
unforgetting: waystations and fallen crosses
Good Friday Service 2019 at Old Canmore Cemetery 



 

The oldest part of the Canmore cemetery dates back into the early 
1800’s [according to a study done over 20 years ago] but most of the 
graves that can be identified are from 1890s-1910s, roughly the 
same era Ralph Connor Memorial United Church was forming.


The cemetery is in significant disrepair, but remains a strong 
reminder of the diversity that was a part of Canmore’s history - for 
here are the names of young immigrants from Finland, Poland, 
Ukraine, Slovakia and beyond.


As part of the “Open Out” process at Ralph Connor in which we 
explored the call to diversity in the future, we identified the need to 
recognize and celebrate the diversity of the past.  This Good Friday 
worship service was part of that process. The evening was rainy and 
bitterly cold … but as the service ended a flock of geese flew in 
formation above us, from west, always a symbol of endings, to the 
east, symbol of new beginnings.


All prayers [Voices 3 & 4] are either drawn from or based upon Michel 
Quoist’s ‘Stations of the Cross’ in Prayers of Life (1963). Voices 1: Bill Millar, 
2: Shannon Mang, 3: Isabelle Ramsay, 4: Joy McMann  

Music: Jan Tissandier & The Alpine Voices Threshold Choir; Tanya Sullivan & 
Ralph Connor Memorial Choir; Bob Bean [clarinet]


So rise up all you ancestors, and dance upon your grave 
I’ve come to hear your voices now, so maybe I’ll be saved. 
- Tom Russell, “The man from God knows where”  (1999)



The Beginning:  Jesus 
is condemned to death 

(Just before the entrance to 
the old cemetery)

  

1.
There are 199 graves that have been identified in this section, some date back to very early days, 
the early 1900s, though most died in 1890s to 1910s.  199 graves – we can identify only a few.  199 
graves but many more buried here. There are, we think 2, mass graves, plus the graves of Chinese 
labourers, buried just outside the fence. 

The little picket fences and wooden crosses reflect the strong lumber industry at the turn of the 20th 
century, wood was abundant and cheap… and the people hard working and, for the most part, poor.

There is something sacred about the land here, you can feel it, something both sacred and sad, this 
place for our ancestors. And so as we go in we want to do so reverently quietly allowing perhaps 
the land, the soil the ancestors to speak to us.  Inevitably we must stand on graves as we go in, but 
we ask for our ancestors patience and acceptance in this, we are coming with honourable 
intentions, and we are coming to listen and learn….
  

2.
Matthew 27:22-23:
Pilate said to the crowd, “Then what should I do with the one who is called “Messiah”  The people 
shouted “Crucify him!”  Pilate yelled back “Why? What has he done wrong?”  But they grew more 
insistent, “Crucify him!”
 

3.
Jesus, it’s too late for you to be quiet, 
you have spoken too much; you fought too much; 
You  were not sensible, you know, you exaggerated; 
it was bound to happen. 
You called the better people a brood of vipers, 
You told them that their hearts were black sepulchres with fine exteriors, 
You chose the decaying lepers, 
You spoke fearlessly with unacceptable strangers, 
You ate with notorious sinners, 
and said that streetwalkers would be first in Paradise. 
You got on well with the poor, the unacceptable, the unwanted, 
those whose pain too easily bled through the veneer of social respectability.  
You belittled the religious regulations.



Your interpretation of the Law reduced it to one little commandment: to love.
Now they are avenging themselves. 
They have taken steps against you;
they have approached the authorities,
and action will follow.
 

4.
Wounded One, 
I know that if I try to live a little like you, I too shall be condemned. 
I am afraid 
Afraid of being rejected, singled out… 
Afraid of being judged. 
I try to hide it, but it lingers – unwanted, like a squatter in my soul. 
I fear they are already singling me out. and so I compromise too easily, 
I simply go along when I really need to stand up,
I fail to speak at the very moments I need to, and, worse, the moments others need me to….
Rise within me,  
help to stand, to act, to speak, to love 
Help me to live your Gospel 
To the end, To the folly of the Cross.
 

5.
Alpine Voices Threshold choir sings “Guide Me” (by Kate Munger), and  leads us up to Station 1



Station 1: Jesus carries his 
Cross. 
At the unknown grave with cross with 
small roof 

1.
Hundreds then, lie here, hundreds who loved and were loved, who died and were grieved, 
hundreds who literally gave their lives to form this town, this community… We only know the names 
of 33 that can be identified. So most here are unknown, ungrieved unremembered.  

Yet it was they who built this town, the miners bending their backs, straining, dying too young, the 
women too, the children… 

In mystic Judaism there are two deaths, the first death occurs when the body dies, and the second 
when your name is no longer spoken on the earth. 
We will speak the names of as many as we can….
  

2.
John 19:16-17.  
So Pliate handed Jesus over to them to be crucified. They grabbed him [giving him the cross to 
carry]…and he carried that cross to the place called The Skull
  

3.
Jesus, here is your Cross. Your Cross? 
As if it were your cross! 
You who had no cross came to get ours,
All through your life, 
along this path of pain, 



you gathered to yourself, one by one, 
the sins of this world, its pain, its confusion. . . . 
You have to go forward, now. 
bend, 
and suffer.
The Cross must be carried.

  
4.
Wounded One, you walk on silently. . .
Is it true, then, that there is a time for speaking and a time for silence?  
Is it true that there is a time for raging against the storms 
and another for silent bearing of the unbearable?  
I would rather resist, fight the Cross; 
to bear it is hard. 
The further I progress on this journey, 
the more pain and evil I see, 
the heavier is the Cross on my shoulders. 
God, teach me the strength of silence, 
Teach me the wisdom of restraint,
Teach me that activity alone cannot redeem. . .
No matter how badly I want it to.

And since you want this for me: this quiet walking, 
this long path to the cross, 
at the dawn of each day, help me to set forth.
 
5.
All sing: Don’t be afraid, my love is stronger [John Bell]

After each station, people are invited to move apart a bit, and simply, quietly, stand… to allow the land 
to speak, perhaps the ancestors too… perhaps God will speak. 



Station 2: Jesus falls
at the grave with the fallen 
cross 

 

1.
Here, poignantly, the cross has fallen. . . and there is no one to pick it up again, no family to visit, 
not even a cemetery board to complain to.  A twist on the question of a tree falling in the forest - if a 
cross falls here in this forgotten and sacred place, does it matter?  
A symbol perhaps about being fallen and uncared for, loved once but now forgotten, grieved once 
but no longer. Does it matter? 
We don’t even know the name of the one buried here. . .  

2.
Psalm 145:14 
God helps the fallen and lifts those bending beneath their loads. 
 
3.
He fell. 
For a moment he staggered, then fell prostrate. 
God in the dust.

 
4.
And so, Wounded One, after setting out with confidence, 
now I too have fallen. 
I thought I had given myself irrevocably to you, 
but I caught sight of a flower on the footpath. 
I left you, dropped that cumbersome Cross. 
Now I am here  - off the road, 
possessed but of a few faded petals 
and my loneliness, my solitude.
Others pass along the road, broken, exhausted, 
still carrying their crosses, backs bending under their weight. 
But I am not there to help them carry their loads, 
I can’t even carry my own
I am off the road, in the ditch, feeling sorry for myself. 
Jesus, help me not only to follow after you but to actually move – to move steadily on.



Keep me from the sudden weaknesses that come upon me
and leave me stupefied and empty,
feeling so immobilized, 
only yards from the place where you are re-shaping the world.
Grant me the grace of standing now, 
and once my legs are steady, of walking again.
 

5.
Alpine Voices Threshold choir sings “You are not alone” (Kate Munger)

 



Station 3: A woman 
wipes the face of 
Jesus  
At the grave of Clara 
Christonson.

1.
1898 there was a great fire in young Canmore, and one of the buildings that caught fire was 
the Pulman Hotel (no one is even sure where it was)…. As the crowd gathered to watch the 
flames, someone remembered Clara Christonson, 9 years old. Frank Johnson wanted to, 
needed to help – he ran into the burning building, made his way up to the second floor, 
found Clara, pulled her out of the window and down a ladder. Sadly, a few hours later, she 
died.  Likely from the smoke. 
Her parents never forgot her.  Frank never forgot her.  
And they never forgot Frank, how he pushed his way through the crowd trying to save their 
daughter.  

Along with the young miners buried here, are many young women, who like the men, died 
too young, many young women who buried their young children, and, often, their young 
parters

• Butti Rosa was only 18
• Katarzina Czerak and Salomeja Czerak were, we think, twin sisters, both 34 when 

they died. Perhaps a fire, perhaps illness.
• Lillian Grainger was 36. The Graingers were wealthy, Lillian’s husband started the 

Grainger Colliery… Her tombstone says simply ‘a mother’
• Catherine Hadfield, her grave identifies her as wife of John, was only 26, 
• And Sara Towers was 40 - she is rumoured to have given birth to the first European 

baby in the region.



2.
John 12:3 
Mary took a container of pure nard, and anointed Jesus feet with it, and wiped them with 
her hair.

3.
For a long time, her eyes were on you; 
She suffered from your suffering. 
Unable to bear it any longer, she pushed the soldiers aside, 
and with a cloth of soft linen wiped your face. 
Were your bleeding features imprinted on her cloth?  Perhaps.. 
In her heart?  Surely.
 
4.
Wounded One, I too have contemplated you but distantly, disinterestedly, 
as a young child admires an older brother, 
not understanding, perhaps not wanting to understand, what it is to resemble you. 
If I want to resemble you, I must first look at you 
and that is hard. 
Too easily, I simply look away, distracted or bored . . . 
To others I must seem a sad caricature of you, a pale resemblance if at all  
Redeem my body, too eager for pleasures,  still longing for comfort: 
it too seldom brings your presence to others. 
Redeem my clouded eyes:
in them too seldom can others see your light. 
Redeem my encumbered heart: 
in it too seldom others see your love.
Once again I open to you my hands, my heart, my eyes.

5.
Threshold Choir:  “Deep the love” (Carolyn McDade) 



Station 4: Jesus 
meets his mother  
At the grave of Vendla 
Kivisto. 

                   

 

1. 
Vendla was the infant daughter of Gus and Jennie Civets. She died in 1909 when she was but 6 
weeks old. Her mother held her for 6 weeks before … well we don’t know . . .how she died. 
Her mother held her memory, every day she lived. 

<show picture of Gus (blue circle) & Jennie (green circle), taken a few years before Vendla was 
born, and died> 



Now forgotten, she joins other children buried, forgotten in this cemetery:
• Florence Dobbin 13 months old
• Sophie Helis – simply identified as ‘a baby’
• Clarence Thom – 6 months
• Nelio Vola – Baby Nelio’s grave is marked with a marble gravestone. Marble was not cheap, 

but so prized by Italian families… the stone probably took everything they owned.
• Ella Gustason – 3 years old
• Walter Paavola was 2 and his brother Taunom 4.
• Edna Holmes – 4 years
• William Brears – 4 years
• Thachuk Vonescut – 4 years
• Vironia Drapak – 5 years. The family was from Bukovia, straddling Romania and Ukraine.
• Gertrude Noble – 6 years and 17 days, 1909
• Clarence Thom-  6 years 20 days.
• Aarni Niemi – 7 years old. Aarni is in this picture as well – he is the little baby with the 

hat ,<yellow circle>. And his mom is standing beside Jennie <orange circle>.
• Josef Jarc  was 10

More than half of the known graves here are for children, once loved, once grieved, 
including a mass grave with children’s bodies. There was a Typhoid epidemic in the early 
1900s, from contaminated drinking water, that would have claimed many perhaps.

 2.
Jeremiah 31:15  
A voice is heard in Ramah, mourning and great weeping, Rachel weeping for her children and 
refusing to be comforted, because they are no more…
Luke 2:34-35. 
Simeon blessed them and said to his mother, Mary, “This child is destined for the rising and falling 
of many, a sign that  will be opposed, revealing their inner thoughts – and a sword will pierce your 
own heart as well”

3.
Jesus, I ache for your aching mother. 
She follows, 
She follows you, follows the throng on its Way of the Cross, 
She is in the crowd, unknown, unnoticed, but never takes her eyes off you. 
Every gesture of yours she understands, every sigh, she feels 
And with every blow dealt you, every wound, a sword pierces her own heart. 
She knows your suffering, 
suffers your suffering, 
And without coming near you, 
without touching you, without speaking to you, 
with you she redeems the world.
 

 



4.
Mingled with the crowd, 
I’ve accompanied those on their Way of the Cross, 
But too often I am crushed by the pain, the injustice, by the evil of it all. 
I feel incapable of redeeming anything, 
let alone the world; 
it is too heavy and rotten,
At each new turn of the road 
I become acquainted 
with new injustices, new horrors. 

Wounded One, show me your mother Mary, 
the unnoticed one, 
the one deemed useless, 
ineffectual in the sight of men 
but co-redemptrix in your sight.. 
Help me to walk among my migrant sisters and brothers,
eager to listen to their stories,
so, in hidden ways, 
we can bind each other's wounds:
be open to accept their miseries, 
so, inexplicably, we can both be healed.

May I never avert my eyes, 
May I never close my heart, 
that in welcoming the sufferings of the world, 
with Mary, I join you in the co-redemption of this living.

5.
Alpine Voices Threshold Choir – “Eternal Light” (Jill Bigwood)
 

[Karen Fraser advised that a child, the daughter of her great, great uncle, Adolfo Besso and his wife 
Edvige is also buried in the cemetery.  She was probably born about 1916 and died before her 
second birthday.  Her parents continued to grieve for her when they returned to Italy.] 



 



Station 5: Jesus is 
nailed to the Cross  
at the grave of Jakob and 
Jan Korczynski

1.
Jakob and Jan Korczynski, 2 brothers from Poland are buried here. Jakob was 23, Jan 27.  
The words on the gravestone say “Through the devil’s will, both died at once in a fight on May 31, 
1902, and disappeared into dust.” 

Presumably they were in a fight with each other… and both died as a result.
We don’t know who wrote the words, words that still cry out, carry the bitter sadness, the pain of 
someone who loved them.
 
 
2.
Luke 23:33.  
When they came to the place called The Skull, they crucified him, between two criminals, one on 
his right and one on his left
 



3.
Jesus, Redeemer, you stretch out on full length on the Cross. 
There….!  Without a doubt, it is made for you. 
You cover it completely. 
To adhere to it securely, you allow the soldiers to nail you carefully to it. 
It was work well done, this cross, conscientiously made. 
Now you fit it exactly 
There had to be this precision.

 
4.
And so, Wounded Messiah  
I too must gather my body, my heart, my spirit, my breath, 
and stretch myself at full length on the Cross of the present moment.
I haven’t the right to choose the wood of my passion,
Pick a time more convenient. 
My cross is ready, fit to my measure.
You present it to me each day, each minute, 
and I too must lie on it. 
It isn’t easy. 
The present moment is so limited there is no room to turn around,
no way to choose some other time, ahead or behind. 
I can meet you nowhere else than this moment 
It is here that you wait for me 
It is here that together we shall remember, 
And here that together, we shall redeem.
 
5.
Ralph Connor Choir – “O Sacred Head Sore Wounded” (Bach)
  



Station 6: Jesus dies on 
the Cross 
at the grave of Stephano 
Bolettino, and his unnamed 
father.

  
1.
Stephano Bolettino was a 17 year old who had come to Canmore from Brosso Italy, and was killed 
in a coal mining accident in 1901.  He had come with his father, also a miner we believe, and it 
would have been him who paid for this metal cross as a grave marker. 

Four years later in Taber, the father died of a heart attack. Stephano’s mom and sisters never joined 
them here.  Someone must have known of the father’s love for Stephano and arranged for him to 
be buried alongside his son, though his name was not recorded.  We suspect that this small 
wooden cross was his marker. 

Stephano was one of so many who died in the mines, or too young of black lung or cancer.  
So many young deaths, a little younger, a little older than Jesus was. 

People like
• Thomas Liescek 23 from Slovakia
• Joseph Bokeb 27 also from Slovakia
• S.P. Avakoven, 32
• Jan Stefanek 28 from Hungary
• Frank Kozak 32 [his son, Frank Jr, shares the same grave]
• Andro Dolinski 40
• Stephano Vallo 43 from Torino Italy
• Andro Dokinski
• Albert Denicri
• Charles Harvey

 

2.
Luke 23:44 
It was now about noon, and darkness engulfed the whole land until 3 in the afternoon, and in the 
failed light, the curtain in the temple was torn in two.
 



3.
A few hours more, 
A few minutes more, 
A few instants more. 
For 33 years it has been going on. 
For 33 years you have lived fully minute after minute. 
You can no longer escape, now; 
you are there, at the end of your life, 
at the end of your road. 
You are at the last extremity, 
at the edge of a precipice. 
You must take the last step, 
The last step of love, 
The last step of life that ends in death.

You hesitate. 

Three hours are long, three hours of agony. 
Longer than 3 years of life, 
Longer than 30 years of life.
You must decide, Jesus, Anointed One, all is ready around you. 
You are there, motionless, on your Cross. 
You have renounced all activity 
other than embracing these crossed planks for which you were made. 
And yet, there is still life in your nailed body.
 
Let mortal flesh die, and make way for Eternity.
 
Now, life slips from each limb. . .
one by one,
finding refuge in his still-beating heart, 
Immeasurable heart, 
Overflowing heart, 
Heart heavy as the world, 
the world of sins and miseries that it bears.
Now, just one more effort. . . 
Humankind is there, waiting unknowingly for the cry of its Saviour. 
Your sisters and brothers are there; they need you. 
Your Father bends over you, already holding out his arms.

Lord, save us, 
Save us.
 
See. 
He has taken his heavy heart. 
And  
Slowly, 
Laboriously, 
Alone between Heaven and Earth, 
In the awesome night, 
With passionate love, 
He has gathered his life, 
He has gathered the sin of the world, 



And in a cry, 
He has given ALL. 
“Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit”
 

<<<<pause/silence>>>>>

 
Christ has just died for us.

 

4.
Jesus, help me to die for you. 
Help me to live for them.
 
5.
Theme from Schindler’s List - Bob Bean [Clarinet Solo]
  



 



Station 7: Jesus is 
laid in the tomb   

(at the [probable sight of] 
unmarked graves of 
Chinese labourers – west 
side of historical 
graveyard) 

1.
just outside the old cemetery itself, outside the fenced area, the bodies of a number of Chinese 
labourers, unnamed, unmarked, disposed of… perhaps as many as 13. Outside the cemetery 
because they were not ‘Christian’  I believe they are over here on the west side…. on the far East 
side, the large white plot,  that is the family plot of the Graingers. Little in common during their days, 
perhaps, but now, sadly, they share the loneliness of being unnoticed.  
 
2.
Luke 23:48
When the crowds who had gathered there for the spectacle saw what had taken place, they 
returned home, beating their breasts
 
3.
Let’s forget it now, 
We can all go home. 
He is buried and the stone is in place. 
His family is in tears, his friends are lost.
This time it really is over.
 

4.
Risen Wounded One. . . it is not over. 
It continues for you until there are no more days.
Until there is no more pain. your people will continue tread in relays the Way of the Cross, 
Your resurrection only complete when they have reached the end of the Way.

I am on the road; 
I carry my share of your suffering and the others carry it as well. 
Together we help you carry the burden you’ve assumed. 
Therein lies my hope, Risen Wounded One, and my confidence: 
That there is not a fraction of my suffering, you have not already lived and somehow redeemed  
When the road is hard and cluttered with obstacles, 
When it is dangerously smooth and monotonous, 



When it leads to the grave…
I know that beyond the grave, every grave,  you are waiting for me, for us. 
Help me faithfully to travel at my proper pace 
along with the myriad of your other migrants 
all seeking redemption, asylum, belonging. 
Help me to recognize you in the faces of my fellow wanderers, 
welcome you as I open my inner world to them, 
help you as I help them carry their loads. 
For it would be a shallow lie 
for me to weep before your lifeless image on the cross
if I did not follow the living you, Risen One, 
along this dusty, stony, grace-filled path 

5.
All sing Jesus remember me

After this people are invited again to spread apart and stand in the silence, open to the voices, the 
cries, the possibilities, open to God – silence continues for several minutes 

5
All sing Jesus remember me [reprise]

1. 
Quantum helps us understand while time might not really exist, at least as we think of it, memory 
certainly does. . . it goes further to say that, in essence, we are memory, composed of memory….

You and I have the power to resurrect, It is given to you and to me.

‘Whenever you do this,’ Jesus said, ‘remember me.’
In that process of remembering [re-membering] 
we call him into being in that space and time. . . 
We invoke him.  . . to guide and shape our living.

And so here in this place with your ancestors, 
and for a time, mine, 
we can leave and simply forget them. 
After 100-150 years they are perhaps used to being forgotten,
Or you can give them resurrection, invoke them, 
and bring them into your lives, to guide and shape your living.

As we move from Friday to Saturday, everything is possible. 
Christ can remain in the grave, a martyr to truth and justice, a tragedy . . . 
or we can witness resurrection, 
and so rise again, with him… 
and if we wish, with them.



Additional Information

Karen Fraser, whose great grandparents immigrated to Canmore from Italy in 1906 and 1907 
offered the following information:

The child [in our family] who was buried in the Pioneer Cemetery was the daughter of 
Adolfo and Edvige Besso, but we do not know her first name. She was probably born 
in 1916 and died in 1918. Adolfo was my great, great uncle, the brother of my great 
grandmother, Camilla Besso.

There was a study done by the town about the historical section [a copy of which has been left at 
the church] which indicates a number of names from the early 1800s. The study offers the following 
names of people buried in this cemetery: Victor Shelion, Paul Huff, Solomon Huff, Peter Bogart, 
Mary Cole, John & Jane Germain, Elizabeth McCoy, Matility Roblin, William & Mary Losee, P. 
Fredrick, John Robin, Conrad Crems - and reference to a children’s mass grave, and ‘those who 
drowned August 18, 1819.  
 


