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Our Beloved Father Jim Clara Ho 

Since Father Jim passed away on March 20, 
2006,. life slowly returned to normal for us, the 
parish youth, who loved him so fervently. Stu- 
dents stressed over final exams and about going 
into University. Oilers fans cheered our team all 
the way to the Stanley Cup Finals. The annual 
parish youth camp took place this past weekend 
and we all met new friends and had a great time. 
But the difference is that many things we do are 
now deeply rooted in his and our strong belief in 
the importance of unity, family, and prayer. We 
try harder to get to know the new youth in our par- 
ish and make them feel welcome. We make sure 
we make time for our family, even with our busy 
schedules. We take the time to thank God and 
pray, and to be thankful for what we have. We 
think of Father Jim and how he would be proud to 
see us making an extra effort to be better Chris- 
tians. He left us three simple words, but a power- 
ful message to carry out. But even to this day, it's 
hard to believe that he is actually gone. 

It is a clichk to sum up the loss we feel by 
stating that you really don't know what you've got 
until it's gone. But this has never been truer, espe- 
cially in my case. I have been on the YAG execu- 
tive team since 2001 and had worked closely with 
Father Jim for five years, ever since he first came 
to our Parish. My first impression of him was that 
his homilies were rather long and confusing, but 
he was kind and extremely knowledgeable. I liked 
that he wanted to get involved with our youth 
group. But I didn't make any real attempts to get 
to know him better when he first amved. In fact, 
when I first started out on the executive team as 
treasurer, I dreaded most of our executive meet- 
ings because I knew Father Jim would be there to 
have us work on YAG's Constitution! I always 
complained about how boring it was, without any 
regard for all of Father Jim's hard work into put- 
ting the Constitution together. 

As I became more comfortable with being on 
the executive team, and more familiar with my 
role as Treasurer and later on as President, I began 
to see the value in Father Jim's input and involve- 
ment with the Young Adults Group. He often gave 
us poems, prayers, stories he had saved through- 
out the years, or newspaper clippings he thought 
we would be interested in, to share with the rest of 
the group. He was a wealth of knowledge when - - - 

we needed help preparing for spiritual discussions. 
He also had some great stories growing up in the 
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states. We learned that he lost his parents at a 
young age, and that he'd taught in various places 
all over North America. Father Jim was very 
proud of his Native ancestry, and during one of 
our YAG exec meetings, he showed us a picture 
of himself wearing an elaborate Indian chief head- 
dress, sitting cross-legged (and shirtless!) with a 
huge grin on his face. As we got to know him bet- 
ter, he would feel more comfortable with us as 
well. Where he used to sit back and watch our 
YAG activities, he slowly started joining in on 
discussions and even our games like the Human 
Knot, and Red Rover. When I went on an ex- 
change to France for half a year, Father Jim would 
email me and keep me in loop on what was going 
on with YAG, and wish me a safe trip before each 
trip I took. I didn't have to worry about writing 
formally because it was like writing to a friend. 

One of my favorite memories of Father Jim 
occurred during one of the 'Meet-the-Pastor' ses- 
sions in the Parish House, when a small group of 
us joined a larger group of adults to ask Father 
Jim any questions we so desired. The atmosphere 
was quite serious, many participants opting to 
pose more pressing questions about anything from 
finances to Sunday school. When it was my turn 
to speak, I asked, "Did you ever have a girl- 
friend?" All the youths burst out laughing, but I 
could tell by the looks of some of the people in the 
room that they could not believe I had the audac- 
ity to ask such an inappropriate question! And a 
question having nothing to do with our parish, no 
less! He told us he'd had a small crush when he 
was a young boy and left it at that, which led me 
to believe that I might have embarrassed him. But 
at the end of the session, he came up to our small 
group and secretly told us her name! Later on, he 
told me he was happy that I'd asked him that 
question because it showed that I actually wanted 
to get to know him as a person, and not only as a 
pastor. 

Father Jim's funny stories and friendly man- 
ner made him very approachable, and we were 
never afraid to speak our minds or tell him our 
concerns. And though he was our spiritual advi- 
sor, he let us make our own decisions, our own 
mistakes, and gave us time to learn from them. 
For this, we will always be thankful for we had 
learned to become independent and responsible 
leaders on our own. 



At times, I am in disbelief that Father Jim is 
gone and I half expect him to be up on the altar 
when I come in (late) for mass, or taking a seat at 
0 u i - y ~ ~  meetings. I used to feel tears spring to 
my eyes immediately anytime anyone so much 
as mentioned his name. But when I think about 
Father Jim now, I no longer cry or mull over any 
regrets of not getting to know him better while 

he was still here with us on earth. Instead, I re- 
flect on the goodness he brought into our com- 
munity and the kindness and understanding he 
exuded and taught us to share with one another. 
And mostly, I think about how no matter if I was 
feeling jubilant, stressed, or unmotivated, Father 
Jim would always be there to give me a hug and 
a warm, encouraging smile. 

Father Jim Pulcheria Kan 

Father Jim was very special to me. He 
was almost a 2nd father figure. Whenever I was 
around him I felt very loved because he would 
treat me as a friend, instead of just a young pa- 
rishioner. Whenever I encountered problems in 
life, Fr. Jim would always offer me advice and 
comfort. One of the main connections between 
Fr. Jim and I was the sacrament of reconciliation. 
Every month, I would go to him for confession. 
Everytime, he would enrich my spiritually by 
explaining a lot about aspects catechism that I 
didn't understand, or just about being a Christian 
in general. Through him, my relationship with 
God strengthened. When I failed to do something 
right or to improve my mistakes, Fr Jim would 
always understand and encourage me to try 
again. 

One thing that I loved to do with Fr. Jim 
was alter serve during 9:30 am mass. During that 
time, it was almost as if we had an invisible bond 
between us. I always knew what he would do and 
I would become accustomed to it. It was the little 
things like after communion, he would always 
want me to pour all of the water into the cup and 
how when he read he would always switch 
glasses. Everything felt familiar and it was al- 
most routine for me. Whenever Fr Jim was away 
for a few weeks and another priest would tempo- 
rarily replace him, everything would feel so for- 
eign because I was so use to the way Fr. Jim did 
things. However, after I became the church or- 
ganist, I had to stop alter serving. I missed it a lot 
but I thought that maybe later on, I would get the 
chance to alter serve with Fr Jim again. That 
chance didn't come again. 

When I had first heard that Fr. Jim had 
become ill, I did think much of it. I told myself 
that it was only the flu and Fr Jim would come 
through. But then a few weeks later, I heard from 
my mother that Father Jim had become so ill that 
he could no longer celebrate mass every week. I 
began to worry but I still thought in the mindset 
that he was going to be ok and soon enough eve- 

rything would be back to normal. A few times, 
my mother asked me to visit Father Jim at his 
home, but being the lazy teenage that I was, I just 
brushed away the request and told her that I 
would see him when he was all better at church. 
That opportunity never came by again either. 
Many weeks passed and I soon heard that Fr Jim 
had cancer. Even though I knew how serious that 
disease was, I still made myself believe that his 
health would get better. I thought, after all these 
years of serving God, He had got to give Father 
Jim his health at this moment in return. Of 
course, being as nayve as I was, I didn't realize 
that life just didn't work that way. 

On March 20, 2006, when I returned home 
from school joyous about the fact that Spring 
Break was only 4 days away, 1 was hit by the 
news that Father Jim has passed away early that 
morning. I was sad but the devastation of that 
fact had not hit me yet. It wasn't until, the prayer 
service that Thursday night that the fact that Fr 
Jim was gone forever hit me square in the face. 
When I looked at him for the first time in almost 
two months, I was completely shocked. Lying in 
a coffin was a Father Jim that was much skinnier 
and paler than I had remembered. It was almost 
as if he was a completely different person. 
Throughout the prayer service I was completely 
overwhelmed. I couldn't believe that he left us so 
fast. 

Soon, I got over the fact that Father Jim had 
left this Earth, but it doesn't mean that I had for- 
gotten about him. Father Jim will always have a 
very special place in my life. I will miss his big - 
hugs, his warm smile, and most of all his enthu- 
siasm. There will be no more friendly " How are 
you doing?" or "Take cares" from his voice but 
his memory will live with me forever. I still re- 
gret to this day not paying a visit to him during 
the late stages of his life but instead of getting 
caught up in something I can't change, I now fo- - 
cus on the great thing to me. I won't forget you 
Fr. Jim. 3 



Remembering Father Jim Jeffcoat ~ g f i ~ i ~  
Before Fr. Jim became our Pastor, I did 

not really know him that well. I would say 
hello when I met him and that was all. How- 
ever, I did already admire him. At the 9:30 
a.m. English mass, he had lots of Caucasians 
fans who were about his age, and maybe 
younger too. And he mingled so well with our 
young adults, with no signs of any generation 
gap. 

After Fr. Jim became our Pastor about a 
year ago, I got to know him a lot more through 
the Parish Pastoral Council. We became very 
good friends. We bear-hugged for at least half 
a minute every time we met. When I was help- 
ing organize Chinese New Year Carnival, I ad- 
mired him even more for caring so much about 
our Chinese Catholic Parish. He was so proud 
to be part of us, he even considered himself a 
Chinese, a Chinese who did not understand and 
did not speak Chinese! 

During the Chinese New Year Carnival, 
Fr. Jim's health had begun to go downhill. 
However, he insisted to be there on the first 
day to celebrate with us. I lent him my tradi- 
tional silk Chinese outfit. He was so weak he 
had problem buttoning up. But he was so ex- 
cited, just like a little kid who had got new 
clothing for the New Year. He asked me if he 

looked like a Chinese. 
At the post Chinese New Year Carnival 

wrap up meeting, Fr. Jim's health had deterio- 
rated to a point where he could not even cele- 
brate mass. Again, he insisted to join us to 
thank all volunteers. He said he would just 
show up and he should be good for 5 minutes. 
He amazingly ended up chit chatting with us for 
an hour. 

The last Thursday evening prior to his pass- 
ing, under God's miraculous arrangement, my 
wife Helen and I met Fr. Jim for the last time! 
He was lying in bed, pale white, and had trouble 
talking and was immobile. As soon as he saw 
us, he smiled and greeted us by calling out our 
names, Helen and Peter. I could never forget the 
friendly warm smile on his face! 

We must thank God for having Fr. Jim with 
us and sharing part of our journey. We under- 
standing God's granting of the eternal life in 
Heaven for Fr. Jim, so his body did not have to 
suffer any more. 

Fr. Jim was such an optimistic, kind, and 
understanding person. His last wishes were to 
have our parishioners respect each other, unite 
and grow in God together. Let's make his 
wishes come true. 

K.C. TAM 



My Confirmation Macrina Kan 

. Today I am very happy to be receiving 
my confirmation. With the help of the Holy 
Spirit, Confirmation has helped me to be- 
come more fully immersed in the life of the 
Church. 

A Sacrament is a very special moment 
in my Catholic life, because I feel that it 
brings me closer to God. My journey of 
faith as I prepared for my confirmation, has 
strengthen my relationship with God and 
made my spiritual growth much stronger. 

Through confirmation I feel that I have 
come to a better understanding of the 
Catholic Church and God himself. I feel 
truly blessed to be part of a community th t 
supports and helps me enrich my Catholi 
faith. 
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On behalf of my confirmation class- 
mates we would like to thank you parents, 
god parents and fellow brother's and sister's 
through Christ, this whole journey would not 
be successful without the support and help 
you gave us. We would also like to truly 
thank all the members of this Catholic 
Church has given us. 

Most importantly we would like to give 
a special thanks to Archbishop McNeil for 
coming and celebrating mass with our con- 
firmation brother's and sister's. 

We will keep this fulfillment through 
our Christian lives. 

Jessica 

My Summer Holiday Edmund Yu 

The summer holidays had arrived! reunion take place once every 3 
My family hasn't planned fo r  a tr ip,  
even though we are not going any- 
where however I have already 
pla.nned out a timetable. One of my 
events is going to swimming every 
morning, and I am going to  get ready 
for junior high. 

On July 1 all of my relatives from 
my father's side will come to Edmon- 

years. 
Last week in church, they an- 

nounced that they had found someone 
to teach the basketball lessons. I was 
very excited when I heard the great 
news. I felt it was one of God's spe- 
cial blessings. So I signed up to  take 
basketball lessons. I am not going to  
waste this summer holiday!!! 

ton fo r  a family reunion. Our family 












