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This Lenten Reader is a collaboration of reflections from St. Andrew’s, Trinity and Knox 

Presbyterian Churches in Victoria.  Thank you to all who shared themselves with us. 
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INTRODUCTION 

 

Lent is a time for reflection and deep listening to our lives.  Each person who has written a 

reflection has listened through scripture, music, family, nature, and the circumstances of 

their lives.  They used their gifts of reflection, storytelling, painting, and poetry to share what 

they have experienced.  We pray that the careful reading of each of these reflections and 

artwork will open your heart to hear the word most needed for your life.  

 

We encourage you to spread the readings out over the coming weeks.  You might: 

 

Sit down and quiet your mind to make room for the Voice you most need to hear. 

 

Read one reflection and use your own Bible to read the scriptures.  Read the first time to 

get a sense of the whole message. 

 

Read a second time, slowly and intentionally listening for how God is connecting the 

message to your life. 

 

Pray the words you hear back to God. Thank God for the person who shared their story and 

artwork. 

 

Abide. Take the insight God has given and let God’s word stay with you throughout the 

days. 
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WAITING 

 

Lent is another one of those times in the Christian calendar that is a time of waiting.  

Waiting seems to come up a lot in the scriptures.  Two years ago, I was inspired to take a 

hands-on approach as a Lenten practice.  What was something I would have to struggle to 

learn to see anew?  I am not a gardener and yet, our yard was an opportunity to “practice 

resurrection.”   

This would be our first spring in this house that had sat empty for a few years.  So, Mitch 

and I began our 40 days of hands-on care to nurture new life in our own backyard.  The 

daffodils and crocuses helped.  They appeared—a shock of bright life even when clouds 

filled cool days.  I noticed a hint of new growth at the base of an old rosebush.  An old 

stump promised unknown beauty—lush mosses and unknown greenery rested in and 

around the sturdy base.  We could learn to care for the life that is already here, even if we 

couldn’t see what it was, yet. 

Together, Mitch and I participated with those shoots of new life.  We dismantled an old 

cement block structure that once burned trash and replaced it with soil and grass seed.  We 

placed our swing in a corner that had caught the fall leaves and sticks.  I planted two star 

jasmine that I imagined would grow around the sturdy swing frame and surround me with 

fragrant blossoms.  And then, the next day came and the next.  All I could see was the 

weeds, the cracks in the driveway, and the parts of this yard that I did not know how to 

manage. I asked my friend Jean about pruning the rose bushes but she said it wasn’t time 

yet.  I tried to imagine flowers filling the hanging baskets of dirt I had waiting. 

Hidden in the corner of the shed was an outdoor broom, a stiff one with worn-off bristles that 

might look useless.  I do know how to sweep.  So, I did.  Whether the bottom of that broom 

was purposefully cut off or simply worn down with use, that dense pack of straw made a 

hearty sweeping sound and loosened grime on the time-worn cement.  I scooped up the 

debris in the corners, disrupting my many legged friends who scurried off to find another 

shelter.  Sweeping was an act of restoration for that moment.  All those leaves and sticks 

and dirt will return in a few days. The little creatures will come back to re-inhabit those 

corners. The grass will grow back in the crevice between the cement and the asphalt of the 

driveway. 

I sat in the swing and watched the sun illuminate the lacy growth (that I am sure you might 

call weeds) surrounding the daffodils.  I knew those bulbs were planted by the family that 

lived in this house many years before me. When we struggle together to bring healing and 

newness in our own backyard, we practice resurrection. 

 

Linda Coggin  
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THOUGHTS BASED ON MATTHEW 6:25-34 

 

There was a time in my life when I forgot that God was with me in all circumstances.  A time 

when I was filled with anxiety about everything – things I might be able to do something 

about and things that were clearly beyond my control.  And just when despair was 

threatening to overwhelm me, I was given a bookmark. It was white card stock with an 

origami bird in colourful paper glued near the top.  There was delicate Japanese script and 

a Bible reference – Do not worry about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink or 

about your body, what you will wear – from Matthew’s gospel (Matthew 6:25). 

That bookmark – that verse – became hope for me at a very difficult time.  God was 

reaching out through this simple gesture to restore hope – to lift me from the mire of worry 

and doubt. I realized that I was not alone; God was with me and would care for me.  I could 

live in hope despite all the difficulties and issues of my present circumstance. Hope in that 

present was the conviction that I did not need to worry about my life – God knows what I 

need.  God knows what each one of us needs.  

God is with us.  We can trust that God has not forgotten or abandoned us – no matter how 

difficult things seem to be.  Today’s trouble is enough for today. 

Prayer 

Holy One, we come to you in our time of uncertainty, because even as life  

around us changes quickly, we know that you are constant and sure. We take  

courage because all things are held in your divine embrace,  

 and we rest always in your grace and mercy. 

May we find quiet moments of prayer and devotion for you are always with us.  

May we be still and know that you are God.  

 

Laura Kavanagh 
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FEATHERS OF REFUGE 

 

 

I remember the first time I prayed to God during my own prayer time and referred to God as 

mother. It was like my shoulders suddenly relaxed. I was taken aback by how relaxed and 

comforted I suddenly felt. I had been reading about gender specific language in speaking 

about God, and reflecting on biblical passages that opened a new way of seeing who God 

was. 

I concluded that the Holy One, our Creator, transcended any concept of gender that we 

might imagine. But, nevertheless, seeing God as a parent is comforting.  

  

painting by Cathy Victor 
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There are portions of Isaiah, for example…that imagines God in a  motherly fashion such as 

Isaiah 66:13. “As a mother comforts her child, so will I comfort you; “ 

And there are other passages that tend to offer male images, but the Church historically has 

leaned on the male ones more than the feminine ones. And so I reflect on Jesus looking out 

on the city of Jerusalem from atop the Mount of Olives, with an aching heart. 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and stones those who are sent to it!  How 

often I have longed to gather your children together, as a hen gathers her brood under her 

wings, and you were not willing.   

Matthew 23:37 (see also Luke 13:34)  

On the Mount of Olives there is a chapel called Dominus 
Flevit, which is Latin for ‘The Lord wept.’ It is built to 
resemble a tear drop. The altar is near a window that 
looks out over Jerusalem, and it has a beautiful mosaic 
on the front of it of a mother hen and her chicks, hiding 
safely under her wings.  

Psalm 91:4 says - ‘He will cover you with his feathers, 

    and under his wings you will find refuge;’ 

 

What a wonderful image. I have often thought of being under those wings, the feathers and 

the warmth. In fact I have to say that I have done far too many paintings of feathers!  

There was a Benedictine nun named Hildegarde of Bingen who lived in the 12th  century. 

She was a poet, a composer, a mystic and preached despite women not being allowed to 

do such things. She was a bit of a rebel, so maybe that’s why I am fond of her. But one of 

her sayings was “I am a feather on the breath of God.’ 

And so when I find a feather I think of her, but mostly, I imagine being held in the warmth 

under the Mother hen’s breast, safe and close to the heart beat of God. 

 

Rev. Cathy Victor 

  

Dominus Flevit-Jerusalem 
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SEASONS 

 

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven. A time to weep, 

and a time to laugh. Ecclesiastes 3: 1,4 

2023 started with great sadness, as my younger brother, Douglas in Edinburgh, Scotland, 

died of a massive heart attack. It was such a shock and I couldn’t retain my tears.  Being so 

far away and unable to help was very stressful. 

I listened to the Holy Spirit within me and learned that I was able to zoom into my brother’s 

funeral service, hear the Eulogies, sing along with my family, and know that they were being 

comforted. 

I was diagnosed with Breast Cancer and whisked into the wonderful Victoria Cancer system 

and a quick surgery. I mourned my brother as I convalesced.  I prayed continually to Jesus, 

asking for Comfort and Peace for all my Family in Scotland, and for myself to heal quickly 

and have the courage and strength to regain my energy and love of life.  On the follow-up 

visit to my surgeon, I learned that all the surgical biopsies were negative.  It was certainly a 

time to laugh and dance. 

In July, my 7 weeks in Scotland were so special with the Clan Fairbairn Luncheon that had 

been arranged by my brother Douglas. Being Matriarch, I gave a speech to the 48 family 

that attended from around the world about why I came to Canada. In my speech, I was able 

to share my memories of my brother Douglas. My dear friend Lorna took me all over 

Scotland to see family and friends. 

All my life I have been guided by the power of God's wisdom, not only in these lifechanging 

events but also in the small tasks of everyday life, when shopping, cleaning my home, 

baking, gardening, enjoying my B&B Guests, singing with the Gaelic Choir.  Even when I 

got a flat tire, right beside the Coop Gas Station, they kindly changed to my spare tire, for 

free, and I was able to get to a Memorial Service on time. 

Dear Heavenly Father, 

Thank you for your guiding hand and help in all aspects of my life. I am so grateful for your 

love and presence in my earthly journey, for keeping me strong and well, directing my way, 

and giving me kind and helpful family, church family, and friends. Amen 

  

Joyce Nordwall 
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NEW CREATIONS 

 

One of my favourite Bible verses is 2 Corinthians 5:17:  

Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation; old things have passed away; behold, 

all things have become new.. 

I love this verse because it reminds me of the transformative power of God that 

comes into our lives when we believe in Jesus Christ and rely on him for our 

salvation.  It seems like you have been given a new heart and a new spirit…you are 

a “new creation”.  You have different desires and priorities.  When we choose Christ 

to lead us, we step into a new life, leaving the past behind because of our spiritual 

awakening. 

The phrase, “new creation” makes me think of spring and spring makes me think of 

flowers, which I like to paint with my watercolours.   

Recently, I borrowed a book from the library called Ink & Wash Florals by Camilla Damsbo 

Brix.  She explained an easy way to do fast sketches of flowers using a fine-liner pen and a 

pop of watercolour.  I was pleased with a few images of spring flowers that I drew one 

afternoon recently using the method mentioned in the book.  I have attached some of my 

“new creations.” 

 

Deb Verwey 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

10 
 

REMEMBERING MY BAPTISM 

 

During a recent Worship service this year, when the sermon and Scriptures focused on the 

baptism of Jesus, we were invited to “remember our Baptism”.  Many in the congregation 

did so by going forward during the service to receive a blessing as we remembered our 

Baptism.  While most cannot remember their actual day or Baptismal event, considering 

their Baptism was done as an infant. I was happy to transport my thoughts to a sunny warm 

day, where, as a teenager, I was baptized at Kijabe, Kenya in a cow trough!  I will never 

forget that day and I’d like to share my spiritual experience with you.  

 I attended a boarding school for MK’s…"missionary kids"….in Kenya, East African the Rift 

Valley Region (situated approximately 40 miles from Nairobi).  My parents were serving with 

the (AIM) African Inland Mission.  Spiritual teachings and practices were an important part 

of our RVA school life.  An annual baptismal service was held at RVA for students who had 

made a decision to be baptized.  When a group of students chose to take part in baptism, 

their parents were informed and consulted.  I do not recall any coercion or pressure for 

baptism, but it was gently encouraged and was offered to students in Grade 6 and up.  Pre-

baptismal instruction was taught with the acknowledgement of our faith in Jesus Christ as 

Saviour and among other things, the public stand that we were taking about our 

commitment and dedication to the Lord and the instruction of what to expect and how to 

participate in our first Communion Service which would follow the baptism.  Practical issues 

were also discussed which included the physical aspect of complete immersion in cold 

water, how to plug our noses, how we would stand and how we would be held, the words 

that would be spoken to us, the clothes that we would wear and what would happen to us 

once we had come up out of the water. 

And so it was, at age 13, Grade 7, 1962, along with other classmates, I became a baptismal 

candidate.  We had gone through classes, memorized many passages of Scripture and had 

declared our faith in Christ. We had done everything we could do in a spiritual sense but 

now we had to deal with the physical details. The day of our baptism was getting closer, and 

we had to figure out what to wear. Girls were expected to wear dresses, but we were told 

that when we were dipped in the water, our dresses would rise to the top and float on the 

surface.  We were worried that everyone would see our underwear!  And so we learned a tip 

from the “big kids” that we could sew coins underneath the hems of our skirts and the 

weight of the coins would keep the dress down, preventing it from floating in the water.  

I chose my favourite red and white dress, with a small white collar. I 

diligently searched for and found as many coins as I could and with 

needle and thread, 12 or 16 ten cent Kenya coins were carefully 

sewn on to the hem of my dress.  The coins were the size of a 

diameter of a kiwi fruit and had a hole in the middle of each coin.  

My dress was ready.  Another challenge was the fact that RVA did 

not have a proper Baptismal chamber or tub and all baptisms took 

place in a large old rustic farm-like cow trough, cattle watering 
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cistern, situated on the grassy field just down the hill from our boarding school.  This is 

where all Baptisms had taken place over the course of many years in the history of RVA.  

The day for our Baptism had arrived.  After lunch we excitedly changed into our prepared 

dresses and got ready to go to the service. We walked to the field as a group and joined the 

other students, our teachers and our parents, who had come for this special event. The 

trough had been cleaned and filled to the rim with clean water.   

As our names were called, each candidate went forward for their baptism. When my name 

was called, I was led to the tub, took off my shoes, my arm was held as I climbed the steps, 

and assisted into the large water tub.  I was aware of the cold water as he showed me 

where to kneel, told me to fold my arms together, and put his arm firmly behind my back and 

how to plug my nose. 

I had some fleeting thoughts about my dress floating and hoped that the coins would do the 

trick. Then the familiar words were spoken, “Dorothy, I baptize you in the name of the 

Father, and the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen.” I felt secure as he held me firmly and 

dipped me backwards, completely immersing me in the water.  As I stepped out of the 

water, I was handed a towel and then watched as others went through the same procedure. 

I later learned that our dresses did float but I did not seem concerned, nor did I ask anyone 

if they had seen our underwear, as that seemed strangely unimportant now.  Later that 

afternoon, we joined the others for our first Communion Service.  A sermon was given that 

was so fitting to our Baptism and Communion.  I felt so grown up as I took my first 

Communion. 

The following year, in 1964, RVA built a proper cement baptismal tub and from that time on, 

all baptisms were held at this almost-sacred site where all would gather around on cement 

bleachers to witness further baptisms. 

The story of my baptism is almost as clear in my mind today as it was when it took place.  I 

will always have a wonderful memory of that sunny Sunday afternoon at Kijabe, when, at 

the age of 13, I was Baptized. I will always remember my baptism, my red dress, the 10 

cent coins and this important spiritual event in my life. 

 

Dorothy Reimer 
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PREPARING FOR THE CELEBRATION OF CHRIST'S RESURRECTION 

 

For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so that everyone who believes in him 

may not perish but may have eternal life. John 3:16 

John 3:16 has been a favourite verse of mine since learning it in Sunday school as a child.  

This verse reminds me that eternal life is based on one's ongoing relationship with God. 

When we die our spiritual "body" or soul goes to be with Christ.   

Therefore, in Lent, we have the opportunity to remind ourselves to be prepared for the 

celebration of Easter through prayer, fasting and personal reflection, as we examine our 

relationship with God. With self-examination and prayer, we can ask for God's help and 

forgiveness as we prepare for the celebration of Christ's resurrection. 

 

Dianne Penner 
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‘BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD’ PSALM 46:10 

 

Many years ago, during a session at a leadership course in Banff, we were presented with 

several hundred photos of ‘places’. They were very varied; indoors and outdoors, 

mountains, forests, footpaths, stores, living rooms, armchairs, offices, boats…. hundreds of 

options; any and all of the places that we might enjoy or where we might be most 

comfortable. 

We were given 15 minutes to walk around the room and pick up 3 photos where we most 

liked to be. We then shared our selections and spoke about why we made those choices. 

Not surprisingly we all chose very differently. The important message: find a place that 

works for you. 

We were on a creative leadership course, and this was to help us understand where we 

might go to be creative in our roles as leaders. It is rarely at a desk! 

I have not forgotten this lesson. We are assured that God is with us everywhere, but I have 

learned that when I take myself to ‘my types of place’; outdoors, taking time to look and 

listen it helps me to ‘be still’. For me ‘being still’ is often when I am moving on foot or by 

bike!  

Saxe Point, one of my favourite places ‘to be’ is just a few minutes walk away……. 

 

 

Dear Lord, help each of us to find those places where we can be still and hear your voice. 

 

Colina Titus 
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WRITTEN ON MY HEART 

 

I am not one to memorize scripture verses.  Sometimes they stick in my head and I 

generally know where to look up many scripture passages, but memorizing isn’t usually my 

thing, All this to help you understand how unusual this story that I am about to share 

actually is.  In fact, I don’t believe I’ve ever shared it before.  

Many who read this will have known my husband Ian Victor who was minister at St. 

Andrew’s many years ago.  It was Christmas 2014, and Ian became ill on Christmas Eve.  

An ambulance took him to the Jubilee hospital, and he ended up in ICU.  This was all out of 

the blue.  My family and I took turns being by his side over Christmas, but on Boxing Day, 

he died.  It was a complete and utter shock to us all.  I was understandably in shock, but as 

I sat beside him, a passage of scripture came to me.  Let me just reiterate, I had not ever 

memorized it.  

It was a passage from the book of Joshua, the first chapter.  Joshua begins with the death 

of Moses who doesn’t get to enter the promised land.  

And God speaks to Joshua saying (Joshua 1:9) ‘I hereby command you: Be strong and 

courageous; do not be frightened or dismayed, for the Lord your God is with you wherever 

you go.’ 

That passage was written on my heart, but I had to actually look it up and find out where it 

was.  Like anyone who grieves a huge loss, my life was forever changed and the tears I 

wept seemed endless.  But those words from Joshua, “be strong and courageous, and do 

not be afraid” carried me through some difficult times.  I know that God is with me, not only 

right now, but into the future and wherever I go.  I may not always feel it, but I know it. 

 

Rev. Cathy Victor 
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UNDER HIS WINGS 

 

The island of Kauai (part of Hawaii) is known for its “free 

range chickens”.  Local lore is that many of the Kauai 

chickens are descendants of birds that escaped when 

Hurricane Iwa in 1982 and then Hurricane Iniki in 1992 

blew open coops.  As a result, chickens abound 

throughout the island.  One of the fascinating things about 

them is they exhibit what many of us would not call 

normal behaviors.  They have developed familial units.  

When we were last in Kauai the resort where we stayed 

had a number of chicken families wandering the grounds; 

hen and chicks shepherded by a rooster, ever vigilant to 

protect his family from feral cats. 

On our first evening we were getting ready for dinner and the sound of concerned clucking 

drew us to the balcony and an amazing sight.  A chicken family had gathered at the bottom 

of a tree below our unit.  Mother hen gathered her chicks and encouraged them to climb the 

tree and somehow directed them to a particular branch.  Mom fluttered up the tree and 

spread her wings, the chicks immediately cuddled under her wings.  Dad stayed on the 

ground in case some chicks were wobbly and indeed there were 2 that fell, and Dad helped 

them up the tree.  Finally, all were settled, all was well.  But what about Dad?  After one last 

ground level surveillance Dad flew up the tree and settled right above his little family.  Under 

his care and under his wings.  Early morning Dad crowed, all was well, and the little family 

went off to their daily activities.  Every night the scene of care and love was repeated.   

Psalm 91:4 was enacted in front of us.  He will cover you with his feathers, and under his 

wings you will find refuge; his faithfulness will be your shield and rampart.  

What a visual reminder of God’s care and love.  The faith of the chicks and Mother hen in 

the rooster’s ability to keep them safe was an example for all of us.  Do we have that same 

trust day in and day out?  Do we unnecessarily feel vulnerable that we are exposed to the 

vicissitudes of the world? - Or - Do we give thanks that we are sheltered under God’s great 

wings? 

Dear father let us always remember that you are always there and always faithful.  Amen 

  

Sabine Teetzel 
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CONNECTIONS 

 

While walking from the Sanctuary to the reception after David Stewart’s memorial, I paused 

to look at the “Rogue’s Gallery” of ministers who have served St. Andrews one the years.  

Of course, I looked at David’s picture.  I have known him for many years.  His dad became 

Minister of New St. James Presbyterian Church in London where I grew up until leaving for 

college in Guelph.  The blond young David and his brother Richard were a new experience 

for the congregation.  It had been some time since there were young children in the manse. 

The picture next to David is Jim Weir.  Also from New St. James, Jim was a few years older 

than I but I remember him well because I inherited from him the job of running the “Magic 

Lantern” that was used in the Sunday School to project the words of the hymns we sang.  I 

was not yet here when Jim was here but he had been minister in Burlington where my aunt 

was a member.  I did see Jim on occasion when he visited Victoria. 

Next to Jim’s picture is Jen Geddes whom I only knew by name when she came to St 

Andrew’s Victoria. However!  Her father and grandparents were members of New St. 

James.  Her dad was a few years younger than me.  But I knew her parents well because of 

a married couples group at the church that they and my parents belonged to called 

“Hathomar.”  With tongues firmly planted in the cheek, “Hathomar” is an acronym for “Happy 

though married.”  Jen’s dad became Minister of Southgate Church in Hamilton which is a 

congregation started by T. Melville Bailey who was a cousin of my mother, but that is 

another story. 

It took a while to get to the reception where, as well as visiting with members of the Stewart 

clan, I was able to chat with St. Andrew’s people whom I had not seen since COVID.  The 

connections within the Presbyterian Church are many.  I’m sure many could write some 

version of the memories I have shared. 

 

George Smith 
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MUSIC MESSAGES 

 

We all experience seasons of hardship and loss in our lives.  We are also aware that God is 

faithful and stands with us through good and bad. We hear that message from the pulpit 

and know that the Bible teaches us that the path of a Christian is not always an easy one.  

Just because we are Christians does not mean we are spared the hardships and 

heartaches of life.  But when I listen to gospel music, there are some songs that bring that 

home in ways that the spoken word does not do as effectively.  We remember that the 

Psalms written by David were actually songs.  Music contributes to the message. 

When I saw the movie I Can Only Imagine in 2018 based on the life of Bart Millard, the lead 

singer of Mercy Me, it struck a chord both with the story and the music he wrote.  The movie 

tells how Bart found healing from a painful past. Seeing how finding God changed his 

abusive dad, helped Bart discover his own faith.  

In the song “Even If” Millard sings the chorus: 

I know You’re able and I know you can 

Save through the fire with Your mighty hand 

But even if You don’t 

My hope is You alone 

I know the sorrow and I know the hurt 

Would all go away if You’d just say the word 

But even if You don’t 

My hope is You alone. 

Similarly, the contemporary Christian group called Casting Crowns is made up of pastors 

and church leaders.  Mark Hall is the lead singer and a youth pastor.  The band was 

originally started to reach out to the youth in the area. Hall describes their music as a 

“ministry of discipleship”.   

Their church was praying for a little girl with a deadly disease.  When Mark witnessed the 

courage and devotion of her mother, it inspired this song. 
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I was sure by now God you would 

have reached down 

And wiped our tears away, 

Stepped in and saved the day. 

But once again, I say amen 

That it's still raining 

As the thunder rolls 

I barely hear your whisper through 

the rain 

I'm with you 

And as your mercy falls 

I raise my hands and praise 

The God who gives and takes 

away 

And I'll praise you in this storm 

And I will lift my hands 

That you are who you are 

No matter where I am 

And every tear I've cried 

You hold in your hand 

You never left my side 

And though my heart is torn 

I will praise you in this storm 

 

Kevin Michael McKeehan who is better known by his stage name TobyMac is 

a contemporary Christian music singer, songwriter, and record producer.  He and his wife 

have 5 children including one adopted son who suffers from muscular dystrophy.  Tragedy 

struck the family in 2019 when their oldest son was found dead at his home at the age of 21 

of an accidental drug overdose. 

Despite the sorrow and anguish the family must have felt, TobyMac was able to write the 

following: 

It's been a long year 

It almost took me down, I swear 

Life was so good 

I'm not so sure we knew what we 

had 

I'll never be the same man 

I'll never feel like I felt before  

It's been a hard year 

It almost took me down 

But when my world broke into 

pieces 

You were there faithfully 

When I cried out to You, Jesus 

You made a way for me 

I may never be the same man 

But I'm a man who still believes 

When I cried out to You, Jesus 

You were there faithfully 

…In my darkest hour, You met me 

So quietly, so gently 

You said You'd never leave 

And You stood by Your word 

So quietly, so gently 

In all my pain, You met me 

You said You'd never leave 

And You stood by Your word 

These songs remind me on a daily basis that God is faithful and stands by his word, 

regardless of the circumstances we face.  What inspires me about these songs is that they 

focus on praise and worship even in the worst of times. 

 

Fiona Ryneveld  
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AN APPLE AND A PRAYER -REFLECTION ON GENESIS 3 

 

An apple is my metaphor 

I hold it in my hand, 

I see its full, bright colours 

And feel its full command 
 

The tantalizing sweetness 

and the pleasures it could bring 

Reminds me of my humanness 

and perhaps, of brokenness. 
 

But the fear of its reprisal 

and the pain that it can bring 

Are always thoughts within me 

of the ways that it can sting. 
 

Why am I so selfish? 

Why am I so vain? 

There’s a cost and a burden 

to pleasures that are gained. 
 

Am I a child of Eden 

From yet so long ago? 

Am I the woman Eve? 

We’re all the same, you know. 
 

This tale has been given 

to all on the earth. 

It’s a tale of our lives 

since the time of our birth. 
 

The wants, the desires, 

the pleasures we crave 

Oh God! give me the vision, 

and wisdom to be brave.  

 

Dorothy Reimer 
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AN UNEXPECTED TREASURE ARRIVES! 

 

In 2024, it will be 20 years ago that my mom passed away.  My mom’s loss for all of us was 

great and my dad especially struggled in his grief.  Very soon after, my dad quickly 

remarried. Shortly after, our family home was sold.  

Like a lot of moms and grandmas out there, my mom had a collection of unique special 

treasures.  Although she did like her ‘pretty’ things, she also had another collection of 

treasures.  These treasures were not valuable in a monetary sense but included probably 

each and every single birthday card and note she ever received, old weathered family 

recipes and a sprinkling of treasures given to her by her grandkids.  Sadly, this treasured 

collection disappeared.  

Just before this past Christmas, a Christmas card arrived from a childhood friend who lived 

just down the street from us growing up.  Our moms often enjoyed playing “kitchen” bridge 

together on many Monday afternoons.  My friend’s mom had died just this August, and the 

girls were recently going through all of their mom’s things as they readied the house to sell.  

In the mail a week before Christmas, I received the Christmas card from my friend. In the 

card was my friend’s usual friendly greeting but there were other surprises!  There was a 

bridge tally in my mom’s handwriting and the condolence letter her mom had written to my 

dad back in 2004 all about my mom.  Her letter gave us a wonderful glimpse of a friend’s 

perspective of your parent.  What an unexpected gift to receive after all these years!  My 

friend and I were not sure if this was perhaps a rough copy of the note her mom mailed 

back in 2004 or perhaps the note that had never been sent.  

In any event, without there being this ‘copy’ and my friend miraculously finding it amongst a 

houseful of things, our family would never would have received this wonderful and treasured 

heaven-sent hello from our mom and grandma.  We felt we had received a very special gift 

this Christmas.  

 

Patti Jackson  
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MY SHEPHERD 

 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 

He makes me lie down in green pastures; 

he leads me beside still waters; 

he restores my soul. 

He leads me in right paths 

for his name’s sake. 

Even though I walk through the darkest valley, 

I fear no evil; 

for you are with me, 

your rod and your staff— 

they comfort me. 

    Psalm 23: 1-4 

The older I get the more appreciative I am of my recent and distant ancestors.  Simply put, I 

hold my Mother fully responsible for my upbringing, character, and freedom.  Mostly though, 

I appreciate her wise and ever patient demeanour. 

My memory serves me well on a whole lot of levels. Now, I’m harvesting experiences from 

my earliest years as rich forms of wisdom that hold true for all eternity. This wisdom can be 

assured for spiritual guidance more present now than ever. 

In my preteen years, I find it remarkable that Mom gently convinced me to work at 

memorizing two scriptures: The Lords Prayer and the 23rd Psalm.  She succeeded.  They 

both hold true for me to this day and serve well with comfort and assurance.  Most 

importantly, they remind me that I am never alone. 

 

Donald Mitchell 
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PEACE AND LOVE 

 

 

 

Linda Ferguson 
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LENTEN REFLECTIONS 

 

Life is ever-changing, yet, it is nice to have some grounding.  Our family has gone through 

some significant changes which I have shared along the way.  I won’t repeat them as they 

are available in past issues of the Link, 

As I reflect on these changes I am reminded of two songs – “ There’s a Lighthouse on the 

Hillside” and the other is “His Eye is on the Sparrow”.  The first I associate with St. 

Andrew’s as a Landmark and a place of solace and support.  The second reminds me that 

we are not alone and although things may seem difficult at times, we can find peace in 

meaningful music  

There’s a Lighthouse on the Hillside 

There's a lighthouse on the hillside 

That over looks life's sea 

And when I'm tossed it sends out a light 

That I might see 

And the light that shines in darkness now 

Will safely lead us o'er 

If it wasn't for the Lighthouse 

My ship would be no more 

 

Everybody that lives around us 

Says tear that Lighthouse down 

The big ships they don't sail this way anymore 

There's no use of it standing round 

Then my mind goes back to that stormy night 

When just in time I saw the light 

Yes, the light from that old lighthouse 

That stands there on the hill 
 

And I thank God for the Lighthouse 

I owe my life to Him 

For Jesus is the Lighthouse 

And from the rocks of sin 

He has shown a light around me 

That I could clearly see 

If it wasn't for the Lighthouse (tell me) 

Where would this ship b 
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His Eye is on the Sparrow 

Why should I feel discouraged, why should the shadows come, 

Why should my heart be lonely, and long for heav’n and home, 

When Jesus is my portion? My constant Friend is He: 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me; 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me. 

 

Refrain: 

I sing because I’m happy, I sing because I’m free, 

For His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me. 

 

“Let not your heart be troubled,” His tender word I hear, 

And resting on His goodness, I lose my doubts and fears; 

Though by the path He leadeth, but one step I may see; 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me; 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me. 

 

Whenever I am tempted, whenever clouds arise, 

When songs give place to sighing, when hope within me dies, 

I draw the closer to Him, from care He sets me free; 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me; 

His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me. 

 

May we all find peace during difficult times in our lives.     

 

Jim Ferguson 
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RAINBOWS 

 

I have set my rainbow in the clouds, and it will be the sign of the covenant between me and 

the earth…Whenever the rainbow appears in the clouds, I will see it and remember the 

everlasting covenant between God and all living creatures of every kind on the earth. 

Genesis 9: 13,16 

It is not often that we have the delight of seeing a rainbow. 

The weather conditions need to be just right. We can pause 

on a walk to look at a rainbow, and sometimes even 

manage to capture it in a photo. 

For me, there have been two most memorable ’viewings’   

shared with friends, once in Newfoundland and again here 

in Victoria. Both women were heading to hospital that day 

for treatment of serious illnesses.  

Seeing the rainbow, I drew them to the window, “Come 

here and look at the rainbow, God is with you.” The timing 

was a blessing, and a comfort as we looked at the beautiful 

visual reminder that we are all in God’s hands. It was a 

prayer. 

Rainbows are beautiful, and cause us not only to stop and 

look, but to remember that God made an everlasting 

covenant with us. He is always present with us.  

For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither the 

present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height nor depth, nor anything else in all 

creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

Romans 8:38,39 

 

Dear Lord,  Thank you for your everlasting promise; that you will be with us always.  Amen 

 

Colina Titus   
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SEEING A NEW LIFE 

 

to the person that is joined to all living things there is hope…”  Ecclesiastes 9:4 

 

Lent is about giving up old ways of seeing to open to new life. I have my friend Luna to 

thank for forcing me to be open to discover new life. 

Luna walks with me in her neighbourhood which is very different 

than my own. Luna and I stick to the trails through the woods and 

those “cut-throughs” that get us from one street to another.  On a 

clear day, we can see snowy Mount Baker in the distance but on this 

day, I was surprised by a miniature view I’d walked by unaware. 

Right before the deep descent down Ridge Drive, Luna and I walk 

between the houses on a flat walkway, bordered on either side by a 

fence and hedges that keep those yards private. You see, I hardly 

notice that fence; it is a nondescript structure to walk by, a worn-out 

wooden fence, not a place to discover wonder or encounter mystery. 

Luna stays close to the ground.  While her pace is much more lively than my own, she 

regularly pauses to explore a “spot” that interests her.  In other words, Luna is open to the 

wonder of a seemingly regular patch of grass.  

As with any good story, context expands the truth. I took a 

picture of that fence from another angle.  I wanted to record 

the worn-out place that couldn’t possibly announce something 

newsworthy.  

Right above the patch of earth that captured Luna’s attention 

was that old fence with a laid-flat two-by-four between a 

double set of pickets. The miracle here is not only what was 

there but that I was able to pause to look at something 

ordinary and see something extraordinary instead.  I was 

surprised by the abundance—the green mosses, white lichen, 

and the tiny red buds so carefully arranged on the weathered 

wood.  

Wonder is a place in the real world along the paths we always travel.  A destination we must 

discover. The worries I carry with me are only one view of my world. There is another view 

that offers hope for something beyond what I can see or control.    

 

Linda Coggin 
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