
After much fretting, shopping for new outfits etc, the day had finally arrived!  It was November 25th 2008, 
the so called “visit” of the Aga Khan that I had only heard all too much about for months on end!! 
 
Having spent several hours the previous Saturday on what to expect, and I hasten to add missing my 
beloved “Canucks” (hockey) that afternoon and again on Monday evening, for what I saw as some guy 
turning up! I was skeptical to say the least, but hey, after all, it was a day off!  I even found myself on the 
day saying to my wife (and not for the first time) that if this guy is as important as Jesus, then I hope to see 
at least a miracle or two, and lo and behold a miracle there was right off the bat.  Despite forecasts of 95% 
rain, it stopped as soon as we came out of our driveway! In Vancouver in November???? This DOES NOT 
happen! 
 
The frustration and panic was beginning to build as we picked up Mother in Law and arrived at the allocated 
parking lot.  We parked and as if by magic, having left the parkade, the shuttle bus was there waiting!  
Obviously, not a miracle but hmmmm….everything was flowing well and although I still couldn’t quite 
believe I was doing this, the frustration seemed to disappear!  So we get to BC Place and I’ve never seen 
everyone so happy and volunteers so helpful!  Incredible! Even the panic seemed to disappear! 
 
My wife took me to the “non-ismaili suite” and in my mild panic left me there. Oh well, I had my book to 
read, I had food and I was in a sports complex, so I thought to myself I should be okay.  After all, I said to 
myself, there really was no need to panic as everyone there were in the same boat.  Moreover, they were full 
of something, I guess happiness, and I don’t remember the last time I actually felt so relaxed in a room full 
of total strangers!   
 
Eventually the time came when we were advised that everyone who wished to go down to see “the main 
man” should go now. Knowing that I would never hear the end of it if I didn’t go, I dutifully followed the 
masses for what seemed like miles!  We were all ushered into the tent to hear the great man speak. At first, I 
stood around not really paying too much attention other than how is He going to get in? Surely not through 
the same entrance we mere mortals did, when lo and behold that’s exactly what happened!! 
 
My first thought was …hmm…shorter than I imagined, and then the words started to register, some of them 
anyway.  Kind of strange I thought as it was a case of us “the mortals” being profusely thanked by a “Him” 
for showing up and sparing the time and also allowing our family members to show up.  He continued 
saying that quote “we also are a very big part of that family and that if there were any problems family wise 
the guy to talk to was Mohammed (the guy standing next to Him), and now that I’ve said that (laughing), 
see how fast he can run but only after I’ve left” unquote…. More laughter….Hell a sense of humor too, this 
was too much!  Back to reality, a quick insight into the work that is being done around the globe and how  
intelligent people like us would be more than welcome to join these efforts in some kind of job capacity…. a 
job offer and no interview? How often does that happen!  This was swiftly followed by a few words that I 
could not agree with more and I guess if I were to pray regularly, would always politely request… that what 
matters is not of what race, color, creed or religion we are, but it is a social responsibility of all of us that we 
should all be together and standing hand in hand against all the evil in the world and that we should treat 
each other with kindness and acceptance of each others way of life. 
 
Again a brief thanks for turning up and whoosh, gone.  Seemed like maybe 5 -10 minutes but looking at my 
watch, was closer to 30 minutes, I was surprised! 
 
Was it worth it? Hmmm with all my misgivings…yes,  was it an experience…for sure….did it increase my 
knowledge of my wife’s faith…I like to think somewhat yes….and of course the $65 million dollar 
question….would I do it again….believe it or not…..yes! 
 
Russell Sprake 


