
connection with the family was lost. The rest of the story is told in Dr. Loomis's own words…)
Through the many years that I have been here, there has developed in our hospital a pretty custom of staging an elaborate Christmas
party each year for the employees, the nurses and the doctors of the staff.
There is always a beautifully decorated tree on the stage of our little auditorium. The girls spend weeks in preparation. We have so
many difficult things to do during the year, so much discipline and so many of the stern realities of life, that we have set aside this one
day to touch upon the emotional and spiritual side. It is almost like going to an impressive church service, as each year we dedicate
ourselves anew to the year ahead.
This past year the arrangement was somewhat changed. The tree, on one side of the stage, had been sprayed with silver paint and was
hung with scores of gleaming silver and tinsel ornaments, without a trace of colour anywhere and with no lights hung upon the tree
itself. It shone but faintly in the dimly lit auditorium.
Every doctor of the staff who could possibly be there was in his seat. The first rows were reserved for the nurses and in a moment the
procession entered, each girl in uniform, each one crowned by her nurse's cap, her badge of office. Around their shoulders were their
blue Red Cross capes, one end tossed back to show the deep red lining.
We rose as one man to do them honour, and as the last one reached her seat and we settled in our places again, the organ began the
opening notes of one of the oldest of our carols.
Slowly down the middle aisle, marching from the back of the auditorium, came 20 other girls singing softly, our own nurses, in full
uniform, each holding high a lighted candle, while through the auditorium floated the familiar strains of Silent Night. We were on our
feet again instantly. I could have killed anyone who spoke to me then, because I couldn't have answered, and by the time they reached
their seats, I couldn't see.
And then a great blue floodlight at the back was turned on very slowly, gradually covering the tree with increasing splendour: brighter
and brighter, until every ornament was almost a flame. On the opposite side of the stage a curtain was slowly drawn, and we saw
three lovely young musicians, all in shimmering white evening gowns. They played very softly in unison with the organ-a harp, a cello
and a violin. I am quite sure I was not the only old sissy there whose eyes were filled with tears.
I have always liked the harp, and I love to watch the grace of a skilful player. I was especially fascinated by this young harpist. She
played extraordinarily well, as if she loved it. Her slender fingers flickered across the strings, and as the nurses sang, her face, made
beautiful by a mass of auburn hair, was upturned as if the world that moment were a wonderful and holy place.
I waited, when the short program was over, to congratulate the chief nurse on the unusual effects she had arranged. And as I sat
alone, there came running down the aisle a woman whom I did not know. She came to me with arms outstretched.
"Oh, you saw her," she cried. "You must have recognized your baby. That was my daughter who played the harp-and I saw you
watching her. Don't you remember the little girl who was born with only one good leg 17 years ago? We tried everything else first, but
now she has a whole artificial leg on that side- but you would never know it, would you? She can walk, she can swim and she can
almost dance.
"But, best of all, through all those years when she couldn't do those things, she learned to use her hands so wonderfully. She is going
to be one of the world's great harpists. She enters the university this year at 17. She is my whole life, and she is so happy...and here
she is!"
As we spoke, this sweet young girl had quietly approached us, her eyes glowing, and now she stood beside me. "This is your first
doctor, my dear-our doctor," her mother said. Her voice trembled. I could see her literally swept back, as I was, through all the years
...continued on next page...

of heartache to the day when I told her what she had to face. "He was the first one to tell me about
you. He brought you to me."
Impulsively I took the child in my arms. Across her warm young shoulder I saw the creeping clock of the
delivery room 17 years before. I live again those awful moments when her life was in my hand, when I
had decided on deliberate infanticide.
I held her away from me and looked at her.
"You never will know, my dear," I said. "You never will know, nor will anyone else in all the world, just
what tonight has meant to me. Go back to your harp for a moment, please-and play Silent Night for me
alone. I have a load on my shoulders that no one has ever seen, a load that only you can take away."
Her mother sat beside me and quietly took my hand as her daughter played. Perhaps she knew what
was in my mind. And as the last strains of Silent Night faded again, I think I found the answer, and the
comfort, I had waited for, for so long.

DID YOU KNOW…??

Can You Help ??

...at 7 months, the baby in-utero opens and closes his/her
eyelids & looks around! Despite the little one's watery surroundings, there is no need for goggles!

You Decide... We appreciate your positive responses to our newsletters and
hope that you will continue to find them
informative. However, if you no longer
wish to receive them, or to be phoned re:
our events, please kindly let us know at
the office. Call 376-4054 or email us at
kamloopsprolife@gmail.com
VIDEO NIGHT
"Euthanasia Deception"
Produced by Euthanasia Prevention Coalition and
sponsored by OLPH Catholic Women's League.
Come to be informed on this life and death issue!
Tuesday, Jan. 24, 6:30 pm at OLPH Parish Centre
Refreshments following
Admission is FREE!

They say: "We need to rid society of unwanted
suffering through abortion and euthanasia." They
mean: "We need to rid society of the inconvenient
life of the unwanted person, through abortion or
euthanasia."
We say: "We need to rid society of insensitivity
toward the devalued person through fostering
recognition of his/her intrinsic worth."

Yes! Independent Grocers honours our grocery
slips just as Extra Foods did. So, please save your slips (also collect them
from family members and friends) and hand them in to 331 Maple St.
(bag them, slide them through the mail slot) or to OLPH Church. It's a
wonderful way to help us pay our bills!

~ IN LOVING MEMORY ~

If you

are asked to make a donation to your
favourite charity in lieu of flowers, please
consider a gift to the Kamloops Pro Life
Society. Also, you may wish to remember
our organization in your will. Your support is a great blessing to us!

VIGIL FOR LIFE by Domenica Spina
40 Days for Life/Choose Life Kamloops was an incredible time of prayer, peaceful presence, and the powerful message about the tragic realities of abortion,
euthanasia, and assisted suicide. About 200 individuals from churches across
Kamloops and outlying areas gathered at Sacred Heart Cathedral from Sept. 28
to Nov. 6, 2016 every day, praying inside and outside for 3 hours, and the power
of prayer was made visible in our community. Participants stood outside in rain
or shine with rosaries and signs of Choose Life in hand because of their love for
all life and the importance and dignity of every human being. Every Catholic
parish in Kamloops along with the Prolife Society came together to organize and
plan for these 40 days for life and be present for each day. Some individuals
came every day! This was the first outside 40-day vigil that Kamloops has
organized and we were very blessed to see so many people come together,
including Bishop Joseph of the Kamloops Diocese and many other clergy. We
cannot know the outcome of those lives we may have touched through our
prayers and silent witness or of those who may have had a change of heart
throughout the 40 days, but we trust and know that God alone does.
“He will wipe away every tear from their eyes. There will be no more death or
mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things has passed away. He who
was seated on the throne said, ‘I am making everything new!’“ Rev. 21: 4-5a

Living, Suffering, and Dying—What for?
Christians find answers to these questions in the Gospel. It is there that they understand they are not the masters, but the stewards of
their life. It is there that Christ nourishes their hope in the Resurrection and eternal life…
“Yes, God’s work is a work of love: He wants to share his life with every human person, and for all eternity… Each human being is offered
the possibility of living with God and for God. That is where we find our happiness and the fulfillment of our lives…
“Everything in our ordinary life can become an occasion for an extraordinary encounter. It is there that God awaits us patiently, wishing
to share with us each moment of our lives, and to give it a divine meaning…
“Throughout his or her life, each baptized person is called to be another Christ – Christ the Servant who walks with his friends and helps
them to rise to their challenges, supporting them at the time of their suffering so that they remain courageous until the natural end of
their lives. For Christians, this is the real meaning of “aid in dying”: it is aid in living until the day when God invites his child to come home.
This call to compassion, to responsibility, to fraternity and to solidarity is also always a call to serve the suffering Christ. Christ who is
recognized and loved in each ill person who is afraid, who feels alone, impoverished, diminished, overwhelmed, anguished, abandoned…
“No, suffering is not useless. And it does not diminish human dignity. Hanging on the wood of the cross, disfigured, unrecognizable, Christ
was not undignified. At the time of our own suffering and death, we do not lose our dignity. Human dignity depends neither on the
quality of our lives nor on our autonomy. It finds its source in God, who created us in his image and likeness and who calls each of us to
live and die in the manner of Christ – to bring the world back to Him.”
(excerpt from Euthanasia and Assisted Suicide: Why Not? authored by the Catholic Organization for Life and the Family.)

President's Message
Typically, the fall season's pro-life pace is steady, with LifeChain, two newsletters, and fundraising as the main events. However, this
year's initiation of the 40 Day Choose Life prayer witness brought us new vigor and purpose. We are deeply indebted to the Sacred Heart
Catholic Women’s League, especially Kathy Dahl and Domenica Spina for their exceptionally detailed and very effective organization of
this vigil. Please read Domenica's article included in this publication.
We give thanks to God and to all who attended LifeChain and/or the prayer vigil, who faithfully support us with prayer or purse, and
especially to Linda Cameron who tirelessly fundraises via coupon book sales.
For those of you who mark the Advent season, may your faith be strengthened through your personal sacrifices. For all of us, may
our celebration of the birth of Christ bring joy and peace.
Blessings this Christmas,
Garry

In order for receipts to be issued for the 2016 year, donations must be received in our mailbox by Dec. 30, 2016.
Please allow 5 business days for postal delivery.

