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“Give thanks in all circumstances;  
for this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus.“

1 Thessalonians 5:18 NIV

I have been struggling with the idea of giving 
thanks this Thanksgiving. Truthfully I would rather 
lament. I desire to lament the hurricanes that 
destroyed areas that already battled poverty on 
a daily basis. I lament the genocide in Myanmar 
and the fact that much of the world is unaware. I 
lament the mass shooting in Las Vegas. I lament 
seeing cancer torment yet another loved one. I 
lament seeing loved ones grieve. I lament a world 
that is groaning…

It is difficult, but in the midst of my lament I can 
give thanks. Paul encourages us to “Give thanks 
‘in’ all circumstances” not ‘for’ all circumstances. 
Therefore I can give thanks in the midst of natural 
disasters, tragedy, and even in the face of horror.

You may remember that Jesus gave thanks in the 
midst of death. When Jesus spent his final hours 
in the upper room he “took bread, and when he 
had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to them 
saying, ‘This is my body, which is given for you. 
Do this in remembrance of me’” (Luke 22:19) Jesus 

‘thanks’ was not based on his circumstances. Jesus 
was about to endure a horrific death, the very 
wrath of God the father. Yet Jesus gave thanks to 
the Father for he knew what his death would mean 
for this groaning world. It meant by the grace of 
God there would be a day with no more pain, no 
more suffering and no more death.

This future day, this future joy, is why no matter 
what the circumstances I am able to give thanks 
for all that God has done through his son Jesus 
Christ.  I invite you this Thanksgiving to give 
thanks despite your troubles and sufferings. This 
radical gratitude does not ignore our pain but 
rather it displays the hope we have to a world that 
is hurting.

RADICAL GRATITUDE–
GIVING THANKS IN SEASONS OF LAMENT
By Pastor Ben Van straten
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Last September 2016 I had the privilege to do restoration 
work in Saipan. Saipan is literally on the other side of 
the world. It is an American colony situated 1500 miles 
south of Japan, and approx. 1000 miles north of the 
equator. It is a beautiful island about 5 by 12 miles and 
has an interesting history. Originally Spanish, taken over 
by Japan, and then during WWII  conquered by the 
US during the Battle of Saipan, a bloody three- week 
battle during which many lives, Japanese, local, and 
American were lost. The USA needed this island for its 
proximity to Japan, 1500 miles, which was the range of 
the bombers used to attack Japan. There are still many 
signs and scars left as a result of this battle. The local 
people are called Chamoian. They are poor and most 
work in the tourist services industry. Many are catholic.

In 2015 a typhoon hit the island with 300km winds, 
destroying many buildings, especially the houses of 
locals, which were poorly built originally, and leaving 
them without power for months afterwards. Immediate 
temporary repairs were done, although of poor quality.  
World Renew and Mennonite Disaster Relief were invited 
by The US Federal Emergency Management Agency 
(FEMA) to do more permanent repairs for people with 
little or no means to help themselves. Disaster Response 
Services aka DRS (World Renew) committed to sending 
teams of six people there on three- week assignments 
for six months. I was on the first team. During our three 
weeks we worked on four different houses, repairing or 
replacing leaking roofs, adding joists and rafters where 
needed, closing in walls with plywood, etc. I will tell you 
of only one of these in this article.

We often have the attitude that we are going somewhere 
to help poor unfortunate folks get back on their feet. 
Somehow we feel we are giving them something. They 
need our help. Josephene was about to turn that idea 
on its head. When we arrived at her house the first day 
she met us at the front door, with a big smile on her 
face. She greeted us with these words, “I have been 
expecting you. I prayed to God to send me help and He 
told me he would.”

We entered her house to find open rafters on 4 ft. 
centers, holding up a leaking steel almost flat roof, 
puddles on the floor from the recent rainfall (which 
happened at about 2:30 every afternoon), and walls 
damaged by water. But everything was clean enough 
to satisfy even my mother! In the one bedroom was 

GOOD WORKS PREPARED IN ADVANCE  
FOR US TO DO
By arnold dePooter

Cont'd on page 4
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Three years ago William and Angela 
with their sons Colin and Patrick moved 
to Lindsay from Acton, Ontario. Here is 
their story.

Angela became a registered nurse 
after graduating Fenelon Secondary 
School, but was unable to find suitable 
employment in her chosen profession 
in Ontario at that time. So instead, she 
found work in various hospitals across 
the United States. One of her positions 
was in Worcester, Massachusetts where 
she met William Kelley. They were 
married in a civil ceremony on January 
1, 2000. It was there that both Colin and 
Patrick were born. Soon after, William became a stay-
at-home Dad.

Meanwhile, nursing positions were becoming available 
in Ontario, and moving from the USA and closer to 
Angela’s family began to look appealing. Angela has 
four younger siblings, her parents, and extended family 
who all live in Southern Ontario. First they settled in 
Mississauga in 2004, and then made the move to Acton 
when Angela became a nurse at Georgetown Hospital. 
Their home was right on the main street, and the boys 
attended schools nearby. Almost immediately, they 
also started going to Bethel CRC where they became 
members and the boys were baptised. 

At the time of their tenth wedding anniversary, they 

chose to renew their vows in the setting 
of a Christian wedding, a real highlight in 
their family life. The boys, who are about 
a year apart in age, began attending 
Cadets at Bethel.

Although they came to Lindsay because 
of the attractive housing market 
compared to Acton, there are other 
benefits. Yes, it’s closer to family. There 
are also better schooling options for 
Colin and Patrick. They are flourishing at 
LCVI where their specific needs are fully 
met. Colin may be a chef in the making! 
In Acton one of them had to attend an 
out-of-area school that could better 

meet his needs. Another plus is that Lindsay is a more 
laid-back and quieter town. They were happy to leave 
the city behind. Angela enjoys puttering in the garden, 
and she’s interested in using native flowering plants in 
their yard. They also grow a few vegetables. William is 
talented in doing the home maintenance and tinkering 
with cars.

They like being part of the Jennings Creek CRC 
congregation, and are gradually getting to know more 
people. They participate in worship and church life as 
much as they can. The boys became more enthusiastic 
about going to Cadets in Lindsay because Uncle Richard 
is the head counselor!

INTRODUCING THE KELLEY FAMILY

her husband, lying on the bed, totally immobile, and 
only able to grunt a greeting due to a recent stroke. 
Josephene literally had to hand feed him, lift him in and 
out of bed, and look after dressing and bathing him, all 
alone. Sometimes a neighbor would come over to give 
her a chance to get out for shopping.  

We spent the next four days reinforcing the roof 
structure, repairing leaks in the corrugated steel, 
repairing walls, and doing some electrical repairs. 
Through it all, she played continuous Christian praise 
songs on the radio, singing right along, and, even 
though we normally brought our own lunch, she insisted 
on cooking fabulous meals for us.

Working for Josephene taught me some important 
Christian principles.

Josephene and I are brother and sister in Christ. We 
are part of the same body. When one part of the body 
hurts, we all hurt. When one part rejoices, we all rejoice. 
We serve the same Lord. We do not do this to “help” 
those poor people. We do not do this to make ourselves 
feel good. We do this for the glory of God.  He uses us 
as he sees fit, and in doing what we think are acts of 
kindness he is teaching us. He blesses us as much or 
more as the people for whom we work.

I consider it a privilege to have been blessed by 
Josephene.

Cont'd from page 3
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Some may wonder why we would 
leave a community that has been so 
kind to us; a community that provided 
friendship, comfort in times of difficulty, 
and security for our lives. The truth is 
that our move to Ottawa began over a 
year ago in the summer of 2016. There 
were several factors that took place. 
First, we had been talking with Darlene 
and Jamie about moving closer to each 
other geographically so that we could be 
involved in raising our grandchildren and 
they could be involved in our lives as we 
get older. The other factor was the high 
value of houses which I believed would 
peak out and then drop. (This still remains to be seen) 
We decided that we would put the house up for sale and 
see what happens. What happened was astounding. The 
house sold for more than we were asking within a week 
of putting the sign up. Prior to that, we were looking at 
Colborne Lodge Senior’s Apartments to see if we could 
get an apartment to move to. God allowed this to happen 
and Cherrie and I were able to provide some help to my 
brother who is the superintendant of the Lodge as he was 
going through cancer treatments. 

The first thoughts we had were to move to Langley BC 
when the time was right but we discovered that the cost of 
living there was much more than our budget would allow 
and so we were in limbo with regard to knowing what 
God had in mind for us. In January, my job was terminated 
as a result of restructuring and it became clear that God 
had something else in mind for us and was preparing 
the path in ways that we had no control over. Not long 
after that, Jamie Rowlandson decided he wanted to go to 
university to take a degree in nursing. His first choice was 
the University of Ottawa, and after submitting applications 
to several schools, he was accepted to Ottawa. This began 
the thought process for moving to Ottawa. 

In order to move to Ottawa, I would have to find work. 
Cherrie and I checked out some apartment superintendent 
jobs and had some interviews but we weren’t happy 
with the terms of those jobs and ultimately it didn’t go 
anywhere. Then one day I was reading the Christian 
Heritage Party (CHP) newsletter and in there it said that 
there was a position available for an office administrator 
in Ottawa. I promptly went to the website and checked 

it out and it seemed like the perfect fit so I 
applied for it. Over the next few weeks, I had 
two interviews with the CHP. The first I did by 
phone from a motel room in Kentucky. The 
second one was done at a Tim Horton’s in 
Scarborough. A few weeks later, I got the call 
that I had been unanimously accepted by the 
board for the position.

The next step was to find a place to live. 
Darlene and Jamie had found a house in 
Ottawa. Cherrie and I went there early in 
August to get it ready for their move. We had 
one week in Ottawa and we stayed at their 
house. We also looked for a suitable place 

for us to live while we were there. This turned out to be a 
frustrating and discouraging task as nothing seemed to be 
working out. Toward the end of the week, Cherrie spotted 
a sign on a house as we were driving by. It said ‘Apartment 
for Rent’. We called the number and ended up signing a 
lease just 2 days before we had to leave. God taught us 
to wait on him because he always provides for our needs. 

Over the past year, we have skyped with Darlene and baby 
Adaline in Langley. She got to know who we were and 
wanted to talk to Opa every day. When we first saw her as 
they arrived in our parking lot at our apartment in Lindsay, 
Adaline ran out of the car with her arms open calling ‘Opa, 
Opa’ and jumped into my arms. What a special moment! 
God has directed us in ways that we could not imagine 
and has shown us clearly that Ottawa is where we need to 
be for this next phase of our lives. We are at peace about 
the move that we made.

OF ENDINGS, AND NEW BEGINNINGS
By GeorGe ZekVeld

Greg Fintelman and Stacie Foster were married at the 
church Sept. 30. Congratulations!

Nicole and Adom Postma have a new baby boy, 
Zachery, born Sept. 15. He is the first great grandson 
for Tina Fintelman.

MILESTONES
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In the last days, a doctor filling in asked dad about 
what his legacy was and he instantly answered: “my 
family”. As his legacy, we have truly been blessed 
as a family to have been 
guided by his wisdom, 
reassured by his steadfast 
love, comforted by his easy 
presence and endlessly 
entertained and heartened 
by his wit and sense of 
humour. He was my dad, 
my role model, my hero, 
and the coolest guy I will 
ever know. 

Dad was the second son 
to parents that had their 
family later in life. Grace 
and Morley married at 28 
and had dad when they were 37. I think that age gap 
had a profound affect on dad’s accepting and calm 
nature. He always looked for the good in people, liked 
to listen more than talk and put people at ease. He 
was raised in a tight-knit family where regular contact 
with aunts and uncles was the order of the day. We 
kids had the privilege of really close relationships with 
our great aunts and uncles and countless cousins. 
Part of what made dad the person he was came from 
that family closeness.

We are a huge family, the butt of weird jokes about 
having no television or being Catholic, but none of 
it bothered dad. He was proud and revelled in our 
boisterous, huge, crowded gatherings. After about 6 
children you stop being invited to other places that 
much because the numbers outstrip the resources of 
chairs and plates and such. As a result we became 
a tighter unit, hosting most family functions and 
spending a lot of time as “the Kelletts” at “the farm”.

Dad was passionate about his civic duty, about 
politics, farming and his church. He modelled for us 
throughout his whole life that belonging to something 

means you make a difference. He was not usually just 
a member; he was a leader, an elder, a volunteer, an 
advocate and took his roles very seriously. He became 

a cream producer with our 
farm in 1987 and was on 
the Ontario board within 
a year. He later changed 
to milk and was soon on 
that board. He was active 
in 4-H, Christian Farmers 
Federation of Ontario, his 
community and had just 
started ramping up his 
activities with Dairy Goat 
groups.  

Many will remember Dad in 
his various incarnations of 
career, from Trent Rubber 

to Rockwood Forest Nurseries and all kinds of farming 
in between. He was not afraid to reinvent himself or 
try something new… even ducks for about 8 months (I 
think we still have about 50 frozen leftovers from this 
venture of 8 years ago). He was a dreamer and a doer 
and a disastrous cook all the while.

Dad’ s legacy is large: ten children, 15 grandchildren, 
countless friends, prize winning Christmas cake,  well-
viewed Murdoch Mystery episodes, a complicated 
palette that required about ½ a pound of sugar a 
day and a dedication to every season of Dancing 
with the Stars.  He taught us not to take ourselves 
too seriously, to pay little attention to load limits or 
assembly instructions, to love God and serve people 
who need and mostly to love family ferociously. He 
taught us by example to accept family in whatever 
they are going through, by just being there, ready 
to help, ready to pick up the pieces, ready to move 
things with a pick up truck, ready to put things back 
together. He showed his steadfast love through quiet 
acceptance, enduring patience, coffee, a butter tart, 
and a hearty laugh.

GERALD KELLETT 
JUNE 23, 1952–MAY 25, 2017
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And just like that, 5 months is over! It’s crazy to 
think that almost half a year has passed since I left 
for YWAM and all of the things that I’ve had the 
opportunity to experience in such a short time! From 
deepening my relationship with God, to discovering 
new things about my faith and myself, then travelling 
to the other side of the world and being able to help 
and create so many meaningful relationships with 
the people. This trip has impacted me in so many 
different ways.  I’ve learned to never take anything 
for granted, appreciate the simpler things in life, 
and always keep a positive mindset. I’ve also been 
challenged to go deeper with my faith by exploring 
more of the Bible, and stepping out of my comfort 
zone to speak with people both here and overseas 
about who God is and how He’s impacted my life. 
Coming back to “regular” life is definitely taking 
some getting used to, but the memories and tools 
that I’ve learned will definitely stay with me for the 
rest of my life. I have been blessed abundantly by 
my YWAM experience and I can’t wait to continue 
with missions in the future wherever that may be.

YWAM EXPERIENCE
By emily Geerlinks
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For this Thanksgiving edition I needed an idea for 
this column. Then my attention went to two books 
I’ve recently read which deal with the same topic: 
persecution. Some of you know of the man who first 
opened the Christian world’s eyes to the underground 
church and the persecution experienced there. First 
published in 1967 is Rev. 
Richard Wurmbrand’s 
Tortured for Christ. 
When he came to the 
USA in 1964 to tell 
his story and request 
support for those 
who suffer intolerable 
persecution, he often 
met with disbelief in 
the “free” churches of 
the United States, as if 
anyone could fake such 
a story. 

Not much to do with 
Thanksgiving, is it? But 
think about it a minute. 
Read this book I’m 
referring to and find how 
much peace and deep 
joy Rev. Wurmbrand 
and so many others 
experienced in the 
midst of the torturous inhumane prison 
conditions where the Holy Spirit lived in them 
and with them. We can praise our Triune God 
with thanksgiving for the faith they displayed 
in such a vivid way that they even showed love to 
their captors.

That was a book written from the perspective of a 
prisoner.

The other book is written by a man who worked 
for the Communist government from a youthful 
age, a protégé of the State. Long ago our church 
had a library with books carefully paper-covered to 
protect them from damage. When that library closed 
down, we were invited to take home any books we 
wanted. That’s why I have read it (again, I presume) 
and decided to put this old gem back into the library 
without its lovely brown paper cover.

I’m talking about The Persecutor by Sergei 
Kourdakov, one of the books I took home that time. 
I quote from the cover: “His job in the Russian police 
was to inflict terror and suffering on Christians...
and he did it very well.” During raids on ‘secret’ 
gatherings of Believers the police henchmen tossed 

the meeting room, took captive the leaders 
of the meeting, and confiscated all printed 
materials. Sometimes Sergei would also take 
hand-written papers and, rather than burning 
them all, took some to his bunk to read. A 

combination of reading 
such illicit material 
and also noticing an 
intriguing young woman 
at several of those 
raids began to unsettle 
Sergei. Was this young 
woman a double agent, 
an informer, or also a 
Believer? Alone with his 
thoughts and pondering 
his experiences he 
realized he couldn’t 
stomach those raids 
anymore. He tried to 
beg off from the police 
work as often as he 
could without arousing 
suspicion. His real goal 
was to continue his 
officer training in the 
Navy. He was still in his 

late teens at this time. A fitness buff, he continued 
to swim and scuba dive and work out in the gym, 
gradually forming a careful plan to flee the Soviet 
Union and seek asylum in Canada. The Canadian 
prime minister at the time was Pierre Trudeau!

You will have to read these good old books for 
yourself. 

By the way: Sunday, November 12 is the International 
Day of Prayer for the Persecuted Church.

Web: www.vomcanada.net

LIBRARY CORNER
By Cora Wilms
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CADET INTERNATIONAL CAMPOREE

Pine Ridge Cadets.

Go Pine Ridge Council!

Flags of USA, CAN, AUS, CCC.

Service project.

Hike at Black Elk Peak.

Excursion to Mount Rushmore.


