AN ISLAND LESSON
By Bill Pugh
We were volunteers at a children’s home in Fiji just after one of the coups. 
It was a time of unrest and unemployment. 
Children in the home, left for a variety of reasons, needed lots of love and special care. It was a privilege to support wonderful and dedicated staff. 
Before returning to Australia we decided to have a week on one of those luxury islands. 
On the Sunday we wanted to go to church. There wasn’t one there, but a lovely Fijian staff member invited us to go to her church on a nearby island. 
So we did, by boat. We were the only non-Fijians. We recognised many of the resort staff who lived there with their families. 
It was a wonderful service with magnificent singing. When it came to the offering, two lines formed and people gave their collection. 
One line, we learned, was for the church and the other to support the many unemployed people. 
Most gave to both. For us it was a salutary lesson on stewardship. Like the widow, those who had less gave much.
Reflection
Dearest Lord, teach me to be generous,
Teach me to serve you as you deserve,
To gain and not to count the cost,
To fight and not to heed the wounds,
To toil and not to seek for rest,
To labour and not to ask for reward,
Save that of knowing I am doing your will.
St Ignatius Loyola

THE TOUCH
By Ian Menzies
There are multiple instances in the Bible where folk strove to touch Jesus, an obvious example being the woman who had suffered haemorrhages for 12 years. 
From the midst of a crowded mob she touched ‘the hem of his garment’ and immediately he knew. 
He was aware that something significant had happened.  Exploring that story, most considerations I have heard tend to focus on the miraculous cure, on the ‘your faith has made you well’ blessing, on the woman and her courage.  
But what about Jesus?  That he somehow knew he had been touched straight away is surely significant.  
That it was ‘the hem’ of his garment – by implication his Jewish prayer tassels – that she touched even more so.  
Skated over is the consequence that being touched by someone so obviously unclean would have made Jesus himself unclean – and so too the hem of his garment, those significant prayer tassels.
Yet despite these public affronts, he responds.  What’s more, his unexpected, now-unclean status is seemingly ignored: by his disciples and the crowd, and certainly by the Gospel writers. 
So why does all this minutiae of what would normally be a nuisance, that the specific detail of his ‘hem’ – symbolising his public, visible Jewish propriety – being touched, still hang over this story?  
Is there a significance here that our modern sensibilities now miss? That reaching-out-in-faith touch, those deliberately recorded details echo through time and challenge us still.
Reflection
A woman who had a flow of blood for 12 years came from behind and touched the hem of his garment.  For she said to herself, ‘If only I may touch his garment, I shall be made well’.  But Jesus turned around, and when he saw her he said, ‘Be of good cheer, daughter; your faith has made you well’.  And the woman was made well from that hour.
Matthew 9: 20-22 NKJV
Whatever the unclean person touches shall be unclean; and the person who touches it shall be unclean until evening.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Numbers 19: 22 NKJV

ANGELS ON BICYCLES
By Bill Pugh
I remember them well from Presbyterian days.
Trainee deaconesses based at Rolland House cycling over to Ormond College Theological Hall.
In those days classes were male dominated and the ministry was clearly male oriented.
Now things are different, thank the Lord. Women have equal status. Deaconesses served in many areas of ministry, as wonderful pastors, teachers and hospital chaplains. 
Leading women’s groups, supporting Sunday schools with resources and the PFA.
Conducting Bible study groups, visiting the sick in hospitals, and at home.
Except for administering the sacraments, their role was not different to men.
In vacant parishes they took services, presided at funerals and exercised vital ministry. 
We were truly blessed by their service and the church is richer for the selfless ministry of these angels on bicycles.
We must never forget them. Now women have equal status, church history should underline the role of deaconesses.
As a student at Ormond College, and as a parish minister, I had first-hand evidence of their contribution, and I thank God for the ministry of deaconesses, angels who came on bicycles.
Reflection
How appropriate to express the call to ministry of those angels on bicycles are these words of Richard Gillard.
I will hold the Christ-light for you,
In the night time of your fear:
I will hold my hand out to you,
Speak the peace you long to hear. (TIS650:3)

OUR HOME GARDENS
By Geoff Serpell
From biblical times we have been informed of the adage that we reap what we sow. 
In times of drought, the harvest may be negligible or nonexistent, when not only humans miss out on edible fruit and/or vegetables, but also insects and birds. 
Was it a failure to waste seed, sowing it in such an environment? No. Just because the expected harvest did not happen, the garden was still a spiritual haven, a little closer to heaven.
Pruning and weeding around our plants nurtures our souls too. Gardening provides peace, healing, and happiness for those blessed with “green” thumbs.
Growing food whilst growing ourselves is where the effort is more important than the outcome. 
Sharing our harvest to those in the community also brings great dividends.
Reflection
“The harvest is plentiful, but the workers are few. Ask the Lord of the harvest, therefore, to send out workers into his harvest field.”
Luke 10: 2

BLESSED ASSURANCE
By Bill Pugh
Our minds cannot deal with the terrible destruction on individual human lives as a result of this pandemic.
Funeral services, grave sites and memorials are overwhelmed.
Many have no grave, such is the devastation and havoc.
Yet each has come from some home, family or place. And each is someone loved and valued.
Where we live each day, many birds visit our backyard. There are magpies, crows, starlings, currawongs and the diving butcher bird, who grabs a morsel in his sharp beak and is airborne in a flash.
Kitchen scraps and worms are on the menu, even bringing their babies on a visit. But lately there are no sparrows. All have disappeared. Have the bigger birds driven them off? How we miss their busyness.
In the time of Jesus sparrows were prominent and sold as cheap food in the marketplace.
Jesus said each one had more than money value in his Father’s eyes. They were equal partners with all living things in the created world. Though cheap and small, He knew and valued each one. Not one fell to the ground without him knowing.
Jesus believed that all living things were of priceless value to his Father. And his human family is of the same value, in person and by name not one falls to the ground without him knowing, caring and loving.
This is our faith. Hard to comprehend, but the hope which transcends all loss.
Reflection
Are not two sparrows sold for a penny? Yet not one of them will fall to the ground apart from your Father, and even the hairs of your head are counted. So do not be afraid, you are of more value than many sparrows. 
Matthew 10: 29-31
Whatever the cost to human life as result of the pandemic, not one soul is forever lost. He knows and loves each one. And there is room in the Father’s home for all. 






