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Me: Hey God. 

God: Hello..... 

Me: I'm falling apart. Can you put me back together? 

God: I would rather not. 

Me: Why? 

God: Because you aren't a puzzle. 

Me: What about all of the pieces of my life that are falling down onto the ground? 

God: Let them stay there for a while. They fell off for a reason. Take some time and decide if you need any 

of those pieces back. 

Me: You don't understand! I'm breaking down! 

God: No - you don't understand. You are breaking through. What you are feeling are just growing pains. 

You are shedding the things and the people in your life that are holding you back. You aren't falling apart. 

You are falling into place. Relax. Take some deep breaths and allow those things you don't need anymore 

to fall off of you. Quit holding onto the pieces that don't fit you anymore. Let them fall off. Let them go. 

Me: Once I start doing that, what will be left of me? 

God: Only the very best pieces of you. 

Me: I'm scared of changing. 

God: I keep telling you - YOU AREN'T CHANGING!! YOU ARE BECOMING! 

Me: Becoming who? 

God: Becoming who I created you to be! A person of light and love and charity and hope and courage and 

joy and mercy and grace and compassion. I made you for more than the shallow pieces you have decided 

to adorn yourself with that you cling to with such greed and fear. Let those things fall off of you. I love 

you! Don't change! ... Become! Become! Become who I made you to be. I'm going to keep telling you this 

until you remember it. 

Me: There goes another piece. 

God: Yep. Let it be. 

Me: So ... I'm not broken? 

God: Of course Not! - but you are breaking like the dawn. It's a new day. Become!!! 

~Author Unknown 

 



TALES FROM THE NORTH 
 From Bishop Larry Robertson 

 

The Carving 

As a Priest in the Diocese of the Arctic my salary did not allow me to buy much Inuit artwork. Most of 

what I do have are gifts given to me.  We were living on Baker Lake which had some of the best Inuit 

Carvers in the world living there. They are the ones who got me into doing some soapstone carving. 

One of the elders got tired of watching me watch him and threw me a piece of soapstone, some files 

and an old hacksaw and said in his broken English, “Don’t look, carve!”.  25 years later, I am not very 

good, but I love when I get the chance to carve.  It takes me into a different world. 

There was one piece of carving I really took an interest in. It was done by an elderly lady. It was a 

carving of an Inuit lady, old I think. The lady was extremely skinny with her skin all drawn inward. Her 

parka sort of hung off her as if it used to fit her but now was way too loose. It was the expression of 

the face that got me. There was a blank stare with a deep sadness about her.  When I asked about 

the carving she avoided talking about it. I bought it and still have it as a prized treasure. 

It was several years later when the then-retired Bishop John Sperry was telling me a story of a trip 

along the NWT side of the Hudson Bay Coast. He had gotten a ride on a government air charter that 

was doing visits down the coast. They had landed in one of the Inuit settlements and as soon as the 

plane landed, he knew something was wrong. No one was at the landing strip. A hike into the 

settlement told the reason why.  Sperry said, “When we got into the community, over half of the 

people were already dead of starvation.  Apparently the caribou that always came that time of the 

year never did, and they waited too long in the hope the caribou would come. They did not.  Quickly 

they got whatever supplies they had and gave it to the people. The government people got back on 

the plane to get help. Bishop Sperry refused to go and said he would stay with the people until help 

came.  

I was honoured with his tale and I never heard him talk about it again. He said it was one of the 

hardest times of his ministry. You held them in your arms until they died. You put that one down and 

picked up another one. I have never forgotten the sadness in his eyes.  

It was later I learned that the carver was a young woman from the same community who lived through 

the starvation.  At that point, I began to understand the sadness in the eyes of that carving. It was a 

reflection of hers. 

As we go through this current crisis. Let us be gentle with those who seem anxious or testy or 

grumpy, as the concerns of this time can be a burden to many people. Instead, let us reach out in 

love and kindness, being aware that we do not know what others are going through or what they have 

gone through and how this situation of this Covid19 crisis is affecting them. 

 

Bishop Larry. 



                                       THE U IN JESUS  

 

                                             Before U were thought of or time had begun,  

                                                 God stuck U in the name of His Son..  

 

                                               And each time U pray, you'll see it's true, 

                                             You can't spell out JesUs and not include U.  

                                         You're a pretty big part of His wonderful name,  

                                              For U, He was born; that's why He came.  
 

                                         And His great love for U is the reason He died.  

                                                It even takes U to spell crUcified..  
 

                                              Isn't it thrilling and splendidly grand  

                                         He rose from the dead, with U in His plan?  
 

                                        The stones split away, the gold trUmpet blew,  

                                        And this word resUrrection is spelled with a U.  

 

                                        When JesUs left earth at His Upward ascension,  

                                    He felt there was one thing He just had to mention.  
 

                                           "Go into the world and tell them it's true  

                                            That I love them all - Just like I love U."  
 

                                         So many great people are spelled with a U,  

                                         Don't they have a right to know JesUs too?  
 

                                          It all depends now on what U will do,  

                                                     He'd like them to know,  

                                                      But it all starts with U. 

 
 

 



Advice from An Old Farmer 

Your fences need to be horse-high, pig-tight and bull-strong. 

Keep skunks and bankers at a distance. 

Life is simpler when you plow around the stump. 

A bumble bee is considerably faster than a John Deere tractor. 

Words that soak into your ears are whispered… not yelled. 

Meanness don’t jes’ happen overnight. 

Forgive your enemies; it messes up their heads. 

Do not corner something that you know is meaner than you. 

It don’t take a very big person to carry a grudge. 

You cannot unsay a cruel word. 

Every path has a few puddles. 

When you wallow with pigs, expect to get dirty. 

The best sermons are lived, not preached. 

Most of the stuff people worry about ain’t never gonna happen anyway. 

Don’t judge folks by their relatives. 

Remember that silence is sometimes the best answer. 

Live a good, honorable life… Then when you get older and think back, you’ll enjoy it a second time. 

Don ‘t interfere with somethin’ that ain’t bothering you none. 

Timing has a lot to do with the outcome of a Rain dance. 

If you find yourself in a hole, the first thing to do is stop diggin’. 

Sometimes you get, and sometimes you get got. 

The biggest troublemaker you’ll probably ever have to deal with, watches you from the mirror every 
mornin’. 

Always drink upstream from the herd. 

Good judgment comes from experience, and a lotta that comes from bad judgment. 

Lettin’ the cat outta the bag is a whole lot easier than puttin’ it back in. 

If you get to thinkin’ you’re a person of some influence, try orderin’ somebody else’s dog around.. 

Live simply. Love generously. Care deeply. Speak kindly. Leave the rest to God. 

Don’t pick a fight with an old man. If he is too old to fight, he’ll just kill you. 

Most times, it just gets down to common sense 

****************** 

 

 



 

You are holding a cup of coffee when someone comes along and bumps into you or shakes your arm, 

making you spill your coffee everywhere.   

Why did you spill the coffee? 

“Because someone bumped me!!” 

Wrong answer 

You spilled the coffee because there was coffee in your cup. 

Had there been tea in the cup, you would have spilled tea. 

“Whatever is inside the cup is what will spill out.” 

Therefore, when life comes along and shakes you (which WILL happen), whatever is inside you will 

come out.  It’s easy to fake it, until you get rattled. 

So we have to ask ourselves, “What’s in my cup?” 

When life gets tough, what spills over? 

Joy, gratefulness, peace and humility? 

Anger, bitterness, harsh words and reactions? 

Life provides the cup, YOU choose how to fill it. 

Today, let’s work towards filling our cups with gratitude, forgiveness, joy, words of affirmations and 

kindness, gentleness and love for others. 

 



 

Diocesan Healing Service 

We are pleased and excited to announce the Diocesan Healing Service coming up on Saturday, June 6th 

at 7:00 p.m. The service will take place via Zoom and everyone is invited! We’d love to see a BIG crowd - 

you can join from your most comfortable chair - at home.  Mark your calendar.  Watch “The Diocese of 

Athabasca” and “St. Andrew’s Anglican/Zion Lutheran Church” Facebook Pages for the Links or Contact 

Joanna – joannamuzyka@hotmail.com and she can help you join. 

 

 

Parish of the Northern Lights 

Join us every Sunday evening on ZOOM 

Service ID: 574 373 255 

Password:  065249 

 

If you no longer wish to receive this newsletter please contact Jan @ leroyjan96@gmail.com 
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