
Thoughts and Smiles….Aug. 15, 2022 
 
DIMINISHING 
There's a lovely, gentle lady, who lives a quiet life, 
Has spent some years alone,  
Not a mother, nor a wife. 
She has a cat called 'Timmy' he's always on her lap, 
She feeds him only salmon, and he's ok with that! 

 
She doesn't really leave the house, she's happy 
in her place; 
She finds the world so harsh and loud, prefers 
her quiet space. 
No energy to even think of finding company. 
So she sits there on her own, and lets the 
world just be. 
 
She wears such lovely dresses as she floats 
around her home. 
She plays her favourite music, often dances on 
her own, 
And when she does, she sometimes gets a little 
spark of light,   
Reminding her of all the truth she's hiding 
deep inside... 
She's accepted that life's passed her by, no 
energy to fight. 
 
She's accepted that this world is hard, it's 
tough to find the light. 

She's accepted she's not needed and she'll fade into the night. 
She's accepted, but it hurts, for her heart knows that's a lie 
 
A voice inside her whispers "There's still more time to live, 
The world so needs your light, you've so much love to give." 
Her truth pours out in rivers, sends tingles to her skin. 
In that moment she has choice: lie it out, or look within. 
 
Not one of us is born to fade, though some get lost in night. 
We're born to fill with light and then explode into the sky. 
Each one of us so special but many hide away, 
So many unknown children that still have time to play. 
 
 
 
 



There's a hidden constellation behind so many doors, 
There's stars that choose to dim their light, lose faith in evermore, 
But it only takes a moment to find that shine again; 
It only takes a change in thought to break free from the chains. 
 
Every single star makes this universal love, 
The night can be so dark till we send our shine above. 
I hope one day she finds the strength to feel the truth her life made, 
For she is here to sparkle, never here to fade. 
 

- Heather Lea 
                                                                                                                       Artwork by Lee Seung Hee 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



INTERGENERATIONAL MOMENT – A Parable – by C.S. Lewis 

Let us picture a woman thrown into a dungeon. There 

she bears and rears a son. He grows up seeing nothing 

but the dungeon walls, the straw on the floor, and a 

little patch of the sky seen through the grating, which is 

too high up to show anything except sky. 

This unfortunate woman was an artist, and when they 

imprisoned her she managed to bring with her a drawing 

pad and a box of pencils. As she never loses the hope of 

deliverance she is constantly teaching her son about that 

outer world which he has never seen. She does it very 

largely by drawing him pictures. With her pencil she 

attempts to show him what fields, rivers, mountains, 

cities and waves on a beach are like. He is a dutiful boy 

and he does his best to believe her when she tells him 

that that outer world is far more interesting and glorious 

than anything in the dungeon. At times he succeeds. On the whole he gets on tolerably well 

until, one day, he says something that gives his mother pause. 

For a minute or two they are at cross-purposes. Finally it dawns on her that he has, all these 

years, lived under a misconception. ‘But,’ she gasps, ‘you didn’t think that the real world was 

full of lines drawn in lead pencil?’ ‘What?’ says the boy. ‘No pencil marks there?’ And 

instantly, his whole notion of the outer world becomes a blank. For the lines, by which alone 

he was imagining it, have now been denied of it. He has no idea of that which will exclude 

and dispense with the lines, that of which the lines were merely a transposition—the 

waving treetops, the light dancing on the weir, the colored three-dimensional realities which 

are not enclosed in lines but define their own shapes at every moment with a delicacy 

and multiplicity which no drawing could ever achieve. The child will get the idea that the 

real world is somehow less visible than his mother’s pictures. In reality it lacks lines because 

it is incomparably more visible.  

So with us. ‘We know not what we shall be;’ but 

we may be sure we shall be more, not less, than 

we were on earth. Our natural experiences 

(sensory, emotional, and imaginative) are only 

like the drawing, like penciled lines on flat 

paper. If they vanish in the risen life, they will 

vanish only as pencil lines vanish from the real 

landscape; not as a candle flame that is put out 

but as a candle flame which becomes invisible 

because someone has pulled up the blind, 

thrown open the shutters, and let in the blaze of 

the risen sun. 

C.S. Lewis — from The Business of Heaven 

 

https://smile.amazon.com/Business-Heaven-Daily-Readings/dp/0062643576/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1528313207&sr=1-1&keywords=The+Business+of+Heaven


 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 
 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Have a terrific week!  
 
 
 
 



  



Blessings to you all!  

 

 
 
David Jones 
Minister of Outreach and Pastoral Care 
Hepworth-Sauble Beach Pastoral Charge   
226-568-3476    ipcress.jones@gmail.com 

 
 
 
 

 
Check out “David’s Blog” on the Sauble Beach United Church website.  
https://saubleunitedchurch.ca/category/davids-blog/ 
 
And if you want the online experience of the church worship services, follow the link 
here below... 

www.saubleunitedchurch.ca  and click: "Watch" 
or the Hepworth page https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCmhSeYEr8EvsqUwu-
os9XGw 
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