Payment of rent
By Geoff Serpell
Most of us must pay something for the place we live in. 
It might be a big house or a single room, or else a unit in a retirement village but there will usually be some sort of rent or mortgage attached to it. 
We might wish it to be different, but that’s just the way it is with property.
What, then, should we pay for our larger accommodation in this beautiful, awe-inspiring world?
Sir Wilfred Grenfell, born in the UK in 1865, who was awarded his knighthood for his work as a medical missionary among the fishermen and families in Newfoundland, is credited with what must be the perfect answer.
Reflection
“The service we render others, “he wrote, “is the rent we pay for our room on earth”.
What’s in your lunchbox?
By Ian Menzies
The famous miracle of Jesus feeding the 5000 depends upon an often overlooked, very humble and certainly very unlikely person.   
A small boy on a grassy, remote mountain field.  A boy who was willing to provide all that he had, indeed all that was needed.

I was amused to see one commentator refer to the boy’s offering as “passing over his lunchbox”.  
Yet his were the only resources that were at hand. His small contribution led to an extraordinary outcome. 

I wonder if any of us would identify with that boy, who, like the widow with her mite in another story, was willing to give up all he had to a stranger, Andrew, from a small group that he had just met, and who in turn were being followed by a large crowd of people unexpectedly appearing on his grazing fields?

If we try and place ourselves in the boy’s shoes, I wonder what we each might have in our own ‘lunchbox’ that might be similarly useful to be shared, what resources we possess that might lead to similar extraordinary results?  
What gifts, skills, wisdom we might offer?  Like the boy’s, ours need not be a dramatic offering, it might only be a small gesture that affects one or two.  
Or perhaps, unexpected thousands.

I wonder what it might be?
Safe passage
By Geoff Serpell
The new owner of the estate did not want a footpath running through it, so he closed the existing right of way.
Of course, there was an outcry, a committee was formed, and legal advice was taken.
The battle went on for more than a year. 
When he finally reopened it, without any obvious statement, he’d had it tended, had new gravel laid, and installed a bench at the brow of a hill where there was a quite beautiful view. 
Carved into the back rest of the bench were the words: “Think and thank God”.
Reflection
Perhaps he had thought, and his thankfulness was what made the difference. Perhaps we all should think on God and our blessings. And if our thankfulness makes no difference, then perhaps we should think some more.
A new view
By Ian Menzies
Away on holidays, I thought I’d take the opportunity to visit the small local church, hoping to sit quietly at the back and simply enjoy the service.
A small gaggle of folk at the door greeted me enthusiastically.  
“Welcome!  Welcome!”  
This looked promising. 
“We don’t have a minister today, so we are just going to discuss the lectionary,” they said.
“We’ll look forward to what you have to say!  It’s always nice to have a new view.”

It was not quite what I had in mind, as I was expecting to see, not be, the “new view”.

The genuineness of the welcome, the interesting discussion, and later a delicious morning tea all placated me.  
That day remains, many years later, a warm memory.  
And I did come away with a “new view”.  
One of welcome, hospitality and graciousness.
God working in mysterious ways indeed.

