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Readings for June 13th , 2021

There is a regional Service this weekend so we don’t have this
information this week.

ZOOM INFO FOR REGULAR GATHERINGS:
These times and login credentials will remain the same until further
notice, regardless of whether you receive an invitation.
Sunday mornings at 10:00 am.
Direct Link:

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5783186702?pwd=VUIza285T0c5T0dkK243
QUNXaS9jdz09

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked
enter the Meeting ID: 578 318 6702, and then when asked, enter
the password: 839660.
Bible or Book Study Wednesday between 3:30 and 4:30 pm.

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZU
MkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09
Meeting ID 541 063 2113, Password: 123.

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked
enter the Meeting ID: 541 063 2113, and then when asked, enter
the password: 123

Hymns and Music for June 13th , 2021

There is a regional Service this weekend so we don’t have this
information this week.
CONTACTING REV. TIM AND JEANETTE:

Please note the office is closed until further orders from Dr
Bonnie Henry are issued. Rev. Tim and Jeanette will be
working from home. Tim's office hours are Tuesday through
Friday, 9 to 5. He can be reached on his cell phone at 1-778791-3545, or email him at bowmantimothyr@gmail.com.
Jeanette is also working from home as much as possible and
can be reached at 1-604-799-5375. This is a Chilliwack # or
info@gladwinheightsunitedchurch.org

BOOK STUDY:

Rev. Tim will be leading a study on Sallie McFague's Metaphorical
Theology: Models of God in Religious Language. Our next study
date is on Wednesday, June 16 at 3:30. Go to the Bible/Book Study
link on the St. Andrew's or Gladwin Heights website for the Zoom
link.

VIRTUAL COFFEE TIME IS CANCELLED: Our Virtual
Coffee Time has run its course and is now cancelled due to lack of
interest. Rev. Tim will be connecting with congregants in other
ways.

June
Lois Gordon – June 9
Daryl Alstad – June 9
Shirley Dennis – June 9
Arlene Kropp – June 13
Margaret Assels – June 17
Gayle LaPointe – June 20
Ray Hill – June 22
Carlene Stein – June 24
Bill Thomas – June 27
Bonnie Stewart June ?

Yvette Wagner wanted everyone to know she found a new home!
If you would like to give her a call her phone number is 604-8329516.

Ellen Alstad would like to give her Gladwin Heights United church
family a huge thank you for their kinds words and well wishes on
her recent retirement!

Decoupage Cross
Things You'll Need:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Wooden cross, cut from 1/8" plywood or heavy cardboard
Suitable decoupage paper
Regular mirror mosaic tiles
Crystal ice mirror mosaic tiles
One white heart, made from Plaster of Paris
Acrylic paint in the following two colors: flesh and antique
bronze
Mod Podge
Water-based varnish
10/32” paint brush
Thin paintbrush
Fan-shaped paint brush
Hairdryer
Pair of standard scissors
Double-wheel tile cutter
Heart-shaped cookie cutter
A few sheets of old newspapers to protect the working area
Clear-drying craft glue
One-hole wood frame hanger

Directions
1. Trace the outline of the cross onto the decoupage paper and
cut it out.
2. Use the 10/32” paint brush to paint an even layer of Modge

Podge over the front of the wooden cross. Keep the edges
and the back of the cross clean.
3. Carefully place the cut-out of the decoupage paper onto the
cross.
4. Working from the middle of the cross, and from the inside
towards the outside, rub out all the air bubbles and excess
Modge Podge from the back of the decoupage cut-out. Be
careful not to stretch or tear the cut-out. Regularly dip your
finger into the bottle of Modge Podge to keep it wet while
rubbing, as this will prevent the cut-out from tearing.
5. Dry the cross thoroughly with the hairdryer, but do not use
the highest heat setting on the hairdryer.

6. Cut off any small pieces of decoupage paper that may
protrude beyond the edges of the cross.

16. Let it dry thoroughly before continuing with the next step.

7. Use the fan-shaped paint brush to give the edges and body of
the cross a wash with the antique bronze acrylic paint. Do
not use too much paint when using a fan-shaped brush, as
this will lose the fan-shaped effect ~ remove excess paint by
dabbing it onto a sheet of newspaper before starting to paint.
8. Dry the cross with the hairdryer.
9. With the 10/32” brush, paint a thin layer of Modge Podge
over the whole front and edges of the cross. The Modge
Podge will protect the cut-out and give the product a
smoother finish.
10. Dry the cross with the hairdryer.
11. Repeat steps 9-10 ~ you need to apply at least 6 coats of
Modge Podge, but remember that with every layer, the
direction in which the Modge Podge is applied, must be
changed from horizontal to vertical to horizontal, etc. Also,
remember that after every layer of Modge Podge, the cross
must first be dried thoroughly with the hairdryer.
12. With the 10/32” brush, add a layer of water-based varnish to
the front and edges of the cross. Dry thoroughly with the
hairdryer.
13. Use the tile cutter to cut the mosaic tiles into small triangular
shapes.
14. Use the heart-shaped cookie cutter to lightly trace a heart
onto the front of the cross.
15. Glue the cut tiles onto the cross ~ first do the outline of the

heart, and then fill in the rest of the heart.

17. Use the thin paint brush and paint the Plaster of Paris heart
with the flesh colored acrylic paint. Let it dry thoroughly.
18. Add some detail to the Plaster of Paris heart with the antique
bronze paint and let it dry.
19. Add a thin layer of varnish to the heart and let it dry.
20. Glue the Plaster of Paris heart to the front of the cross.
21. Glue the wood frame hanger to the back of the cross.
22. Tips:
23. When doing decoupage, never use the highest heat setting on
the hairdryer.

So, Violet and Peony, as I began with saying, besought their mother
to let them run out and play in the new snow; for, though it had
looked so dreary and dismal, drifting downward out of the gray sky, it
had a very cheerful aspect, now that the sun was shining on it. The
children dwelt in a city, and had no wider play-place than a little
garden before the house, divided by a white fence from the street, and
with a pear-tree and two or three plum-trees overshadowing it, and
some rose-bushes just in front of the parlor-windows. The trees and
shrubs, however, were now leafless, and their twigs were enveloped
in the light snow, which thus made a kind of wintry foliage, with here
and there a pendent icicle for the fruit.
"Yes, Violet,--yes, my little Peony," said their kind mother, "you may
go out and play in the new snow."

THE SNOW IMAGE: A CHILDISH MIRACLE
(Nathaniel Hawthorne)

One afternoon of a cold winter's day, when the sun shone forth with
chilly brightness, after a long storm, two children asked leave of their
mother to run out and play in the new-fallen snow. The elder child
was a little girl, whom, because she was of a tender and modest
disposition, and was thought to be very beautiful, her parents, and
other people who were familiar with her, used to call Violet. But her
brother was known by the style and title of Peony, on account of the
ruddiness of his broad and round little phiz, which made everybody
think of sunshine and great scarlet flowers. The father of these two
children, a certain Mr. Lindsey, it is important to say, was an
excellent but exceedingly matter-of-fact sort of man, a dealer in
hardware, and was sturdily accustomed to take what is called the
common-sense view of all matters that came under his consideration.
With a heart about as tender as other people's, he had a head as hard
and impenetrable, and therefore, perhaps, as empty, as one of the iron
pots which it was a part of his business to sell. The mother's character,
on the other hand, had a strain of poetry in it, a trait of unworldly
beauty,--a delicate and dewy flower, as it were, that had survived out
of her imaginative youth, and still kept itself alive amid the dusty
realities of matrimony and motherhood.

Accordingly, the good lady bundled up her darlings in woollen jackets
and wadded sacks, and put comforters round their necks, and a pair of
striped gaiters on each little pair of legs, and worsted mittens on their
hands, and gave them a kiss apiece, by way of a spell to keep away
Jack Frost. Forth sallied the two children, with a hop-skip-and-jump,
that carried them at once into the very heart of a huge snow-drift,
whence Violet emerged like a snow-bunting, while little Peony
floundered out with his round face in full bloom. Then what a merry
time had they! To look at them, frolicking in the wintry garden, you
would have thought that the dark and pitiless storm had been sent for
no other purpose but to provide a new plaything for Violet and Peony;
and that they themselves had beer created, as the snow-birds were, to
take delight only in the tempest, and in the white mantle which it
spread over the earth.
At last, when they had frosted one another all over with handfuls of
snow, Violet, after laughing heartily at little Peony's figure, was
struck with a new idea.
"You look exactly like a snow-image, Peony," said she, "if your
cheeks were not so red. And that puts me in mind! Let us make an
image out of snow,--an image of a little girl,--and it shall be our sister,
and shall run about and play with us all winter long. Won't it be
nice?"
"Oh yes!" cried Peony, as plainly as he could speak, for he was but a
little boy. "That will be nice! And mamma shall see it!"

"Yes," answered Violet; "mamma shall see the new little girl. But she
must not make her come into the warm parlor; for, you know, our
little snow-sister will not love the warmth."
And forthwith the children began this great business of making a
snow-image that should run about; while their mother, who was
sitting at the window and overheard some of their talk, could not help
smiling at the gravity with which they set about it. They really seemed
to imagine that there would be no difficulty whatever in creating a
live little girl out of the snow. And, to say the truth, if miracles are
ever to be wrought, it will be by putting our hands to the work in
precisely such a simple and undoubting frame of mind as that in
which Violet and Peony now undertook to perform one, without so
much as knowing that it was a miracle. So thought the mother; and
thought, likewise, that the new snow, just fallen from heaven, would
be excellent material to make new beings of, if it were not so very
cold. She gazed at the children a moment longer, delighting to watch
their little figures,--the girl, tall for her age, graceful and agile, and so
delicately colored that she looked like a cheerful thought more than a
physical reality; while Peony expanded in breadth rather than height,
and rolled along on his short and sturdy legs as substantial as an
elephant, though not quite so big. Then the mother resumed her work.
What it was I forget; but she was either trimming a silken bonnet for
Violet, or darning a pair of stockings for little Peony's short legs.
Again, however, and again, and yet other agains, she could not help
turning her head to the window to see how the children got on with
their snow-image.
Indeed, it was an exceedingly pleasant sight, those bright little souls at
their task! Moreover, it was really wonderful to observe how
knowingly and skilfully they managed the matter. Violet assumed the
chief direction, and told Peony what to do, while, with her own
delicate fingers, she shaped out all the nicer parts of the snow-figure.
It seemed, in fact, not so much to be made by the children, as to grow
up under their hands, while they were playing and prattling about it.
Their mother was quite surprised at this; and the longer she looked,
the more and more surprised she grew.
"What remarkable children mine are!" thought she, smiling with a
mother's pride; and, smiling at herself, too, for being so proud of
them. "What other children could have made anything so like a little
girl's figure out of snow at the first trial? Well; but now I must finish

Peony's new frock, for his grandfather is coming to-morrow, and I
want the little fellow to look handsome."
So she took up the frock, and was soon as busily at work again with
her needle as the two children with their snow-image. But still, as the
needle travelled hither and thither through the seams of the dress, the
mother made her toil light and happy by listening to the airy voices of
Violet and Peony. They kept talking to one another all the time, their
tongues being quite as active as their feet and hands. Except at
intervals, she could not distinctly hear what was said, but had merely
a sweet impression that they were in a most loving mood, and were
enjoying themselves highly, and that the business of making the
snow-image went prosperously on. Now and then, however, when
Violet and Peony happened to raise their voices, the words were as
audible as if they had been spoken in the very parlor where the mother
sat. Oh how delightfully those words echoed in her heart, even though
they meant nothing so very wise or wonderful, after all!
But you must know a mother listens with her heart much more than
with her ears; and thus she is often delighted with the trills of celestial
music, when other people can hear nothing of the kind.
"Peony, Peony!" cried Violet to her brother, who had gone to another
part of the garden, "bring me some of that fresh snow, Peony, from
the very farthest corner, where we have not been trampling. I want it
to shape our little snow-sister's bosom with. You know that part must
be quite pure, just as it came out of the sky!"
"Here it is, Violet!" answered Peony, in his bluff tone,--but a very
sweet tone, too,--as he came floundering through the half-trodden
drifts. "Here is the snow for her little bosom. O Violet, how beau-tiful she begins to look!"
"Yes," said Violet, thoughtfully and quietly; "our snow-sister does
look very lovely. I did not quite know, Peony, that we could make
such a sweet little girl as this."
The mother, as she listened, thought how fit and delightful an incident
it would be, if fairies, or still better, if angel-children were to come
from paradise, and play invisibly with her own darlings, and help
them to make their snow-image, giving it the features of celestial
babyhood! Violet and Peony would not be aware of their immortal

playmates,--only they would see that the image grew very beautiful
while they worked at it, and would think that they themselves had
done it all.
"My little girl and boy deserve such playmates, if mortal children ever
did!" said the mother to herself; and then she smiled again at her own
motherly pride.
Nevertheless, the idea seized upon her imagination; and, ever and
anon, she took a glimpse out of the window, half dreaming that she
might see the golden-haired children of paradise sporting with her
own golden-haired Violet and bright-cheeked Peony.
Now, for a few moments, there was a busy and earnest, but indistinct
hum of the two children's voices, as Violet and Peony wrought
together with one happy consent. Violet still seemed to be the guiding
spirit, while Peony acted rather as a laborer, and brought her the snow
from far and near. And yet the little urchin evidently had a proper
understanding of the matter, too!
"Peony, Peony!" cried Violet; for her brother was again at the other
side of the garden. "Bring me those light wreaths of snow that have
rested on the lower branches of the pear-tree. You can clamber on the
snowdrift, Peony, and reach them easily. I must have them to make
some ringlets for our snow-sister's head!"
"Here they are, Violet!" answered the little boy. "Take care you do
not break them. Well done! Well done! How pretty!"
"Does she not look sweetly?" said Violet, with a very satisfied tone;
"and now we must have some little shining bits of ice, to make the
brightness of her eyes. She is not finished yet. Mamma will see how
very beautiful she is; but papa will say, 'Tush! nonsense!--come in out
of the cold!' "
"Let us call mamma to look out," said Peony; and then he shouted
lustily, "Mamma! mamma!! mamma!!! Look out, and see what a nice
'ittle girl we are making!"
The mother put down her work for an instant, and looked out of the
window. But it so happened that the sun--for this was one of the
shortest days of the whole year--had sunken so nearly to the edge of

the world that his setting shine came obliquely into the lady's eyes. So
she was dazzled, you must understand, and could not very distinctly
observe what was in the garden. Still, however, through all that bright,
blinding dazzle of the sun and the new snow, she beheld a small white
figure in the garden, that seemed to have a wonderful deal of human
likeness about it. And she saw Violet and Peony,--indeed, she looked
more at them than at the image,--she saw the two children still at
work; Peony bringing fresh snow, and Violet applying it to the figure
as scientifically as a sculptor adds clay to his model. Indistinctly as
she discerned the snow-child, the mother thought to herself that never
before was there a snow-figure so cunningly made, nor ever such a
dear little girl and boy to make it.
"They do everything better than other children," said she, very
complacently. "No wonder they make better snow-images!"
She sat down again to her work, and made as much haste with it as
possible; because twilight would soon come, and Peony's frock was
not yet finished, and grandfather was expected, by railroad, pretty
early in the morning. Faster and faster, therefore, went her flying
fingers. The children, likewise, kept busily at work in the garden, and
still the mother listened, whenever she could catch a word. She was
amused to observe how their little imaginations had got mixed up
with what they were doing, and carried away by it. They seemed
positively to think that the snow-child would run about and play with
them.
"What a nice playmate she will be for us, all winter long!" said Violet.
"I hope papa will not be afraid of her giving us a cold! Sha'n't you
love her dearly, Peony?"
"Oh yes!" cried Peony. "And I will hug her, and she shall sit down
close by me and drink some of my warm milk!"
"Oh no, Peony!" answered Violet, with grave wisdom. "That will not
do at all. Warm milk will not be wholesome for our little snow-sister.
Little snow people, like her, eat nothing but icicles. No, no, Peony; we
must not give her anything warm to drink!"

