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from the Minister’s Desk… 
 
As I sit at my desk, great machines are pounding and 
clawing at the corner of Princess and Clergy for the 
final portion of this second phase of ‘The Big Dig’. 
This reconstruction of the water mains and utility 
upgrades is noisy but necessary for the continued 
growth of our city. 
 
I ponder all this activity, and I am reminded how 
‘renewal’ is equally challenging but essential for us 
as the Church. In matters spiritual as well as civic, 
what was foundational can be neglected, what was 
sufficient can become inadequate. I have selected as 
my prayer this summer ‘renew a right spirit within 
me’ (Psalm 51:10). And already I am preparing a 
series of autumn sermons to explore the Acts of the 
Holy Spirit (otherwise known as the Acts of the 
Apostles!) with promise for us here and now. 
 
In the meantime, there is lots of activity within as 
well as around St. Andrew’s. A summer study series 
on the Tuesdays of July. Students associated with 

Geneva House moving into the manse to form a 
‘missional Christian community’. ‘Breakfasts on the 
Lawn’ Sunday mornings. Three students helping us 
prepare for our 200th anniversary celebrations from 
the different perspectives of history, art and 
communications, as well as offering weekend tours 
of the sanctuary. And of course Sunday worship that 
will consider the Biblical origins of common sayings 
of our English language – from ‘the apple of his eye’ 
to ‘by the skin of your teeth’ and ‘eat, drink and be 
merry’! 
 
And in the midst of all this, my 
prayer shall remain 'renew a 
right spirit within us’ - so we 
might be right within ourselves, 
with neighbour and our First 
Nations, with creation and with 
our God! 
 

Your ‘being renewed’ Minister, 
                              Andrew Johnston 
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ThoughtsFrom the Editor… 

I had surgery a few weeks ago. Oh, it wasn’t major 
surgery as some procedures are, but facing it left me with 
some anxiety. The fact that I had spent my adult years 
working in Health Care, only exaggerated this feeling. 
Mistakes could be made. Pathology outcomes could be 
worrisome.  
 
Initially, I considered not mentioning to even my family 
that I was going to have this operation. But I knew that I 
was falling back into an old pattern. I had always been 
able to pray for others easily enough during their difficult 
times, but reaching out when I myself was in need, well, 
that was a different matter. 
 
I realized during this process that I was not unlike my own 
mother. My mother had always been so kind to others, 
willing to help no matter the inconvenience, freely 
volunteering help wherever she could. But my mother, 
during her own difficult times, simply could not or would 
not reach out to receive or ask for help for herself.  
 
Life has many mirrors and it is not always comfortable to 
see an unlikable parental characteristic in ourselves.  
 
 “In all this I have given you an example that by such work 
we must support the weak, remembering the words of 
the Lord Jesus, for he himself said, ‘It is more blessed to 
give than to receive’.” Acts 20:35 NRSV 
 
Well, it is more blessed to give than receive, right? As 
Christians this has certainly been reinforced in our minds. 
And giving to others makes us feel good about ourselves. 
It can make us feel spiritually superior within while 
making us look spiritually superior to others without. 
 
On the other hand, asking for help, expressing to others a 
need for their prayers, doesn’t generally make us feel this 
same way. Some of us more than others, and I include 
myself in this, are reluctant to show our vulnerable side 
to others and to show our need for their love and 

concern. It makes us feel, well, a bit weak. The mask must 
come off and it can be uncomfortable. Isn’t it better to 
always seem confident and joyful to others and to not 
appear needful? 
 
So is giving wrong? Certainly not. When we think of 
others and put them ahead of ourselves, especially if the 
act is done without expectations, we reduce our thoughts 
about ourselves and glorify God. But similarly, when we 
accept gifts with genuine gratitude irrespective of 
whether we like it or not, we reduce thoughts about 
ourselves and also glorify God. 
 
There is a spiritual benefit to both giving and receiving. 
 
 “Until now you have not asked for anything in my name. 
Ask and you will receive, so that your joy may be 
complete.” John 16:24 NRSV. 
 
Billy Graham once wrote, “God has given us two hands, 
one with which to receive and one with which to give.” It 
is that continual striving to balance these ‘hands’ that can 
be so difficult for us. 
 
So how does my little story from above end? Eventually I 
did involve my personal family and some of my church 
family in this little medical journey, asking for their love 
and prayers. The pathology reports, thanks be to God, 
eventually came back negative. 
 
And I was even gracious enough to ask for and receive, 
help for myself following the surgery, from my daughter. 
 
 
Perhaps there is hope for me yet. 
 
 

  Ada Mallory, Editor 

 

 

  

 
“It is a kind of pride to insist that none of our prayers should ever be petitions for our own needs: for this is only 
another subtle way of trying to put ourselves on the same plane as God – acting as if we had no needs, as if we were 
not creatures, not dependent on Him and dependent, by His will, on material things, too.” 

 
 Thomas Merton, The Seven Storey Mountain 

 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/1711.Thomas_Merton
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/982713
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My first Presbytery Meeting occurred here at St. Andrew’s 
Presbyterian Church in Trenton, March 8, 2016. Ironically, as a child, I 
used to live directly across the road. The tree that I used to climb still 
stands… Another one of life’s many circles.                                     Editor 
Upper right: Closeup of Burning Bush Window in front of building. 

This baby’s quilt 
was lovingly made 
by Joan Barr-Knoxx 
for the grandchild 
of Tzuby and Chen 

Shyu 

St. Andrew’s Final Tuesday Winter Evening Study Session by Diarmaid MacCulloch, A History of Christianity. The 
subject of this particular study involved an acclaimed BBC series that prompted us to consider anew the heritage 

and the contemporary breadth of the Christian Church. Led by our Minister. 



The Cop and the Woman in the Mud

by Rose Deshaw

Walking along on my way to work last Thursday morning, 
at Barrie and Queen, I heard a sort of muted howling, 
like a wounded animal. I would have missed it entirely, 
had I been in a car. I crossed the street to find a slightly 
built woman lying in a fetal position in the downtown 
mud just around the corner from St Andrews. What 
seemed like all her earthly goods were crammed into 
bags around her. 

 
“Can I help?” I leaned down and touched her shoulder. 

 “Go away. I don’t want ANYBODY!”  That last was a 
scream.  
Being nearly 75 and not up for confrontation, I withdrew 
my hand and considered the situation. This was 
somebody’s daughter in deep trouble of whatever kind.  
 
I needed to call 911 but this might ultimately involve the 
police. How would they handle it? Lately friends have 
been discussing abuse of power.  Police = Bad.  I wasn’t 
at the G20 riots and I can’t imagine what I would’ve 
done, if I’d been there. Then there were all the media 
reports of police shooting the unarmed... 
 
I quit speculating when a friend came by with a cell 
phone. In short order an ambulance, a fire truck and the 
police were on the corner with me since I hadn’t known 
exactly what sort of help was required.   

The fire personnel quickly ascertained that they weren’t 
needed and drove away. The medics, who said they 
knew the woman from previous encounters, began 
dispersing the onlookers. “Nothing to see here.” One of 
them waved a directive hand towards me. 

 “I’m the one who called.” 

 “They received lots of calls,” the medic said, but it 
sounded like something she always said to anyone. 
“We’ll take it from here.” 

 I looked at the woman, maybe no older than one of my 
grandchildren, still lying in the mud but beginning to 
respond to the gentle voice of the young cop who 

squatted down beside her. Her 
light brown hair was straggly 
but her black shirt and top were 
good quality and her shoes were new. Someone 
somewhere must care for her.   

So far things were nothing like the violent confrontations 
in media reports. The cops could’ve ignored that soft 
little voice, pulled her roughly to her feet instead and 
tossed that small  frame onto the waiting stretcher like a 
bag of bricks to be hauled off to hospital. Efficient. 
Problem solved.  

At least in the Bible story of the Good Samaritan, the 
man in the ditch was seen as a human being as the 
Samaritan waded in to help, and others passed 
by.  Probably the possibility of lawsuits, regulations and 
charges now kept away folks like him. 
The young cop was handing the woman her bag, helping 
her find her cigarettes and light up. He was still at eye 
level, talking in a friendly tone about her options, her 
choices. She did not want to go to hospital.  Would she 
be allowed to make that decision? 

Evidently she could. The medics began packing up to 
leave, motioning to me again to move along. I was now 
late for work as well as being taken as a gawker, a 
curiosity seeker avid for the spotlight. But still I didn’t 
budge. Whatever had brought me to this point wasn’t 
yet willing that I should go.  

Maybe it was because I’d been where this woman was in 
my younger days, swathed in self-loathing, looking only 
to die, unable to walk one more step in any direction. 
Did I know for sure these two male officers understood 
how she felt? They were conferring, making a phone call, 
frowning at me.  
 
            “Okay. We’ve got her a bed at Interval House,” the 
cop said.  “It’s just down the block.”   They began 
gathering what were probably all the woman’s 
possessions, strewn around her.  “No need to stay,” he 
said as though he had not been telling me that since he 
arrived.   

 

I shook my head. He rolled his eyes heavenward and made a helpless gesture with his hands. Then the four of us limped 
along, mud dripping from her slender frame, till we reached the shelter. I doggedly climbed the steps behind them. 

http://www.google.ca/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwi5mKr3huDMAhUK2oMKHbpwCP8QjRwIBw&url=http://kosa0009.deviantart.com/art/Homeless-drawing-1-420342221&psig=AFQjCNHuP59Kq9pGY0fRp_MN2berEJKy3A&ust=1463537746328189


   
 A worker opened the door and took the woman, throwing an experienced look at me that asked, ‘family?’   
  
“Just a passerby,” the cop said, his tone implying all he felt: ‘should be minding her own business but no – has to stick her 
nose into ours…’  

  
“Passerby,” just the word the Bible story used about those who ‘passed by,’ on the other side. But I hadn’t done that. As 
the shelter door closed, I made my way back down the steps sorting it out.   

  
Due to all the media about police shootings and the whole ‘we-civilians- versus- them-the cops,’ scenario, I was primed to 
no longer trust those in whom sometimes I must trust. I had been prepared to be an observer, a witness, perhaps even 
testify in court if it came to that. 

  
Instead I was experiencing that most gratifying of results, faith fully justified in two fellow humans. Perhaps what had 
happened here might have ripples of repercussions, gently stitching together the chasm torn open continually by media, 
healed, one cop at a time. 

                                                                                                                                 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….. 

Silly Goose 

Silly Goose! Does the goose really deserve that putdown? There are two police officers that think not. They had stopped 
their patrol car off the shoulder of the road when a mother goose approached and began pecking the side of the card 
door. The driver tried to shoo her away, but she could not be 
dissuaded, persistently returning to her task. 

She seemed to be on a mission. 

Then one of the officers gave in, and followed her lead into 
the ditch nearby. There in the thick bushes and debris, a 
gosling was seriously entangled. 

Freed, the adventurous young one accompanied his wise 
mother and together they proceeded to the body of water 
which had been their original destination. 

The officers admit that this was the most outstanding event 
that they had ever experienced in their long years of service. 

This of course begs the question as to why the patrol car 
stopped in this place at this particular time? 

 
But not a single sparrow can fall to the ground without your 

Father knowing it. Matthew 10:31 
 

From a CKWS-TV news item May 18, 2016. 

Related and written by Louise and Ron Axford 
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Palm Sunday at St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church 

Kingston 

In the rising of the Easter dawn, Christ is risen. In the laughter of children at play during the ceasefire, Christ is 
risen. Where the hungry celebrate with feasting, Christ is risen. Where people find their voices and sing their 

songs, Christ is risen. When enemies give up violence and become friends, Christ is risen. When love is allowed to 
flourish and grow into community, Christ is risen. 

Christ is risen, Christ is risen indeed. Alleluia…                                                   Clare McBeath 

 



A Closed Triangle 

By Andrew Faiz in Pop Christianity · May 1, 2016  

 
Sitting at the table are 10 people, all active members of a 
Presbyterian Church in Canada congregation. Some are 
elders, the others participate in worship. 
 
Three are children of Presbyterian ministers. One is a 
Presbyterian minister. Two are Anglicans, one a 
Bretheren, one a Baptist. The last two are default 
Presbyterians through immigration. 
 
This is a snapshot of a typical Protestant congregation 
today, which is likely to have more people attending on a 
Sunday who have no strong denominational ties. They 
are there because they feel embraced by the local 
congregation. They are not there, necessarily, because 
they have a strong affiliation to a denomination. They will 
stay at the congregation because of its community, and 
also because they feel comforted by, and perhaps even 
challenged by, worship. 
 
Of the 10 people at that table, easily five are not that 
engaged in denominational issues. They see their 
membership as mostly with the congregation. They are 
not too interested in polity or doctrine. They’re also not 
that interested in denominational structures. Again, the 
relationship is with the local church. 
 
That is what church means to most people in the pews. 
That there are institutional structures outside of the local 
building is not very interesting to most members and 
attendees. 
 
They are less likely to worry about denominational issues. 
Less likely to subscribe to the denominational 
publication; oh, they’ll read it if comes to the house, but 
they’re not likely to seek it out. Less likely to know about 
other branches of the church—a relief agency or colleges 

or other programs. 
 
They sought a church to further develop their 
relationship with God. They stayed at the one that 
developed a relationship with them. Their triangle is 
closed. No more is necessary. (Of course, the big question 
is what is at the apex of the triangle: God, Self or 
Congregation.) 
 
So, yeah, “Presbyterian” is a brand. The title meant 
something, not just about theology and polity, but also 
about culture and nationalism. It was tribal. And, so, the 
death of the brand is a good thing, in a way. 
 
That doesn’t mean denominations are generic. Not at all. 
They still have their identities, of sorts, a sense of 
uniqueness. It does mean they are, in a way, historical. A 
denomination can no longer assume its members share a 
common past, or a common identity. 
 
This also means each appeal from the denomination—
whether from the Record or Presbyterian World Service 
& Development, for example—has to be justified for 
itself, not as the work of an identified brand, but as yet 
one more request amongst dozens, if not hundreds, each 
person is asked to support regularly in their lives, ranging 
from hospitals to arts to non-denominational relief 
agencies. 
 
This has precedence, of course. Acts and Paul’s letters 
sorta kinda tell a similar story of an insular group having 
to shed its tribalism to embrace a more comprehensive 
message in a bigger world. 
 
They managed about as well then as we’re managing 
today; that is to say, they mostly stumbled forward.  

…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 
 

  
Borrowed from The Newsletter of 

St. Paul’s Presbyterian Church, 
Amherst Island, Ontario 

 

Andrew Faiz is the Presbyterian 
Record's senior editor. 

 

The Reverend Will B. Dunn 

http://www.presbyterianrecord.ca/
http://presbyterianrecord.ca/articles/magazine/life/popchristianity/
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It has been said that it is lonely at the top, but you eat better. 
Perhaps it should be amended to say that, yes, it is lonely at the 

top, but it means you eat later… 

Our Minister enjoying his potluck dinner- finally… 
March 27, 2016 

 

Sadly, this was Brad McVey’s last day with us at 
St. Andrew’s. He has been a wonderful part of 
our congregation, and the kitchen staff as well, 
it seems. He promises to visit when he is back 

our way…                                May 22, 2016 

The Inter Church Refugee 
Partnership 
Presented… 

Open Voices Community Choir 
& Inshallah, a community 

choir based at the Waterloo 
Lutheran Seminary. 

St. Andrew’s Sanctuary 
April 2, 2016 

 
A non auditioned mixed voice 

adult choir sang under the 
musical direction of Andy Rush. 

 
An amazing musical presentation 

that contributed over 
$10,000.000 to the sponsorship 

fund. 



Reforming Tomorrow…

The re:forming Tomorrow Campaign for Knox College 

was launched in 2014.  The goal is to provide the very 
best in theological education in order to prepare 
students for faithful Christian ministry and dynamic 
theological leadership, both in congregations and 
communities in Canada and around the world in the 21st 
century. 
For over 170 years Knox College has been a leader in 
the preparation of 
students who are called to 
serve God in Christian 
ministry.  Located at the 
heart of Canada’s largest 
university, it is uniquely 
blessed for this task with 
resources and 
opportunities unequalled 
anywhere else in the 
world.  From my own 
ministerial experience, I know how important it is that 
ministers receive the very best preparation in order to 
give confident and compassionate witness to the good 
news of Jesus Christ both in the congregation and the 
wider community. 
With a goal of $15 million, the campaign will achieve 
particular goals including calling additional faculty, 

investing in up-to-date technology, a video conferencing 
room for distance education, a safe and accessible 
building for students and residents, and additional 
study and library resources that ensure the halls of Knox 
College continue to echo with debate, discussion, 
prayer and laughter for the next 100 years.  This is an 
incredibly exciting time in the life of the college, which 
is thrilled to have over $5 million already committed by 

generous individuals and congregations 
to the campaign. 

You are invited to explore how a gift, 
over 2 to 3 years, could impact the 
education of a student at Knox, and 
how your gift would enhance St. 
Andrew’s mission for Christ and the 
world.  Your minister, The Reverend Dr. 
Andrew Johnston, has received a 
package with additional information 

about Knox College, its vision and mission, and its 
impact beyond the college walls.  The package also 
includes detailed information on the re:forming 
Tomorrow campaign, and a booklet describing the 
projects that gifts to the campaign will support.  You can 
choose either to direct your gift to the general 
campaign goal or to a project within the campaign that 
speaks to you. 

 

TWELVE QUICK FACTS ABOUT KNOX FOR THOSE UNFAMILIAR WITH ITS HISTORY AND MISSION 

1. Founded in 1844, Knox was one of the first Reformed theological colleges in Canada; 
2. Since it was opened in 1915, the Knox residence has been home to over 10,000 students; 
3. One of seven founding members of the Toronto School of Theology (TST), Knox is part of the largest theological 

consortium in North America; 
4. Of the 3 theological colleges of the Presbyterian Church in Canada (PCC), Knox is the largest. 
5. Over 70% of minsters in the PCC are Knox graduates; 
6. Only 13% of the college’s annual budget comes from the PCC Presbyterians Sharing budget; 
7. Prudent, financial management by the college staff has meant a balanced budget for 9 of the past 10 years; 
8.  One of the largest collections of Reformed theological resources in Canada is available at the Knox College, 

Caven Library.  As part of the TST and the U of T library system, Knox students have access to unsurpassed 
university print and digital resources.  

9. Over the past 40 years, Knox graduates have served as ministers and missionaries on all five continents outside 
North America; 

10. Academic exchanges with seminaries in Korea, Taiwan, Cuba, Ghana, Malawi have greatly enlarged the mission 
of Knox; 

11.  Knox has 7 graduate degree programs that prepare students for 5 distinct ministries; 
12.  In 100 years, The Rev. Dr. Dorcas Gordon, Knox’s 12th Principal is the second Canadian Presbyterian to serve as 

President of the Association of Theological Schools in the United States and Canada, and the first Canadian 
woman. 

  



 

 

 

 

A. 130 Clergy Street- St. Andrew’s Church: In 
1818, King George granted to the Scottish 
Presbyterians in Kingston, Ontario a deed for 
one acre of land on Clergy Street. In 1820, St. 
Andrew’s Presbyterian Church was built on 
the site. It was the first Protestant church in 
Kingston. In 1822, the Reverend John Barclay 
came from Edinburgh to be its first minister. 
He was 26 years old when he arrived in 
Kingston on Christmas Day, 1821. 
 

B. 146 Clergy Street- St. Andrew’s Manse: The 
second minister of St. Andrew’s was Rev. 
John Machar. He lived in this limestone 
Manse, which was built in 1841 and has 
been called “one of the finest houses in 
Kingston.” In 1843 a dispute broke out in The 
Church of Scotland, about whether local 
congregations should have the right to 
choose their own ministers. Those who 
preferred the old tradition stayed here at St. 
Andrew’s. They were served by Rev. Machar 
until his death in 1863. But some prominent 
church members left and formed a new 
congregation: Chalmers Free Presbyterian 
Church.  
In 1888 the St. Andrew’s sanctuary was 
destroyed by fire. It was quickly rebuilt. On 
16 February 1890, the church re-opened, 
and services have continued here ever since. 

 

C. 163 Clergy Street- Willis Family: Sottish history in Kingston isn’t only about prominent people and buildings. The 
sad story of James Willis is a case in point. Born in Ontario of Scottish parents, he worked as a coal-shoveller at 
the docks. In 1910, just five days before Christmas, he slipped into a back room at the Kingston Gas Works and 
lay down for a nap. He never woke up. He had been suffocated by fumes from the illuminating gas that was 
made at the plant. After James’ death, his wife Aggie continued to live here, raising their three teenage sons by 
herself. 
 

D.  178 Clergy Street- Shields Family: Not far from Aggie Willis lived another young widow. Annie (McDonald) 
Shields and her husband had lived in Edmonton for a while, but by 1911 she was back in Kingston, raising her 
two boys. Both Annie and her mother (Harriet McDonald) had recently lost their husbands and were living here 
together, making ends meet by taking in a female lodger. Annie could trace her Scottish roots all the way back to 
her Loyalist great-grandparents. They sailed from Scotland to New York in 1773 on a ship called The Pearl, and 
settled on Wolfe Island around 1820. Many of their descendants still live on the island. 

Free Self-Guided Walking Tour 
Discover the homes and haunts of Scots 
who shaped our city. Scottish history in 

Kingston is full of surprises!    
www.kfpl.ca 

 



E. McBurney Park a.k.a. Skelton Park – Plaque: 
Earlier we met Rev. James Barclay, the first 
minister of St. Andrew’s Church. He became 
embroiled in a dispute with the minister of the 
Anglican Church, Rev. George Okill Stuart. Barclay 
wanted the right to bury Scottish Protestants here 
in the “Upper Burial Ground,” using the Scottish 
forms of service. Stuart said no, and a war of words 
broke out. Twice the ministers challenged each 
other during funerals. Barclay even brought a 
locksmith to one funeral because he thought the 
Anglicans might have locked the gates. For three 
years he appealed to the authorities until finally, in 
1825, the Scottish congregation was granted a 1.5 
acre section here for their burials. 
 

F. McBurney Park – Barclay Monument: 
Unfortunately, Rev. Barclay didn’t live long after 
the Scottish section of the Burial Ground was 
granted. He died at the age of 30 from a fever that 
he caught while visiting friends near London (Ont.). 
He was buried here, and a monument was erected 
to commemorate him. In time, the original 
monument deteriorated, but it was rebuilt in 1983 
and has stood here ever since. 
 

G. McBurney Park – Cross: About 10,000 bodies were 
buried in the Upper Burial Ground. About 2,000 
were Presbyterians (Scottish Church) and the rest 
were Anglican and Catholic. By 1865, the space had 
become too crowded, and all new burials were 
taking place elsewhere. In the late 1880’s, the 
decision was made to turn to turn this space into a 
city park Church authorities agreed to exhume the 
bodies and re-inter them in the newer cemeteries. 
However, for various reasons only about 1,000 of 
the estimated 10,000 bodies were actually moved. 
In 2002, this granite cross was erected so the 
Scottish and Irish who still rest here will not be 
forgotten. 
 

 

 
 

H. McBurney Park – Cannon: The McBurney cannon 
is a Blomefield smooth-bore muzzle-loading 24 
pounder, made in England, that would have been 
used by the British forces. The cypher on top of the 
gun is the royal insignia of King George III. He was 
the king who brought together Ireland and Great 
Britain (England, Scotland and Wales) to form one 
nation called The United Kingdom. He ruled from 
1760 until his death in 1820, about a year before 
young Rev. John Barclay arrived in Kingston as the 
first minister of St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church. 
King George III never visited Canada. In fact, he 
never even visited Scotland or Ireland! 
 

I. 181 Clergy Street – McPherson Sisters: In 1901, 
this was the home of two unmarried sisters, Misses 
Annie and Edith MacPherson, who were from a 
well-respected Scottish family in Kingston. More 
than 50 years earlier, when Annie was just a baby, 
John A. MacDonald and his wife Isabella got 
married in the MacPherson home. In 1889 Sir John 
A. wrote a charming letter to Annie, who had done 
a favour for him: “I don’t know how to thank you 
sufficiently… You seem to have been born to take 
care of other people and other people’s interests… 
The statement you have sent me is just what I 
want, and I shall file it away with the probate from 
Louisa’s will.” Louisa was his sister. 
 

J. 135 Clergy Street – Dr. James Campbell: Dr. James 
William Campbell was a Scottish physician who 
lived here with his wife Martha and their two sons. 
He started his career as a teacher and then a 
school principal, then graduated from Queen’s 
University in 1891, and practiced family medicine 
here for the next thirty years. For much of that 
time, he was also teaching in the medical facility at 
Queen’s. He was active at St. Andrew’s Church, and 
in fraternal organizations and civic affairs. A 
staunch Liberal, he served on City Council in 1899 
and 1900. When he died here in 1923, from a 
serious infection, the city flags flew at half-mast to 
honour his long years of service to the community. 

 

 

 
  

For this tour, please begin at the northwest corner of 
Princess and Clergy Streets, facing St. Andrew’s Church.  
 
Please be aware that many of the stops are private 
homes; remain on the sidewalk and respect the privacy 
of residents. Thank you for your consideration! 
If you enjoyed this tour, please pick up a copy of TOUR 
ONE which starts at the Central Library at 130 Johnson 
Street. 
 

Available at any KFPL branch or on our website at 
www.kfpl.ca 

Queen’s University, founded in 1841, was 
modelled on the universities in Edinburgh 
and Glasgow, and supported largely by the 
Presbyterian Church. Almost all of its early 

faculty were educated in Scotland. 
 

Produced by the Kingston Frontenac 

Public Library 



by Ada Mallory, EditorVittoria and The Person Within…   

I have no idea why this 18 year old young woman sitting 
before me, would share her personal confidences with me 
in such a trustful manner. But I felt grateful and respected 
by her openness, her honesty. There followed several 
meetings over the period of a year, meetings when I did 
little but listen, only occasionally interjecting a question for 
clarification. I realized that this newfound awareness of 
mine about Asperger’s Syndrome at a real and personal 
level, had left me deeply moved. 
  
Like most people, I had heard of Autism and Asperger’s 
Syndrome. And like most people, I was shielded from the 
effects and the reality of how this affects not only families 
but how it affects the individual involved. I had watched 
from the outside for several years as Vittoria’s parents 
struggled to find ways to help their daughter, this daughter 
who had seemed so normal until the age of three. I had 
watched as Vittoria, at various times in her growing up 
years, came into the room when I was there. She had 
usually seemed sullen, withdrawn. 
  
I was not terribly surprised when her mother confided to 
me that Vittoria had finally been diagnosed as having 
Asperger’s Syndrome, which is a higher functioning form of 
Autism. The diagnosis in a sense had initially come to them 
as a relief. Now there seemed to be at least some 
explanations for their daughter’s personality difficulties 
and the recurring meltdowns. 
 
There were many difficulties ahead for Vittoria and her 
family. But Vittoria was blessed with a mother and father 
who loved her dearly, who would not give up on her and 
who persistently asked God for help. Her parents shared 
their frustrations, their pain and their tears with me on 
several occasions. Often, following a visit with them, I left 

with their pain inside of me as well and I wondered how I 
could offer them anything more than my own prayers in 
return. 
 
But pray I did, vaguely wondering what even God could do 
here except provide His comfort and His love to this family. 
It certainly didn’t occur to me that God might involve me 
further in this process. But as so often happens when I 
have expressed to God my sense of helplessness, my 
inability to understand, that I was again surprised by His 
grace. 
  
Vittoria’s mother is my hairdresser and over the years we 
have had so many wonderful conversations together. Many 
of these conversations were lighthearted, but many were 
of a more personal and deeper nature. On one occasion I 
had brought her a copy of the latest church newsletter, The 
Burning Bush and I mentioned somewhat just in passing 
that I was always looking for new contributing writers. I 
surprised even myself when rather spontaneously, I asked 
if Vittoria liked to write at all.  
 
There followed a moment of silence. Vittoria’s mother 
turned to me, eyes full of tears, and excitedly said, yes, 
Vittoria writes all the time. It was my turn for tears, and 
unsure of how to move forward, I finally asked if I might 
see some of her words. 
 
And this is where my time with Vittoria truly began. 
Vittoria shared her written words with me, words written 
with so much intensity, so much insight and so much pain. 
And with Vittoria’s permission as well as her parents, I will 
let Vittoria speak for herself. (I have edited them only 
slightly for clarity where required. Words within square 
brackets are mine.) 

 

Vittoria’s Story… 
 
Hi. My name is Vittoria. I am 18 years old and I am going into Grade 13. 
 
I am not like other girls because I have Aspergers Syndrome and I have a story to tell. 
 
Growing up I was never the typical girl, well, aside from the Autism. I was also a tomboy. I always felt more comfortable 
in boys clothing. It wasn’t easy being a tomboy. People always questioned whether I was a boy or a girl. Some people 
will always call me a he and I would get yelled at for using the girls washroom or change room. 
 
I spent my whole life wondering why I was different from everybody else and it wasn’t until Grade 4 that I learned that I 
was autistic. {It seemed to me} from that point on my behavior issues got worse. I became aggressive. I started to yell, 
scream, destroy things, then swear and hit people. 
  



It felt like I was losing control of my body. It was like my body and brain turned against me and I had no control of my 
body or my brain. When I tried to tell people what was going on nobody listened to me. They just sent me to detention 
and when that didn’t work they just suspended me. 
 
To be honest though, I felt like {nobody at the school} cared to help me- except for one teacher. When I told my Grade 4 
teacher what was going on, she told me to talk to the Guidance Counselor. So from there I started to see the Guidance 
Counselor (remember this is still elementary school) and from there things got better. I got in trouble less and got to 
hang out with my friends more. 
 
But things went downhill again when my parents switched me to another school again.  
Here I am just going to {enter} a first note to parents with kids who have {this} disability. Most of us hate change in our 
daily routine. So if you are going to change something in our routine, prepare us first. And how do you prepare us for 
change to happen?  You sit us down and you talk to us about the change that is going to happen {and reassure us} that it 
is okay.  
 
Now some of us- mostly me- don’t like some of the changes that you make. For 
example, getting us to eat healthy by taking pizza and soda pop away 
permanently. People who know me can tell you the same thing and that it is better 
to think twice before making that change. 
 
Anyways, where were we? Ah yes. So the real problems started when I entered my 
new school for Grade 8. For the first three weeks things were good and then they 
went steadily downhill.  {The difficulties for someone like me with Autism in 
making new friends became more and more of a problem}. 
  
{So} let me make another note here- that kids with Autism have trouble making 
friends and their symptoms may include not making eye contact, not being able to 
read other people’s body language, avoid talking to others, have trouble 
understanding jokes, or what is appropriate and not appropriate, and have trouble 
understanding what others mean. 

Teach us behavior strategies by getting us involved in the community, doing 
volunteer work or getting a job. Then pay close attention to every conversation 
that they have.  By not staying too close to them, give them some space but stand 
somewhere where you can hear everything they say. If they say something 
inappropriate give them a que so that way they know that that is inappropriate. Then afterward give them a review 
about how they did. This teaches us how to communicate with other kids and how to make friends. 
 
Following, in her own words, is Vittoria’s appeal for understanding, for tolerance, for kindness towards all people with 
disabilities, not just her own: 
                                                                    

 seeing the person for the person and not the Disability  
 

 I find it really hard to talk to other people because I have aspergers and I don't understand people's body 
language and what's appropriate to say and what's not appropriate to say. 
  

 I have learned that the educational systems are not good with educating or helping kids, teens, and young adults 
with a disability {like mine} reach their full potential. When I was in community class at my high school the 
teacher gave me a book and when I saw the age rating (6+) I was really upset and I have proven that when I 
apply myself to reading I can read much higher than that. 
  

I will admit that after being in both separate and public school systems the public system is still way better because after 
getting arrested they finally listened to me and made things better and I can finally say that after   



 that whole situation now I'm finally able to show everyone what I can do and how I can give a full and best 
performance at school. 
 

 I feel that as a community we can help people with learning disabilities reach their full potentials and help 
them with social skills by creating a safe environment. {Tell your kids if they} see someone bullying a person 
with a disability that they should stand up for that person. Remember the people who get bullied the most are 
people with a disability or a mental condition of some sort. Second teach your kids or teens to be inclusive of all 
people and tell them to forget about the disability and to see the person behind the disability.  
  

 For all the teenagers. I know that there are a lot of you who like spending time with a person who has a learning 
problem but you can't hang out with them because you are worried that your friends will make fun of you if you 
did. You need to put yourself in their shoes and think about how they feel when you avoid them. Be inclusive 
and don't worry about what your friends think; just understand that you are doing the right thing.                        
{Emboldment effect mine. Editor} 
      

My Concluding Thoughts on Vittoria’s Story… 
 

Vittoria taught me so very much. I was humbled by her 
insight, by her passion to help others, by the effort she 
made during our times together just to maintain eye 
contact. But she herself realizes that it has been a long and 
difficult process, that understanding herself and even 
sharing this with others, does not remove the effects of 
Asperger’s Syndrome. She will continue to have meltdowns 
when under pressure. She will continue to struggle 
comprehending nuances in others. And the consequences 
as she grows into adulthood may become more serious and 
even less understood. 

 
In an especially unguarded moment, Vittoria shared how 
she wishes she was like others and not autistic. She wearies 
of the constant struggles to fit in. She pleads for the world 
to not only understand her but embrace her as she is. But 
she also expresses her personal goal in her life, to help 
people understand that having a disability is not the same 
as having an inability. That God did not make a mistake in 
creating her with Asperger’s. Rather, that He has provided 
her with a mission to help others with disabilities of any 
sort. 

 
Vittoria has frequently expressed gratitude to those who 
took the time and effort to listen, to see her as a real 
person, to treat her with patience and kindness even when 

she knew she had been reacting badly. But she reserves 
the greatest appreciation for her mother and father who 
love her unconditionally and continue to fight steadfastly 
to help her reach her potential.  

 
Yes, I have learned much from Vittoria. But the greatest gift 
for me has been seeing the unfolding of this young 
woman’s indomitable spirit, her zeal for life in spite of the 
specter of Autism. Rather than accept defeat and despair, 
she has chosen to reach out to others with love and 
acceptance. Can there be a better example for any of us 
then? 
 
Vittoria expressed this thought to me just recently, that she 
would like to help change the world. I smiled at her and 
said, Why, Vittoria, you may not change the whole world 
but you have changed me! To this she responded with her 
own smile and then she gave me a hug. It was not a small 
thing. 

So do I feel God’s hand upon Vittoria’s life?   

Absolutely. Of this I am sure… 

                                      Ada Mallory, Editor 

     

This story is not intended to be a criticism of our educational system.  Nor is it meant to be a criticism of any particular 
teacher or teacher’s assistant. Asperger’s Syndrome is difficult for even trained professionals to deal with and 
understand. It is meant to be a plea for us all, especially as Christians, to pause and consider, first and foremost, the less 
obvious person that lies within the disadvantaged. After all, is that not the greatest kindness that we can extend to 
anyone anyway?                                                                                                                                                                         Editor 



The Poets’ Corner…           Amherst Island: A Gift from God 

 
Like a leaf upon the water 
I glimpsed this magic isle 
So beautiful, so different 
It bade me stop a while. 
 
The gravel road was windy 
As slowly I drove round 
The lambs were oh so playful 
As in the field they bound. 
 

 
A stone fence passed beside me 
A cemetery too 
I saw old gravestones in the grass 
And wondered, who was who? 

 
The road rolled on and hugged the 
lake 
Loons swam along the shore 
Fresh water lapped upon the rocks 
Time stopped, I wanted more. 
 
The people smiled, their guard 
seemed down 
Birds landed for a rest 
They too had found a solace here 
Where they could build a nest. 
 

A magic place, all trees and land 
Devoid of city noise 
No stop lights, malls, just blessed 
peace 
Complete with nature’s joys. 
 
This place with scenes so tranquil 
It kept on drawing me 
What was this feeling, could it 
last? 
It made me feel so free. 
 
I was secure in this new land 
My cares were blown away 
This magic island nourished me 
And tempted me to stay. 
 

          by Wendy Worling

…………………………………………………………………………………. 

Garden Love Songs 

This poem arose from the loud and startling morning songs of the cardinals near our window.  

In addition to writing the poem I searched the psalms for those focused on God's creation.  

Psalm 104 is a magnificent hymn which affirms God's sovereignty over all creation and 

reminds us that we worship God alone and not any part of his created works. The psalm has 

been called by one writer - the "Wordsworth of the ancients."  This beautiful psalm ends with 

the words "Praise the Lord".  It was praise for our God the Creator that inspired my writing... 

 

Red bird, red bird, so early you scream 
The dawn is just breaking and you shatter my dream. 
My window stands open and high in the tree 
Your morning "whoit, whoit" calls loudly to me. 

I try to ignore you and fall back into slumber 
But your voice is not soothing so I wake and I wonder.. 
What instinct has prompted your boisterous calls? 
What purpose is served by awaking us all? 

 

Relentless, unending, your 
chirrups continue 
Why choose my window as your concert venue? 
But soon your song changes to a new repertoire 
As an echoing voice calls loudly from afar. 

Your mate has awakened to join you this day 
A nest to make ready and eggs to lay. 
A family of songsters about to grow 
To grace my garden and put on their show. 

 
God purposes each being in His amazing creation 

And my scarlet red cardinals greet dawn with adoration. 
 

                                                                                                                  by Barb Zabel 

  

http://fightinsideme.tumblr.com/post/27517635623
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An invitation from our Minister… 

The Tuesdays of July - A Summer Series 

 
Would you like an opportunity for reflection and discussion the weeks of July? Our 
Minister invites you to read with him 'Letters to Marc about Jesus', a poignantly 
personal and profound journey as Henri Nouwen attempts to share with his 19 year old 
nephew what he understands it means to live as a Christian in a world of confusion and 
apathy.  
 
All welcome - indicate your preference by June 19 for an afternoon or early evening 
hour (on the sign up sheet in St. Andrew's Hall or through the Church Office).  
 
Written with Nouwen's characteristic grace and wisdom, these letters bear witness to his 
conviction that anyone can find lasting spiritual fulfillment if they simply take the time to 
maintain a daily awareness of Jesus in every aspect of life. Here Nouwen is at his best--
teacher, guide, and mentor--and will provide the direction and inspiration necessary for 
any believer to change his or her life 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sunday Breakfast on the Lawn 
 
In our congregational discussions last Autumn many people 
wished to address the concern that there was a need for 
the church to be seen as a people rather than a building 
with closed doors.  ‘The Sunday Breakfast on the Lawn’ is 
one of the initiatives to address this need.   
  
Beginning Sunday, July 3 a team of volunteers from Saint 
Andrew’s will be offering a simple breakfast on the lawn 
in front on the church.  Our hope is to bring the inside of 
Saint Andrew’s outside and share our faith, by showing 
care, supplying a meal and engaging in conversation with 
the homeless, the locals, the tourists or any others who 
might join us.  After conversation and some expression 
of interest, it may be appropriate to extend a casual 
invitation to join in the service at 10:30 a.m. but this is not 
the primary goal of ‘Breakfast on the Lawn’. 
 

Breakfast will be served between 9:30 a.m. and 10:00 
a.m. (weather permitting).  We will be serving a simple 
meal of fresh fruit, muffins, croissants, juice, tea and 
coffee. 
 
All are welcome. 
We invite all who worship 
inside to join the volunteers 
and guests outside at 9:30 
a.m. for breakfast.   
We pray that our actions 
and our words will always 
reflect the love of God as 
we mix and mingle with 
others outside our church. 
 

                                                   Wendy Worling
  

General Assembly 2016 

The General Assembly will open on Friday June 3, 2016 at 1:00 pm in the gym of the Tait McKenzie Centre of York 
University. The first sederunt will include worship, election and installation of the Moderator, orientation and business 
of the Assembly. The Assembly will conclude on Monday June 6. All of the activities will be held at York University.  

“Stewards of the mysteries of God” is this year’s theme based upon 1 Corinthians 4:1. The Presbytery of East Toronto 
is hosting the 2016 General Assembly. 

 
You can follow the Assembly at www.presbyterian.ca with full reports, blogs and livestreaming of the Friday evening 

service 

 

http://www.ourshepherdlives.org/church/news-events.html
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Ann Tysick checking to see if 
hubby, Dennis is working… 

Hubby, Dennis putting on good show 
for wife, Ann… 

Kathleen Houghton co-operating with an 
improvised tooth extraction by our Minister. 

What is she thinking?? 

Elaine Coderre with Peter Trudeau. Best 
not to mess with these two… 

Pat Coderre & Bea Johnston 
Funny how spouses rarely work 

together… 

Dhaiya, Jeanne & Aniqa 
1

st
 year RMC Cadets who helped us out 

as part of their community 
involvement program. 

Saturday, April 30, 2016 



Encouraging Prayer 

Most would agree that prayer is good, and that we 
should all pray, but do we understand the relationship 
between prayer and our life as a child of God?  
 
Prayer is the language that allows us to comprehend 
how great is our God.  It is a time and place of 
challenge, encouragement and peace where we 
acknowledge Him as Lord and grow to love Him more 
each time we meet with Him. It is a place where we can 
be alone with God and at the same time join in unity 
with all His children globally to worship and honour 
Him. 

We pray not merely for things, but towards something – 
the fulfilment of the Father’s purpose and the 
realization of His kingdom. 
  
“Here lies the supreme missionary motivation. It is 
neither obedience to the Great Commission, nor 
compassion for the lost, nor excitement over the 
gospel, but zeal for the honour of Christ’s name. No 
incentive is stronger than the longing that Christ should 
be given the honour that is due to His name”. (John 
Stott) 

Prayer is an act of faith: Faith the size of a mustard 
seed can move mountains. We claim that this is true but 
pray as if it doesn’t apply to us. Our vision only extends 
as far as what we believe can be done by human 
strength. “You do not test the resources of God until 
you attempt the impossible”. (F.B. Meyer) 

Prayer is an act of worship: When we pray we 
recognise the sovereignty of God and acknowledge our 
own dependence.  

Prayer is an act of warfare: The gates of hell may 
not prevail, but neither will they open willingly. The 
passage in Ephesians 6 ends with the exhortation to 
prayer and supplication, praying at all seasons in the 
Spirit. God is in control and if we suffer, we can be 
assured that He looks after his own and blesses those 
who faithfully fight. 

Prayer is an act of sacrifice: Beyond the spiritual 
price we pay as mentioned above, the simple choice to 
set time aside to pray comes at the expense of other 

things. Left unchecked, busy-ness will squeeze prayer 
out of our schedules. Jesus often retreated from 
perfectly legitimate ministry activities to seek intimacy 
with the Father. How can we do anything less? 

Prayer is an act of labour: Prayer is hard work. 
Persevering in early morning or late night prayer or all 
night vigils does not come naturally to us. Oswald 
Chambers once said “Prayer does not just fit us for the 
Greater Work; Prayer is the Greater Work”.  

Prayer is an act of love: It is true that our love for 
family, friends, and the unreached millions in the world 
can lead us to prayer, but we must remember that 
prayer is the domain of God. 

 We cannot be truly passionate about prayer if we are 
not already passionate for the one to whom we pray. 
Our prayers for the salvation of the world must be 
rooted in a deep unshakable love for our Lord. May God 
bless you richly as you approach Him in prayer. May His 
Spirit lead you as you seek to worship Him in all you do, 
praying without ceasing to His honour and glory. 

 
                        from a fellow traveller, Bob Stevenson 

                                             Bay Park Baptist Church  

“We ought to contemplate providence not as curious and fickle persons are wont to do but as a ground of 
confidence and excitement to prayer. When he informs us that the hairs of our head are all numbered it is not to 

encourage trivial speculations but to instruct us to depend on the fatherly care of God which is exercised over these 
frail bodies.”                                                                John Calvin 
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Reception of New Church Members  
St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church Kingston on Sunday, May 15, 2016 

Left to Right: Rory Warnok, Chris Hansen, David & Susan Holland, Janet & Paul Payne, Dorothy Messenger 
“Together may we live in your Spirit, and grow in faith, hope and love, and so give to you, the one true God, all 

honour and glory, now and forever. Amen” 

 

 
Special Meals  

St. Andrew’s Team 1 
May 1, 2016 

 

Back left to right:  
Larry Moore, Greg Matthews, 
Dennis Tysick, Brian McLean, 
Ed Brash 
 
Front left to right: 
Shirley Brash, Ann McLean, 
Holly Turnbull, Ann Tysick 



Responding to Fires in Alberta  

   
The PCC national office has heard from The Rev. Lisa 
Aide, minister at Faith Presbyterian Church in Fort 
McMurray. The people from the congregation have all 
made it safely out of the city, though they are scattered 
north and south. They are waiting to hear about the 
status of their homes, manse and the school where they 
worship. 
 
Update from Faith Presbyterian Church in Fort 
McMurray Thursday, May 5, 2016 
Thank you for your thoughts and prayers, right now 
everyone is safely out of Fort McMurray, but we are 
scattered north and south of the city, so we’re giving 
thanks for social media which has been a wonderful tool 
to help people stay in contact. We at Faith church 
greatly appreciate all the prayers and support that we 
have received via email and text messages, it is 
wonderful to know that we are not alone during this 
time of trial. We know that at least two members have 
lost everything to the fire, and the rest of us are still 
waiting on news, one way or the other. So far the 
manse and the school that Faith worship at seem to be 
safe from the flames but we won’t know until we’re 
able to return home what is waiting for us. 

We are also asking for prayer for all of the first 
responders and everyone else who is in the city trying 
to save what they can, for we know that it is going to be 
a hard and stressful battle, so please hold these brave 
men and women up in prayer, for they need it most of 
all. 

Thank you once again for all of the prayers and the 
support that has been shown to the people of Fort 
McMurray, it means a lot to know that we are being 
lifted up in the prayers of God’s people. The next few 
months are going to be hard but we know with God’s 
help we grow stronger, for our city is strong and we 
know that we are not standing alone. If anyone would 
like to get in contact with me please feel free to contact 
me via Facebook. 

Thank you once again for everything. 

Blessings, 
The Rev. Lisa Aide 
Faith Presbyterian Church Fort McMurray 

 
PCC Moderator, the Reverend Karen Horst, has issued a 
statement encouraging prayers and support for the 
community. 
 

“We are deeply saddened by the fires of Fort 
McMurray. We cannot begin to imagine the stress and 
panic that many must be feeling as they sit helplessly 
watching these unfolding events. We are also mindful 
of the exhaustion firefighters on the front lines must 
be feeling. Our prayers are clearly with everyone 
facing these challenges. May God’s strength uphold all 
those seeking to cope with this tragedy and may the 
desperately needed rains come quickly.” 

The Rev. Karen Horst 
Moderator, 2015 General Assembly 

Donations to support immediate relief and long-term 
rebuilding for people affected by the fires may be made 
to Presbyterian World Service & Development for 
“Alberta Fires.” Funds will be used in consultation with 
presbyteries and local congregations to support 
Presbyterian, ecumenical and other relief efforts.  

 
Watch for more updates at presbyterian.ca 
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The Lighter Side of Saints 

Man is Created

      One day, Eve was walking in the garden with the Lord. 
She said, "Lord, the garden is wonderful, and the animals 
and birds provide such joy, but I am still lonely 
sometimes."  
        
     "No problem!" the Lord replied. "I will make you a man 
for a companion. He will desire to please you and to be 
with you. But I have to warn you, he won't be perfect. 
He'll have a difficult time understanding your feelings, 
will tend to think only of himself, and will stay out late 
with his bowling buddies."  
        
      "What's bowling?" Eve asked.  
        
      "Oh, never mind. I was just getting ahead of myself,  
 

sorry."  
        

      "That's OK. I think I can handle this 'man'," Eve 
replied.  
        
      "Great, I'll get right to it!" God said, and started 
grabbing some mud and shaping it.  
        
      Suddenly, the Lord stopped and said to Eve, "Oh, 
there's one other thing about this man I'm making for 
you."  
        
      "What's that?" asked Eve.  
        
      "You'll have to tell him he was here first." 

    

  
The End Is Nigh-er Than You Thought 

A priest and a minister are standing by the side of a road 
holding up a sign that reads “The end is near! Turn 

around now before it’s too late!” 

A passing driver yells, “You guys are nuts!” and speeds 
past them. From around the curve, they hear screeching 

tires—then a big splash. 

The priest turns to the minister and says, “Do you think 
we should just put up a sign that says ‘Bridge Out’ 

instead?” 
 

A Sure Cure 

Three ministers in the south were having lunch in a diner. 
 

One said "Ya know, since summer started I've been 
having trouble with bats in my loft and attic at church. 

I've tried everything--noise, spray, cats--nothing seems to 
scare them away.  

        
      Another said "Yea, me too. I've got hundreds living in 

my belfry and in the narthex attic. I've even had the place 
fumigated, and they won't go away."  

        
      The third said, "I baptized all mine, and made them 

members of the church... Haven't seen one back 
since!!!" 
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Presenting Papa Yeboah Amoah, son of Sarah Suubam and Nash Amoah 

 

The Outdooring… 

Outdooring refers to a Ghanaian ceremony where by a new born child experiences the outside world for the first time, 
is officially given his/her name, and meets their wider family and community. In this day and age, most children are born 
in hospitals and are not always home within the first week so these ceremonies now happen at a later date. Also, the 
first time they experience the outside world is when they leave the hospital… but that hasn’t reduced the significance of 
this event and the great excuse for a big party and social gathering! 
 
On Saturday, May 28, 2016, Pat and Elaine Coderre invited all to gather at their home and share in the celebration of the 
birth of Papa Yeboah Amoah. Light refreshments were served.                                                                    

 
 
    

  

Back Left to right: Martha MacGillivray, Sarah with 
Baby Papa, Nash, Elaine & Pat Coderre 

Front Left to Right: Annabel & Julia Coderre, Nana 
Amoah 

 

Group Photographs of those present at the Outdooring will be shared with their families in Ghana 

 



Contemplations by Ron Axford… 

The church in Rome in A.D. 57 existed in a society in 
which the God of creation was ignored or denied. Paul’s 
analysis of their situation reads as if he might be 
referencing modern times. In Romans 1:19, 20  he 
states that they should know God through the evidence 
of His creation. Otherwise, they are left without excuse. 
How much more fulfilling life is for believers who 
appreciate and treasure the wonders of creation. 
 
A good example is that of the poet William Blake, born 
in 1757 in London. Son of a small tradesman, he had no 

formal education, but he absorbed a great deal from 
the talk that he heard in his father’s house. From early 
childhood he had an awareness of the Divine Presence. 
By age twelve he was composing verses and was 
described as an “original genius”. 

Blake’s poems, The Lamb and The Tyger are so 
beautiful they stand by themselves without scholarly 
critique. The innocent meek lamb, an herbivore that 
does not even bite is counterbalanced by the carnivore 
‘Tyger’. Yes, genius! Enjoy. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

The Lamb 

Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream, and o’er the mead:  
Gave thee clothing of delight,  
Softest clothing, wooly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made 
thee? 

Little Lamb, I’ll tell thee, 
Little Lamb, I’ll tell thee: 
He is called by thy name,  
For He calls Himself a Lamb; 
He is meek and He is mild 
He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by his name, 
Little Lamb, God bless thee! 
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  

 
From Songs of Innocence 1789 

 
William Blake 1757-1827 

                                       
                               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Tyger 
 
 Tyger! Tyger! Burning bright 
 In the forests of the night, 
 What immortal hand or eye 
 Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

 In what distant deeps or skies 
 Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
 On what wings dare he aspire 
 What the hand dare seize the fire? 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

   And what shoulder and what art 
   Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
   And when the heart began to beat, 
   What dread hand and what dread feet? 

   What the hammer? What the chain? 
   In what furnace was thy brain? 
   What the anvil? What dread grasp 
   Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 
 
   When the stars threw down their spears 
   And watered heaven with their tears, 
   Did He smile His work to see? 
   Did He who made the Lamb make thee? 

   Tyger! Tyger! Burning bright 
   In the forests of the night, 
   What immortal hand or eye, 
   Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?                              
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ALL THAT HEARD HIM WERE ASTONISHED AT HIS UNDERSTANDING 

TO THE GLORY OF GOD AND IN LOVING MEMORY OF THE 
JAMES FENTON LESSLIE FAMILY 

GIVEN BY MARION FENTON LESSLIE 1967 
 

Chapel Window Series 

The Boy Jesus at the Temple 

Now his parents went to Jerusalem every 
year at the feast of the Passover. 
 
And when he was twelve years old, they 
went up according to custom; and when the 
feast was ended, as they were returning, the 
boy Jesus stayed behing in Jerusalem. 
 
His parents did not know it, but supposing 
him to be in the company they went a day’s 
journey and they sought him among their 
kinsfolk and acquaintances; and when they 
did not find him, they returned to 
Jerusalem, seeking him. 
 
After three days they found him in the 
temple, sitting among the teachers, listening 
to them and asking them questions; and all 
who heard him were amazed at his 
understanding and his answers. 
 
And when they saw him they were 
astonished; and his mother said to him, 
“Son, why have you treated us so? Behold, 
your father and I have been looking for you 
anxiously.” 
 
And he said to them, “How is it that you 
sought me? Did you not know that I must 
be in my Father’s house?” 
 
And they did not understand the saying 
which he spoke to them. 
 
And he went down with them to Nazareth, 
and he was obedient to them; and his 
mother kept all these things in her heart. 

And Jesus increased in wisdom and in 
stature, and in favor with God and man. 
 

Luke 2: 41-52 NRSV 
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