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Dear friends & family, 

This year I decided to compile a list of beloved fellow-sojourners to send one of those 
12-month time capsules that my parents used to mail out when I was little. I remember 
sitting around the table sticking embossed gold seals on the outsides of all the 
envelopes, exchanging covert looks with Kirsten that said, “Why are we doing this?” 
Now, in my thirties, I recognize more than ever the value of having witnesses to your 
life. 



What gives a life meaning? For many on my list of adored people, it’s marriage or 
babies. And, as the Anglican liturgy reminds us, “In the midst of life we are in death.” 
So, there are those milestones too. I have grieved with some of you this year when you 
lost loved ones. I came to funerals, weddings, and baby showers when I could, and felt 
very sorry about the ones I missed.  

There are some other milestones not given the same limelight. We recognize, on a 
smaller scale, the medium ones like moving (haven’t done that in 12 years) or 
becoming debt-free (did that last year, yay!).  
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And then there are the true shadows. IVF treatments…I’ve been honoured to walk 
with several dear friends through fertility journeys as a prayer partner, companion 
tear-shedder, and joy-sharer when the journey ended happily. How about landing back 
in chemo, when you thought you had won. Or a sobriety milestone, when you thought 
you were lost. And then there are breakups; yes, those are marker-moments too. Not 
the teenage kind. The “I’ve done this so many times and I thought I’d finally found my 
person” kind. If you shared a sorrow with me this year, know that I treasured your 
confidence. Know that I vividly remember and honour your experience. I consider it a 
privilege to be part of your journey. 

milestones...



For myself, I’ve clocked meaningful milestones and precious life-moments this year 
that others might overlook because they’re not in The Canon of Big Ones. More and 
more, I’ve found my definition of friendship shaped by two values: noticing, and 
showing up. Showing up on days when I love living alone and host a wine & cheese 
night. Showing up on days when I hate living alone, to help me purge or deep-clean. 
Showing up to something you may think is ridiculous—like a fancy ball in honour of 
my birthday. Noticing and caring that I’m upset by something you secretly think is no 

big deal. Or traveling with me! If you have shown up for me this year, you cannot 
know just how much it meant. Relationships are the lush and luxurious fabric of my 
life, and a source of endless joy. Thank you. 

Joyful, joyful, we adore thee… 

I see the face of Jesus Christ in the loving people who fill up my life. If God isn’t a 
central or comfortable part of yours, well…whether you like it or not, your Creator’s 
fingerprints are all over you. And I think that’s pretty cool. So, whether you’re like the 
Christ who knelt down in messy situations and washed people’s feet, or the Christ 
who charged into unjust situations to bring about much-needed change, I am grateful 
to know you. 

And now for some 2018 highlights! I chose the theme of “surprise,” so let’s see where 
this goes. 
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What surprised me in 2018? 

How much I cared about 
1. Two trees outside my window that got cut down from our courtyard. Small as 

they were, I realized how much they impacted my view, my privacy, and the 
sound of birdsong in the morning. 

2. Vancouver’s municipal election. I credit America’s political circus, which has 
exponentially increased my attention span for researching such things. 

How willing I was to 
1. Stick with a job, and really truly love it, no matter how much it might challenge 

me or tempt me to over-work. I’m grateful for what my past breakdowns have 
taught me about work/life balance, and equally grateful for the soul-shrinking 
jobs that helped me discern the vocational direction I have today.  
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2. Sleep in a tent on the ground. Dad says I did this once as an infant, but I don’t 
believe him – I maintain this was my virgin experience. It was one night only, 
with terrific equipment on loan to protect me from too much “roughing-it 
trauma.”  

Unusual opportunities to impact marriages that aren’t my own 
1. July wedding: Being one of just three people from the mother’s side, which 

made me feel like my presence mattered in a tangible way. 
2. October wedding: Giving my spare bedroom to the bride-to-be, who sought my 

help so her fiancé could move into their new home without them having to live 
together before saying “I do.” 

3. December wedding: I introduced the couple! On a gut feeling (proven to be my 
most trustworthy tool), I asked them both if they’d like to meet up on a blind 
date. They were engaged a few months later. 



Some bizarre “firsts” 
1. Leading a worship team with my dad as an instrumentalist – as he put it, “oh 

how the tables have turned.” 
2. Swallowing an oyster. Never again, but I’m grateful to Greg & Bev for the novel 

experience! 
3. Dressing up as Fraulein Maria and yodelling onstage while a chorus of children 

operated “puppet” adults (okay, you’re right…me doing that is not bizarre). 

I am capable of hobbies! (recovering workaholic) 
1. Wine club 
2. Tap dancing 
3. Enneagram podcasts 

Age & life-stage milestones 
1. My first nephew, to whom I’ll forever be grateful for making me an auntie, is 

suddenly a teenager. It’s sobering to know we’ll never get the toddler years 
back. Yes, I appreciated his input this year on which summer dress was cool 
enough for me to buy…but he also helped me pick a fabulous pair of jeans 
when he was six, and he was easier to tickle then. 

2. More and more of my friends and peer-aged relatives are losing parents. Please, 
God, let this not be the life stage I’m in. 
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One last thing that didn’t fit a category (and has absolutely nothing to do with the 
fancy photos above): I started cooking with new vegetables this year, like radishes and 
zucchini and brussels sprouts. That was cool. Quelle adult! And yay farmers’ markets! 

If you enjoyed reading these highlights anywhere near as much as I enjoyed 
experiencing them, I’m glad. If you didn’t read them (or didn’t enjoy them), I still love 
you. 

Happy Christmas and Joyous New Year. Magnificat anima mea Dominum. 

Love, 

 

Musical accompaniments to this letter, a.k.a. musicians I support: 

Stephanie Ratcliff, “Home” 
Dan Squires a.k.a. Dartypan, “Dartypanfried” 
Bre McDaniel, “Howl” 

All I want for Christmas: 

A gift for Inner Hope Youth Ministries, to fund their support of 
East Vancouver’s most vulnerable families.

Fancy 

Friends 

https://stephanieratcliff.bandcamp.com/track/home
https://open.spotify.com/track/0i8gidEefhqV6Bnm9iwj3b
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=87CNrL9nwls
http://www.innerhope.ca/

