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Donõt forget time change 

Sunday, November 2,   
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Knocking on Doors, Opening Hearts: My Journey as Albertaõs First Female Colporteur 
 

The summer of 1907 changed my life. 
 

At just 16, I did something no woman in Alberta had done beforeðI became a colporteur, trained in the Canvassers School 
to spread Godôs message through literature. It wasnôt common for young women to take up this work, but I felt called to it. If 
men could travel from town to town sharing the gospel, why couldnôt I? 
 

That first summer was brutal. I knocked on doors from sunrise to sundown, carrying a satchel filled with books almost as 
heavy as my determination. Many people turned me away, some not even opening their doors, others giving me cold stares 
before dismissing me entirely. But I pressed on, reminding myself that for every door that closed, there would be one that 
opened. 
 

And some did. A mother who had recently lost her husband clutched the book I sold her, her voice breaking as she told me 
she had been praying for somethingðanythingðto give her hope. A farmer, rough around the edges, bought a book for his 

children and told me he wished he had learned to read when he was younger. An elderly woman, who had no money to spare, invited me in for a warm 
meal and a place to sleep by the fire before whispering as I left, ñKeep doing Godôs work.ò 
 

By 1908, I was stronger, wiser, and more determined than ever. I learned how to read people, adjust my approach, and keep faith even in the most chal-
lenging times. That year, I became the top salesperson in the entire program. 
 

I was proud of the accomplishment, but the journey there was anything but easy. 
 

Some nights, I had nowhere comfortable to sleep, curling up in a church pew with my bag as a pillow. Other times, I found shelter in the back of a general 
store or a barn when no one would take me in. In one town, a man opened his door just long enough to spit at my feet before slamming it shut. Another 
time, I barely outran a farmerôs dog, tearing my skirt as I scrambled over a fence. 
 

But there were moments of grace, too. A struggling family that had lost everything in a fire pooled their last coins to replace the Bible that had burned. A little 
girl clung to my hand after I read her a passage, asking me if God really listened when she prayed. Those moments reminded me that I wasnôt just selling 
booksðI was carrying hope. 
 

By the end of summer, I had earned enough to pay my tuition for another year. But I had gained something far more significantðresilience, a deeper faith, 
and an unshakable certainty that my life would be one of purpose. 
 

Looking back, I see a life built on trustðtrust in Godôs plan, the power of perseverance, and the purpose of every struggle. 
 

I am proud that all of my children attended Canadian Union College at some point, beginning a four-generation legacy. It wasnôt just about academicsðit 
was about shaping character, about living a life of service and faith, just as I had learned in those early summers as a colporteur. 
 

I didnôt just sell books. I spread hope. 
 

I didnôt just work for an education. I helped build a future. 
 

And all of itðevery challenge, every step of faithðstarted with a girl, a bag of books, and the belief that God had called her to something greater. 
 

My name is Ellen Randlett, Albertaôs first female colporteur. 
 

NOTE: This feature is based on a real person and information collected from the Burman Archives.  

Taffy Hunter MSHS, HS-BCP (she/her/hers) is the Executive Director of the Spokane Regional Domestic Vio-
lence Coalition (SRDVC), where she leads efforts to create a safer, more equitable community through domestic 
violence prevention, youth violence intervention, and community-based trauma response initiatives. With a strong 
background in advocacy, education, and policy development, Taffy is dedicated to fostering systemic change and 
ensuring survivors, families, and communities have access to the resources they need to thrive. Born and raised in 
British Columbia, Taffy holds an Associate of Arts in Early Childhood Education, a Bachelor of Science in Human 
Services with a focus on Domestic Violence, and a Master of Science in Human Services. Her academic background 
provides a strong foundation for her work in trauma-informed care, community collaboration, and policy advocacy, 
positioning her as a leader in addressing the complex intersections of domestic violence, social services, and sys-
temic change. Outside of her professional work, Taffy enjoys rockhounding, traveling, and genealogy, passions that 
reflect her curiosity, love of discovery, and deep appreciation for history and connection. 





Get ready to swim ð because our aquatic event is here!  

 
Join us Saturday, November 22nd from 9ï11 PM at the PE Centre Pool for an aquatic showdown. Whether 
youôre a seasoned swimmer or just want to try something new, this event is for you! 
 
Compete in: 

§ Relay Races 
§  Solo Races 
§  Diving Competitions 
§  Rope Swing Challenge 
§  

Come solo or bring your team ð but hurry, spots are limited! 
 
Sign up HERE to secure your place in the pool. 
 
Thereôll be prizes, music, and free drinks, all wrapped up in a night full of energy and friendly competition. 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1ahWaNKgKBKrWuIm6GPbuTmD2ukRlbJmcL1jRghhqQ-M/edit?tab=t.0





