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I HAVE A FRIEND WHO…
By Pastor Ben

One of the things I most enjoyed about being a small
engine mechanic was hearing customers describe
what was wrong with their equipment. Often they
would make sounds imitating what their machine
sounded like just before it quit. Sometimes I would
see how many times I could get them to make this
sound. I know it sounds cruel, but it was certainly
amusing!
Another favourite was when a customer, usually a
man, would walk up to the counter with a chainsaw
in hand. They would place the chainsaw on the
counter and quickly glance to the right and left.
When they were certain the coast was clear they
would speak: "I have a friend who borrowed my
saw and did not mix the fuel…" (For those unfamiliar
with chainsaws, oil needs to be mixed with the fuel
or the engine will seize) Or they would say: "I have
a friend who tried to fix the saw but cannot put it
back together…" Or "I have a friend who borrowed
my saw and hit a nail…" Anytime a customer began
with "I have a friend who…" I would ask several
other questions and soon it became apparent that
no friend was involved, rather they did not want to
admit it was them.

I am sure mechanics are not the only ones to
hear these words, perhaps pharmacists are also
approached with "I have a friend who…" scenarios.
If we are honest we may as well admit that we, too,
may have used the words "I have a friend who…"
when we did not want to admit our own struggle
or problem. For there are times when we have had
struggles or problems and desired assistance but
were too embarrassed, ashamed or fearful to claim
them as our own. The words "I have a friend who…"
sometimes allows us to reach out for that assistance
in a safe way.
The church, of all places, should be a space where we
can raise difficult questions, struggles or problems
without fear. All too often, however, the church, too,
can be a place where it is difficult to raise issues
when we fear how others may view us. As I consider
all this I wonder: what if we provide a space to ask
the 'bigger' questions we have? What if we strive to
do our best to authentically try to address some of
the questions and issues we are facing?
This summer I would like to provide that space with
a sermon series called "I have a friend who…" This
Cont'd on page 3.
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DRIVING FOR THE CANCER SOCIETY:
A CHAT WITH A VOLUNTEER
By Cora Wilms

Twice a week John Vanderheide enjoys driving
cancer patients from the Lindsay area to treatment
centres in Kingston, Oshawa, Newmarket and
Toronto. He picks them up at their home and takes
them to their destination.
Do you ever have any trouble finding their home?
Not really. The office gives me the client’s name,
address and telephone number; so if I don’t know
how to get there, I will phone them for directions.
Do you get repeat clients? Sometimes I will
recognize that this is a repeat client whom I drove
six months or even a year ago. I have a good
memory for people I’ve met, and of course I have
the information from the office.
Do you always drive on the same two days of
the week? How much advance notice do you
get? When I first started, there was an office in
Peterborough that co-ordinated the drives, but
that ended a few years ago when donations to the
Canadian Cancer Society dropped dramatically.

Donors felt the administrative costs were too high.
Then the Peterborough office had to be closed to
reduce overhead costs, which was a disappointment
to me.
They used to call me from Peterborough on Thursday
or Friday to give me drives for the following week.
That worked well. They understood the geography,
like how far Omemee is from Lindsay, that sort
of thing. The Toronto office has no idea of the
distances or that an Omemee area street address
can be many kilometers from the village by the
same name! Another frustration is that sometimes
I get called to do a drive the next day! That’s okay.
I don’t have so much to do. The days of the week
that I drive cancer patients vary from one week to
the next, but I only go two days a week.
You do this volunteer work because you love to
drive, and you love the clients. That’s for sure. I
like driving.
Thanks for chatting with me, John.

Cont'd from page 2.

series will focus on questions or issues that are sent
in from you the congregation. Simply send in your
questions by email to pastorbenvs@gmail.com with
the subject line "I have a friend who…" or if you
want to remain completely anonymous, place it in
my mailbox at the church. During the series I will
not reveal who sent in the questions and depending
on how many I receive I may not cover them all. But
take a moment to think of a question or issue you
would like to have addressed and I will do my best
to see how the Bible speaks to that specific issue.
If you are having trouble thinking of a question, go
to your neighbour and ask them 'If there was one
question you had for Christians what would it be?'
or 'If the church could discuss one issue what would
it be?' Perhaps you could invite that neighbour to
come and hear the response to the question if it

is answered. A few examples to get you started…
I have a friend who believes everyone is going to
heaven; what does the church believe? Or I have
a friend who says Muslims and Christians worship
the same God. Or I have a friend who believes all
roads lead to God. And finally, I have a friend who
struggles with pornography.
I would like to begin the series August 7th so please
start sending in your questions or issues as soon
as possible. I realize some of these questions and
issues will be difficult but I hope that we, as people
rooted in the love of Christ, will wrestle with them
together. My goal is to handle each question or
issue with prayer, grace, love and truth. Blessings
and I look forward to reading about your friend
who…
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PINE RIDGE CADET COUNCIL CAMPOUT
By Richard Wilms

When: The weekend of the Jennings Creek CRC
Yard Sale: June 10 - 12
Who: There were eight boys and four counselors
from Jennings Creek CRC who joined with Cadet
Clubs from Hebron, Cephas, Rehoboth, and Hope
Fellowship.
Where: We had the pleasure of being hosted for
the second time on private property near Bethany.
It consists of a large grassy area featuring a large
pond with an island in the centre. It is possible
to camp in the open on the grass. There is also a
wooded area suitable for camping among the trees.
What did you do there? We all arrived after school
on Friday and set up camp in club groups. Our club
set up our tents and cooking area in the woods. We
raised a large tarp over the eating area, and then
had supper. During the night we got rain and a
thunderstorm, but thanks to our big tarp and sturdy
tents, we stayed dry and got our rest.
On Saturday the boys participated in team
competitions. They went through an obstacle
course, which is more of an individual challenge.
The real team competition was raft building, where
the object was to lash six to eight smallish logs
together with twine, making a raft big enough for
one person to sit on. They were launched on the
pond.
Also on Saturday, there was an opportunity for
the boys to complete the final requirements
for their International Camporee certification.
Seven of our cadets are registered to attend
the Ontario Camporee this summer at Whitefish
Lake in Algonquin Park. Some of them proved to
themselves at this campout that they can camp
without their family! So they can definitely go to the
Ontario Camporee!
We enjoyed the large Council Fire on Saturday
evening, the only fire we were permitted to have.
It got really windy on Saturday evening, so windy

that our big tarp got damaged by being constantly
whipped up and down by the gusts. Three
grommets at the corners got torn out, so we had
to take it down and fix it. We know our knots and
lashing so we tied ropes around the corners where
the grommets had been torn out, put it back up,
and it served us pretty good.
The speaker at Chapel on Sunday started by
questioning the group to see what they knew
about the program. Our Lindsay boys answered the
speaker’s questions about the Cadet theme for the
current year (Hooked on Christ), the Bible passage
that it’s based on (Matt 4:19 –Follow me and I will
make you fishers of men), and they even could tell
him what last year’s theme was! (Branded in Christ).
They showed up the other clubs!
Then it was time to pack up, pausing for lunch, finish
packing, and heading home.
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REMEMBRANCES OF SIETSKE MOSTERD
A.K.A. – “GRANDMA”
By Peggy Hartle

I’ve known Sietske Mosterd for at least 34 years
because that is how long John Mosterd has been
married to Wynne. It was really the friendship
with John and Wynne that brought our families
together. Actually Brian knew the Mosterds long
before that as he remembered MaryAnn as a wee
babe in Sietske’s arms when his dad purchased
potatoes from Aart.
Anyway… it was through our friendship
that we came to know Sietske:
Jonathan,
Rachel,
Justin
and
Nicole’s Grandma. Spending time
between our two homes, with me
babysitting Jonathan and Rachel
along with my own two girls,
Jannah and Caitlin, it was not
long before we started to call her
Grandma too!
Our family was invited to baptisms,
weddings, anniversaries, holiday
celebrations and of course birthday
parties… and it was through these
experiences that we were "adopted" into
the Mosterd family. This is what eventually
led our family to joining this church congregation
here, back in 1992.
Grandma not only shared her love with our family
but she shared it with many of the people here.
MANY children within the walls of this church grew
up knowing her as "Grandma" –receiving hand
knit booties when they were born and hugs too
numerous to mention. She loved each and every
child she babysat and was always interested in
their well-being.
Grandma loved her family. She always shared
stories about her "boys"—John, Gerald, Ed and
Frank…and then there was MaryAnn. A special gift
for sure, that completed her busy life on the farm.
And then, came grandchildren and Sietske knew
all their birth dates and their full given names. She
loved them so!

Grandma was a servant too. I remember her
diligent, faithful visitations to her husband Aart,
who was in hospitals and eventually resided in a
local nursing home. She not only found time to
care for him, but for other residents as well.
Grandma was a warrior. Even though she was not
always physically able to go to places she wanted
to or do the things she longed to do, you
could always count on strong advice,
words of wisdom and offered prayers.
Grandma was a wife, a mother, a
sister, a sister-in-law, an aunt, a
Grandma and a friend to all.
I will remember Grandma for
the "too-numerous-to-mentionvisits", the laughter, the tears,
her joys and her fears. But I will
remember Grandma mostly for
the faith that she shared with me:
our heartfelt prayers together, her
smile and her freely given love.
You are missed Grandma… but comfort
is found in the assurance that you live and abide
with Christ Jesus who gives immeasurable Grace
and an abundance of Peace.
A special thank you to the Mosterd/Hoogsteen
families who so willingly shared their mother with
so many others. Sietske touched many lives.

Remarked

Page 6 of 10

BEDS...

By Cynthia Scout

We spend almost a third of our lives in bed. So
what is there to talk about? When you are in bed
you have your eyes closed... you are asleep...
unconscious... out of it... resting up, getting the
batteries recharged, relaxing, sleeping, getting
ready for tomorrow.
By the way, how can you get ready for tomorrow
when you are asleep??
Most of us were conceived in bed , and often born
in that same bed because our mamas usually had
their babies at home rather than in hospital and
most often with the help of a midwife or nurse
rather than a doctor.
As babies we were tucked in our beds, cocooned
in sleepers and swaddled in blankets. Of course
we did not call them blankets, but "blankies".
Here we use baby-language. Babies understand
that better, you know! Kitchee-Coo!!!!!
As toddlers we fight against our bed, our bedtime,
our bedclothes, and our bed blanket, except that
"security blanket" that so many of us, and our
children dragged around. We have to have it!!
Security... Otherwise the world would come to an
end for sure.
Stinky security blankie...
Teens... no matter what, as teens we were forever
running into trouble when it came to bed time. We
didn't want to go to bed. And, we didn't want to
get up and out of bed when it was time again to
face that ugly, cold and horrible new day! Let me
sleep! I just got here, just ten hours ago!!
Now we're drifting into a new time in our lives.
We are married. Still bed time. However, what a
difference. Now we are lovers! Not enough hours
in the day or night to spend in bed. Eight o'clock at
night... too early to go to bed?? Are you kidding...
we're tired. We have to go to bed now... and why?
To get more tired??!!!

And then all of a sudden we are parents. Something
very new but not for long. It does not take long to
become well broken in, with the nightly routine of
feedings and never ending diaper changes.
But you just wait... when the babies are no
longer babies... wow, we'll get all the sleep in our
comfortable beds. Sure... sure...sure...
Ever heard of teenagers? Our babies have grown
up and now no longer do we get up in the middle
of the night for the diapers and feedings and such.
No way, now we lie awake listening to the rumbling
of a car motor or the ever so careful closing of our
"baby’s" bedroom door.
And then it does not take long and we, as parents,
find ourselves with two or three empty beds. We
are now "empty-nesters". Should we not call that
"empty-bedders"?
We grow older and older. We now have more time
to enjoy our beds. But here comes the downside .
Our sleep is lighter. We have more aches and pains
than ever before. All of a sudden our beds are
not so comfortable anymore. Oh, and of course
we have now arrived at the time in our lives for
a new experience: the bathroom-middle-of-the
night-getting-up routine. We call that "bathroom
breaks". Gimme a break!!!
And then we nap. In our beds? Of course not. In
our comfy chairs. Should we start calling these
chairs "bed chairs"? Well, no matter.
What... Yawn... Time to go to bed now. After all, it's
nine o'clock already!
Good Night!
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OFF THE BEATEN PATH IN CHILE
By Jess Terpstra

When you tell someone that you are about to spend
eight days in the wilderness carrying all you need
to survive in a forty pound pack on your back, the
reaction is usually one of disbelief. "Why on earth
would you do that?!" is the typical exclamation that
follows. Truthfully, I couldn't imagine it any other way.
Our latest adventure began with a phone call
from my sister. Hiking in Patagonia had been top
on her bucket list for years; she was finally going
and we were invited to join her and my parents on
the trip. Patagonia is located at
the southern-most tip of South
America, an expanse of wild
prairie and imposing mountains
that straddle the border of Chile
and Argentina. And it's been
long recognized as one of the
most beautiful hiking spots in the
world. Deciding to go along was
not difficult.
Fast forward a few months to
March of this year and we found
ourselves in the little frontier
town of Puerto Natales, home to
sheep ranches and cattle drives
and our last stop in civilization.
Here we reserved our campsites,
rented tents, and bought the
food we would take with us on
the hike. We repacked our backpacks, stowed our
remaining luggage at the hostel where we were
staying in town, and boarded our bus for the hour
and half drive to Torres del Paine National Park.
An Internet search of Torres del Paine will bring up
pictures of towering mountains, brilliant turquoise
blue lakes, and rolling golden foothills; all set
against vivid blue skies. It does not even come
close to capturing the reality of the wild beauty of
the place. People have a couple of options when it
comes to exploring the park: the easier, expensive
way—staying at rustic hotels with guides carrying

all you need; or, as we did, the harder, cheaper
way—camping and carrying all your food and gear
in large backpacks.
Our time in the park consisted of an eight
day, seven night hike skirting the slopes of the
southernmost section of the Andes Mountains.
It's a trail otherwise known as the "W circuit",
named thus for the shape it traces; and it measures
approximately 70 km give or take.
In the forty pound packs we
carried on our backs were our
food, tents, sleeping bags,
and multiple layers of clothing.
I won't pretend that lugging
a week's worth of gear on
your back is pleasant, but it
did get easier as our bodies
adjusted. Our days were spent
on the trail, meandering along
the slopes of the mountains
that towered above us. It was
rarely level or even; there
were scrambles over boulders,
steep ascents and descents,
and crossings over suspension
bridges that swung precariously
over deep gorges. There were
constant challenges; physical
illness, likely picked up in the
bathrooms at an overcrowded camp; the beating
sun and difficult terrain. And hiking with an 8 year
old, even one as experienced as Liam, requires a
number of unique methods to keep them going
when they don't want to go one step further.
Storytelling is remarkably effective!
And yet every challenge became insignificant when
we stopped to soak in the beauty around us. Three
peaks bathed in sunset with a glacial lake at the
base, a sky that was ever changing, brilliant blue
with cottony clouds racing across it and an immense
blue-toothed glacier that towered hundreds of
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feet above a grey lake and stretched on for as far
as the eye could see. There were immense frosty
mountains reaching up on one side of us and on
the other side, golden rolling hills and turquoise
lakes far below. Around every corner the view
changed and it was all incredibly beautiful. Looking
back now, over three months later, the blisters
and sore muscles were a small price to pay for the
awe inspiring views. In fact, I'd say they helped us
appreciate it all even more.

a tour boat navigating the fjords nearby, viewing
glaciers up close, and in Liam's case, hanging out
in the bridge and getting to know the captain and
crew. And finally, we took a tour across the Magellan
Strait through the island of Tierra del Fuego, quite
literally the end of the earth. There we learned about
the rich history of the region as well as getting up
close to a colony of King Penguins. Seeing penguins
in their natural habitat is an experience I will never
forget.

We ended our hiking journey, as we always do, with
a feast. Eating steak becomes an experience in and
of itself when you've been on a ration of oatmeal and
tortilla wraps for a week! And a real bed and pillow
feels glorious after a cramped tent and a Thermarest.

The entire trip was a constant reminder of how
incredibly creative our awesome Creator is. And
whether abroad or close to home, I can't wait to
head out on the trail again to discover even more of
His beautiful creation.

The last few days we had in Patagonia we spent
exploring in a more conventional way. A full day on

JUNE

By Betty Rinzema
June when spring is in full swing,
When forget-me-nots their luster bring.
The grass is green and trees are dressed.
The warmth of the sun does its best,
To warm the earth to let things grow,
And the streams and rivers gently flow.
A time to walk, to play in the park,
Evenings are long before it gets dark.
So enjoy it while you can,
It’s for dogs, cats, birds and man.

F – Faith in God
E – Exercise moderately
A – Acceptance of others
R – Relaxation
S – Singing

THE YOUTH AT AOYC
(ALL ONTARIO YOUTH CONVENTION)
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LIBRARY CORNER

Eve by Wm. Paul Young
Reviewed by Cora Wilms

Having had the opportunity to hear Paul Young
speak about the difficulties of his early life,
experiences that followed
him into adulthood, and
coloured his personal and
family life, led me to finally
read his opus novel, The
Shack. It was written to help
his children understand him
better. It’s in our church
library. So is the next of his
novels, The Crossroad.
Prepare now to read Paul
Young’s third novel which
explores our beginnings
and perhaps our rebirth on
a restored creation, Eve.
Somewhere between this
earth and its restoration,
in a somewhat timeless
interval on an island or
perhaps under it as well, are
the Refuge, laboratories,
collectors and scavengers,
haulers, scholars, artists,
and healers who work with
those who wash up from
the sea, whether dead or
alive.
The seekers find a thirty-foot refrigerated shipping
container and others attend to open it and discover
its contents. Someone had tried to ship human
slaves and they were dead, but not all of them.
Squeezed into an impossible space was a young
woman who was still alive but injured. That girl
becomes a mystery to those who find her. They

believe she is unearthly and sent for a reason. A
little, ageless woman nurses this girl, sings over her.
Others take turns, including an ageless man named
John, a Witness.
The girl, as she begins to heal, looks forward to
the times when John stays with her. From the time
she gains consciousness she is
given an out-of-the-body vision
and visit to Eden, at the dawn of
creation. What she experiences
makes her long to intervene, but
is restrained from doing so. Those
who work toward her physical
healing also call on others who will
help with her transition to spiritual
health. They begin to call her 'Eve'
because she is unlike anyone else,
they have studied her genetic
code, an anomaly, and they have
been told by the Scholars and
ageless ones that she is intended
for an important role.
Evil also intrudes in the form of
a sorcerer in sheep’s clothing,
that of a sage, and sucks Eve
into distancing herself from the
healers, threatening the integrity
of The Refuge.
We, the children of Eve, are also
tempted by evil and sin resides
in us; thanks be given to God
whose only son, Jesus, graciously
redeemed us from sin’s stain and
debt. We look forward to the new
creation where there will be no shadow sickness.
This book will find its place in the Jennings Creek
CRC library around the time that you read this
newsletter.
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MILESTONES
Joseph Griffieon and Amanda Gingerich were
married on June 4, 2016
Bruce Mitchell rode in the Enbridge Ride to
Conquer Cancer June 11-12. He has raised $2300
and has two more months to collect donations. He
enjoyed the ride and plans to do it again next year.
He’s hooked!

OUR GRADUATES:
Adriana Bossema: Graduated with a B.A. in Education
from Redeemer University
Darren Boomsma: Graduated from Weldon High School
and plans to study Mechanical Engineering at Carlton
University
Emily Geerlinks: Graduated from Fanshawe College in
Interior Design
Patrick Kelly: Graduated from Grade 8
Jacob McKague: Graduated with a B.Sc., (Major in Math,
Minor in English), from Queens University
Allison Karelsen: Graduated with a B.Sc. in Nursing from
Trent University
Madison Thalen: Graduated from High School and plans
to study Marine Biology at Dalhousie University, NB
Rachel Vandenberg: Graduated with a B.Sc. in Nursing
from Trent University

CHURCH FAMILY
ANNOUNCEMENTS
Debbie Glasbergen and Gord Haan will be married
July 16, 2016 at Jennings Creek CRC
Church Camping Aug. 26-28 at Balsam Lake Prov.
Park, Lakeshore South campground
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SUNDAY SCHOOL PICNIC
Photos by Lena Wilms

