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The Apostle's Creed

Continuing with our series on Luther, and following the Small Catechism,
we read the Apostle’s Creed.
The Apostle’s Creed is the oldest of the three ecumenical creeds. It was not
written by the apostles, but by the next generation. It is a succinct compilation
of faith in God the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.
In the Small Catechism, the Apostle’s Creed is divided in three articles. After
each article, there is a question: What is This? or What Does This Mean?
And the reflection that follows is the interpretation of Luther about each article.
Good reading!
The First Article
I believe in God, the Father almighty, creator of heaven and earth.
What is This? or What does This Mean?
“I believe that God has created me together with all that exists. God has given me and still preserves my body and
soul: eyes, ears, and all limbs and senses; reason and all mental faculties. In addition, God daily and abundantly
provides shoes and clothing, food and drink, house and farm, spouse and children, fields and livestock, and all
property – along with all necessities and nourishment for this body and life. God protects me against all danger and
shields and preserves me from all evil. And all this is done out of pure, fatherly, and divine goodness and mercy,
without any merit or worthiness of mine at all! For all of this I owe it to God to thank and praise, serve and obey him.
This is most certainly true.”
Luther understands faith much beyond an intellectual exercise; it is the means by which we relate to God. And this
relationship is personal, involving the person as a whole, and a person’s life in all its expressions. The way God
relates to us is expressed through God’s action in creating, providing and protecting, freely, “out of pure, fatherly,
divine goodness and mercy.” And our response towards God is gratitude, and service.
The first line of Luther’s interpretation of the Creed provides for a nonanthropocentric understanding of creation, for
which, ecotheologians, are grateful. We are created “together with all that exists.”
The Second Article
I believe in Jesus Christ, God’s only Son, our Lord, who was conceived by the Holy Spirit, born of the virgin Mary,
suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died, and was buried; he descended to the dead. On the third day he
rose again; he ascended into heaven, he is seated at the right hand of the Father, and he will come to judge the
living and the dead.
What is This? or What does This Mean?
“I believe that Jesus Christ, true God, begotten of the Father in eternity, and also a true human being, born of the
virgin Mary, is my Lord. He has redeemed me, a lost and condemned human being. He has purchased and freed
me from all sins, from death, and from the power of the devil, not with gold or silver, but with his holy, precious
blood, and his innocent suffering and death. He has done all this in order that I may belong to him, live under him in
his kingdom, and serve him in eternal righteousness, innocence, and blessedness, just as he is risen from the dead
and lives and rules eternally. This is most certainly true.”
The second article is devoted to Jesus Christ, his person, work, and ministry. Luther starts by asserting the dual
nature of Christ, truly human and truly divine. And goes on to affirm Jesus as “my Lord.” Lordship has to do with
ownership. Considering the feudal system that Luther lived in, where the owner of the Land possessed everything,
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including the lives of those inhabiting the land, to pronounce Jesus Christ as Lord is to assert that we belong to him.
Luther also drew from the Old and New Testaments, where the word Lord was used in the place of the name of
God, that could not be pronounced. Therefore, as our Lord, Jesus establishes a godly claim upon us.
But, what is the content of this Lordship? First, redemption. Jesus found us, lost and condemned human beings,
and paid our inpayable debt, as stated in the first article. Second, Jesus purchased and freed us from all sins, death
and the power of the devil. Whatever divisive and destructive forces claim us, Jesus dismantles them and
overcomes them, offering us the alternative. Third, belonging. Jesus “has done all this in order that I may belong to
him,” not merely as slaves, but as children who inherits the gifts of living in his kingdom and serving “in eternal
righteousness, innocence and blessedness.” That means, there is life beyond life in the presence of the One to
whom we belong.
The Third Article
I believe in the Holy Spirit, the Holy catholic church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the
resurrection of the body; and the life everlasting. Amen.
What is This? or What does This Mean?
“I believe that my own understanding or strength I cannot believe in Jesus Christ my Lord or come to him, but
instead the Holy Spirit has called me through the gospel, enlightened me with his gifts, made my holy, and kept me
in the true faith, just as he calls, gathers, enlightens, and makes holy the whole Christian church on earth and keeps
it with Jesus Christ in the one common, true faith. Daily in this Christian church the Holy Spirit abundantly forgives
all sins – mine and those of all believers. On the last day the Holy Spirit will raise me and all the dead and will give
to me and all believers in Christ eternal life. This is most certainly true.”
We are so totally dependent on God that even our faith is the work of God in us. How many times have you
doubted yourself, or thought your faith is too little, because you have not received what you have prayed for? How
many times have you heard from someone else that you have to believe more strongly? Luther rejects the notion
that we have anything to do with the quantity or existence of our faith. Faith is a gift; it doesn’t depend on us. What
does depend on us is the nurturing of it – the learning, the teaching, the coming together, the hearing of each other’s
stories, experiences, the breaking of bread and the drinking of wine while singing a hymn that connects us with
sisters and brothers who are close or who are faraway.
This is probably the last article I write to you as your pastor. It is hard to think that I will not be in your midst anymore
in two months time. I have loved you deeply, and I still do, and still will after I leave. God brought us together, and
through the gift of faith granted us opportunities to learn with each other and to discover what old words  either from
the Bible, the Creeds or by Luther – could mean for us in this secularized and contemporary Geneva. We dared to
go beyond established practices and sedimented theologies. And at the same time, we continued holding firm to
historical values and ways of believing that shape us from the past towards the future. Like the disciples on the road
to Emmaus, we walked together during the past nine years, discussed, reflected, bumped into our differences,
realized our similarities, lost each other sometimes, found each other in another moments, fought, made peace, and
always, always encountered God’s presence gathered around the table, in the breaking of bread and the drinking of
wine.
Between Geneva and Rio, there will be a song, and words, and silences, and gestures, and dances, and memories,
and friendships that, engraved in our bodies and souls, witness to the reality that we do belong together, and
together, we do belong to God. This is most certainly true!
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Mark your calendars!

Saturday, September 15:

Farewell Party for Pastor Lusmarina and Fico
Keep an eye on your mailbox!

Sunday, September 16:
Sunday, July 29:

Farewell Worship Service for Pastor Lusmarina.
Join in giving thanks to God for our Pastor’s ministry with us,
and in wishing her and Fico rich blessings as they return to Brazil.

Special Congregational Assembly, to call an interim pastor.
We need a quorum for this important decision.
Please be sure to come!

An interim pastor

By Ralston Deffenbaugh, Chair of the Congregational Committee

As was reported to you this spring and discussed at the June 3 Annual Assembly of the Congregation, the
Congregational Committee took the decision on March 28 that our congregation should call an intentional interim
pastor to serve in principle for one year. The interim pastor would begin service this fall, after Pastor Lusmarina
Campos Garcia completes her term of service.
The Congregational Committee appointed a sixmember Call Committee, convened by Deenabandhu Manchala, to
search for the interim pastor. The Call Committee has made excellent progress. We have been blessed with a
strong pool of candidates.
I am very pleased to announce that following thorough work done by the Call Committee, the Congregational
Committee decided at its meeting of Sunday, July 8 to recommend that the Rev. Dr. Stephen M. Larson be called to
serve as our interim pastor, in principle for one year. His name will be brought to a special Congregational Assembly
to be held after church service on Sunday, July 29.
So what is an interim pastor? What will he or she do?
The Congregation wishes that the Interim Pastor:
• performs regular pastoral duties;
• accompanies the members of the congregation during the period of transition between departure of the present
pastor... and the preparing to receive a new pastor in late 2013; and
• under the leadership of the Congregational Committee, assists the Congregation to go through a process of
reflection about its identity, purpose and pastoral requirements as a multidenominational, multicultural and multi
ethnic church community.
Having an interim pastor is becoming increasingly common in Lutheran and other Protestant congregations in North
America, especially when the outgoing pastor has served for a long period of time. It is something that healthy
Congregations do in order to (1) have time to grieve over the departure of the dear pastor who is leaving, (2)
engage in a process of selfstudy and prayer in order to discern where God is leading the Congregation at this time
and in this place, and (3) better prepare for the search process for the next longterm pastor.
Pastor Paul Rogers, a retired interim pastor and former member of this Congregation, put it this way when he spoke
at the Congregational Committee’s retreat last October: There are two main roles of an interim pastor. The first is to
be a pastor, a pastor of grace. Second is the role of a consultant, someone who is not involved in what the decisions
will be, but one who is pushing the Congregation into the process of making decisions. After the Congregation has
taken the time to identify its context, who it is, and what is its future, then the Congregation will be better equipped to
determine who should be the next pastor.
I would be most grateful if you would make an effort to attend the Special Congregational Assembly right after the
worship service on Sunday, July 29, and ensure that even in this holiday season, we will have a quorum for
decisiontaking.
This next year will be an exciting time for the Congregation as we pray and look within ourselves in order to discern
where God is leading us. Stay tuned!
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Ten perspectives on summer!

The glorious word ‘summer’ usually produces happy associations in one’s mind: for
some it means freedom from the routines that punctuate the major part of the year,
for others picking blueberries and preparing delicious pancakes with them or,
expatriates as most of us are here in Geneva, a long trip back to our homeland to
connect with friends and families – or simply the joy of participating in Geneva’s
virtually overnight transformation from a grey, sleepy Alpine city into a seemingly
endless summer festival. These personal reflections on ‘summer’ by 10 members
of our congregation celebrate summer in surprising ways, and are a lovely illustration
of the rich diversity of our church community.
Enjoy the read… and have a happy summer!

A Balancing Act

Summer by John Evans Klock
Summertime reminds me, most of all, of summer school. I went every year except the summer my mother took us
on a bus tour of the whole United States and I saw Yellowstone and Niagara Falls and various U.S. cities finishing
with Washington, D.C., and a lot of comic books.
Summer school was a time to meet kids from the other elementary schools, and try things we would never have had
time for in the year. I was a stage manager for ‘You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown’ one summer, and looked at
mathematical oddities another, including the boy who took off his vest without removing the coat he had on over it, as
his project.
In Junior High, as we called it, I took a course called Great Books, in which we just read books from a list of Great
Books. A good deal for the teacher, as I reflect on it now. I read ‘Treasure Island’ and it seemed much too exciting to
be a great book at the time, though I realized later why it was so extraordinary. I also read ‘1984’, which gave me
some idea of totalitarianism, but impressed me most with the racy bits, and I wondered if this teacher knew what was
in some of the books he had allowed for 8th graders.
Still later I worked part of a summer helping to tear down a building for the materials, so that I could pay for a debate
camp in the remainder of the summer. A richer experience, but still, really, about learning more. Learning about life,
not just about debate, or ‘deconstruction’ of buildings.
In my courting years, summer was the chance to locate closer to my longdistance sweetheart. Later, it became a
time for long trips to the playground with the boys, and long walks, and even the occasional long vacation trip for
sightseeing.
So I guess that’s my first takeaway from musings about summer – family may be a lot of work, but it isn’t about
pressure. It is about finding out about life and the world, an advanced version of a good summer school class.
Now, my children’s generation is looking at summer as a time when they have to work – without pay. The competition
for good jobs has reached the point where unpaid internship experience is practically required. And if they instead
opt for less challenging work, they are on a risky path, these days.
Summer used to be about bounty, and lack of pressure. It is coming to be about the rat race, and putting pressure
on yourself, and feeling the danger of falling behind. Or is it?
I mean, I went to summer school virtually every year. It wasn’t about pressure to learn, but it was about getting us out
of the house so my mother could cope with the pressure of household tasks. I am not sure the pressure to climb the
ladder is worse than the pressure to work and work.
I suspect that the world’s economy is fairly capable
of finding an equilibrium on this vexed issue. Of
balancing the competition between workers against
the bounty that is possible, to reach a level of
pressure that is manageable. Of balancing the desire
to excel with the natural process of exploring and
learning what is meaningful in life. I think there is a
certain grace in that.
But even if the economy does not manage it, aren’t
we given the ability, for ourselves? We are going to
feel pressure, but don’t we have options to step back
from it, and accept some risk and some humbling
outcomes? And that is my other takeaway from
musing about summer. Grace is given for us, even if
the world is not going to encourage us to accept it.
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Summer is Here  Really??
Summer by Deborah Kioy

The mention of the word ‘summer’ takes me back to my
days in a geography classroom back home where I first
heard about the four seasons. For most of us who were
born and grew up in the tropics where the weather is
either wet or dry, summer, or indeed the other three
seasons, was just a figment of our imagination.
For me, it was more like fiction. Just like I’d imagined
the lumberjacks in Canada and North America and their
seasonal work habits, I dreamt a lot about the cold
nights in Siberia and very hot summers in Europe and
North America. Who ever thought that I would one day
experience the real summer?
Summer remained very much a part of my imagination
or hear say from those that had travelled to Europe or
North America until I got a chance to leave my country
for the first time to go for a one month visit to the US.
In my naiveté, I requested that my trip be scheduled
during the summer months  July or August. When I
discussed my plans with ‘travelled’ friends they advised
me to plan my travel either in September or in October
as summer would be unbearable for me. I was
perplexed and wondered, what is summer, really?
What does summer mean to me now after finally
experiencing it? My first summer experience was in
June 1984 when I spent a week in Norway attending a
conference. It happened to be the week (June 18  22)
with the longest day of the year and I was stunned by
the length of daylight, which meant that we were able
to go for sightseeing after dinner. From that first
encounter, I continued to experience summer regularly,
but for short periods, until I came to live in Geneva.
To me, summer has no definitive start or end point.
Like everyone else, I wait for summer with great
anticipation. The promise of warm days ahead, as
spring begins to slowly fade away, and an air of
excitement about the hot, hazy days ahead begins to
creep in. I love the long days and the abundance of
light that is part of the season. It is in stark contrast to
my country, where we have equal length of daylight
and darkness as the country sits on the equator.
What does my typical summer day look like? I am
tempted to say that my typical summer day is just
another day, but that would not be true. It is not just
another day. A summer day is full of life. I can’t get
over the long days – I love them! With a longer day,
I usually get a lot done. I get to do things that I normally
put off in the winter. I often squeeze in a walk around
my neighborhood after work. In the house, I finally get
to work on household projects that have been on my
todo list for months. And even in the office, I find I
accomplish a lot more as I typically work late into the
evening.
Does the heat bother me? While summers in Geneva
can get quite hot, the heat does not bother me at all.
It’s the perfect excuse for wearing lighter and less
clothing, which reminds me of my life at home. Unlike
my warm summers in Geneva, however, I have
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different memories of the summers that I spent in
Scotland.
I was always cold and could never leave the house without
a jacket. Maybe, if I lived in Siberia, my perspective about
summer would be different, too.
What are my typical summer activities? As the pace at the
office slows down and school holidays begin, I look
forward to the family getting back together again after long
periods of separation. When children were younger, this
was a perfect time to get together and do stuff. Even now,
it seems that summer is usually a time that we get together
as a family – even if it’s only for a short period. Going to
the mountains was never an option for our family so we all
enjoy going back home for family reunion of sorts. It works
perfectly for me as it is also the time when I take my home
leave every other year, giving me perfect opportunity to
visit family and friends. In addition I join in celebrations
such as weddings and graduations. If I stay in Geneva,
I make some time to go sightseeing to nearby cities to
discover Europe.
Keeping in touch with the community back home: One of
the things I love to do during my ‘summer’ vacation at
home is to connect with the family and communities where
I was raised or lived. I always travel to the rural community
of Njoguini where I was raised to find out what is going on
in my former primary school. It was during one of these
visits a few years ago, when I became aware of the
decline in the quality of education (compared to when I
was at the primary school) and the lack of resources for
students. It inspired me to work with the community to start
a library and a computer lab  the Elizabeth Wambui
Muchemi Library, which this church has been very
supportive of.

My plan for this summer (2012): Since this is one of those
years that I take my home leave, I am planning to spend
the month of August enjoying the tropical warmth. In
addition to catching up with family, relatives and friends,
I plan to visit the library project. I will also visit with a
women’s fellowship group, which was started by some of
the women who were instrumental in providing unskilled
labour during the construction of the library. When I return
in the fall, I hope to provide an update to the congregation
about the project.
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Entrepreneurial Student Teachers

Summer by Carl Bjertnes (written at Pentecost 2012)

Summertime  a time for making youth’s entrepreneurial dreams come true...
Summer is a few days away; the end of the school year, the time to contemplate new vistas, and possibly the start of
new endeavours. A time to refresh, to lose some weight to get into the swim suit, to become healthy in mind and
spirit maybe, alternatively for those overworked, to catch up with time for the family and friends for books, nature and
lost dreams.
This is my case this year as in many previous years, to catch up with my dreams. I'm a dreamer; because if not first a
dream, then nothing.

Today, I received a picture that startled me. One of a ‘sandal’
student teacher called Damien; an amazing young man,
doing great things to make the continent of Africa nothing
less than the place of our planet's ‘rebirth’. Because Africa
has all the resources, if they would just not be plundered
by all sorts of foreign powers.
Some dozen ‘sandal’ student teachers are now reaching out
to the poorest in their communities and in neighbouring
countries, with a great idea of caring for one’s neighbour.

Today I received a slew of pictures from Damien, currently travelling in
Guinea on his way to The Gambia. These teachers, who for the most
part walk from school to school, to university, to vocational training
school, to religious houses, or wherever a group can be assembled with
access to electricity (generator and teapot for fuel, in front of a school in
Guinea yesterday May 25th).

Day by day they do this with perseverance and diligence. Usually their
one set of clothes on their back, one pair of sandals on their feet, a
backpack for all their baggage, including a laptop and a beamer; and
sometimes a change of clothes and shoes, but not always. That's about
it apart from the blackberry phone that keeps them in touch with all of us
abroad. They have usually completed 4 to 6 years of University, yet 80%
find themselves without work – still, they are the privileged ones. The
country’s future, but left in the ditch because they lack access to the
political power elites...
Image at the bottom on the left: Damien, last week in Mali with what
should be the current president in the picture... but now his power lost in
a coup d’état and more than half the country gone.
The teachers, instead of cowering, they have decided take their lives to
the next level; to give their lives, at least temporarily, to their fellow youth
in West Africa, to help them come together and master their destiny. To
improve the common lot, to begin a grass roots movement that will
reform Africa.
What the teachers do daily, is to beam a daylong seminar on personal
development on the screen to children of all ages. They have travelled
the countryside and the towns of Benin, Nigeria, Togo, Burkina Faso,
Mali, Ghana, Côte d'Ivoire, Guinea, GuineaBissau, Senegal and
Mauritania to present their courses. Inspired by various renowned
foreign teachers like Stephen Covey (‘The 7 Habits of Highly Effective
People’) and the like, their courses are an eyeopener for most of the
people they manage to reach.
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In the center of this
image are Vital
and Charles,
together at
Obafemi Awolowo
University in
Ife Ife, Nigeria.

What is truly amazing is that these teachers have decided to give to society, rather than wait for some job or
opportunity to fall from heaven. They recognize that they are the privileged ones; in some cases they may be the
only one of a dozen siblings that has been able to attend University.
They choose, they decide to take control of their immediate environment and self, and make a difference in this
world. The idea is to never give in, never to give up, if you fall, you must rise again. All they ask for, in return for their
teaching, is a roof over their head and one meal per day as participation in their costs, but only if the school can
afford it. Then the next day they are off again to a new location. Hundreds of schools, thousands of students
throughout West Africa are now coming together to understand that they must plan each and every day if they want
to take their country out of the hopelessness; do or give something positive each day.
Sometimes, everything breaks down, and one must
repair.

Starting with just one teacher, Damien, now there are
over a dozen. Several tens of thousands of youth have
already participated in these seminar days, heard the
music and the stories, and so have become a
‘communion’ of peoples  from diverse backgrounds but
with a shared goal: solidarity, action, and standing up for
change.

Sometimes there is no screen, so it is improvised on a
dirty wall with a can of paint:
Today, this movement is beginning to be supported by
some local and international NGO's, and the work is
bringing the youth together with new hope and a
realization that they are the future. They see no need to
continue on the path set out by the dinosaurs that have
led the continent to its current hopeless situation of
coup d'états, foreign depredation. Over half a century
of development aid has been lost on them.
This year, 54% of all lands in the world being bought
for agriculture by foreign sovereign and/or speculative
funds, are in SubSaharan Africa. Where will the
inhabitants go, how will they survive? Who cares?
These guys are heroes in my book. I don't know of any
university graduates in Europe or the USA who are so
dedicated, full of energy (often on an empty stomach),
dedicated to make a difference in our world...
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… Or else, this is the alternative for humanity on the richest lands on earth:
The question was about the summer, wasn't it? Well, this summer my
goal is to make the reform these guys are working for become reality.
So on the first of June some friends and I shall start a new company
located at the Ecumenical Centre called SEEDS, for Social
Entrepreneurship and Enterprise Development Strategies. My task will be
to support these teachers’ efforts and to help them achieve the results
they seek, the dignity and respect they deserve.

After the summer comes the fall, then winter.
This is a summer dream; should my dreams come true, I’ll spend next winter
with these guys alongside the ocean in Benin or at some other gorgeous
location in West Africa, helping to take these youths to the next level, making
them the masters of their destiny, making the intrinsic value of Africa benefit its
people first and foremost.
Be certain, the summertime is a great time for fun, what else...
PS. I noticed this picture on the screen in the first photo above ... whatever that
may mean. I was initially startled  now I’m curious.

Summer in the Universe

Summer by Paul Nilsson (CERN)

Atlast it is summertime again! After a long cold and dark winter, who doesn’t like to feel the warmth of the lifegiving
sunlight on the skin? A long summer break and vacation await. Indeed it is time to enjoy life, relax and recharge our
inner batteries for the next round. Winter has its beauties, advantages and obvious entertainment for many of us in
this alpine part of the world, but it is too cold and dark to sustain life.
In fact, it is very hostile. If the world were in a state of eternal winter, life would not exist. In a frozen reality, chemical
reactions are decreased or stopped entirely, since the particles move around much slower and therefore do not
interact much. The fundamental ingredients of life would never get a chance to evolve into anything even if the
relevant components were present. We are fortunate to have our little green and blue planet orbiting a reasonably
sized star at just about the right distance. If Earth had not been where it is, we would not exist! This life affirming
distance is known as the Goldilocks zone. If a planet is too close to its star it will be too hot to sustain life. If it is too
far, it will simply be too cold. But if a planet is within the Goldilocks zone and has a sufficient atmospheric pressure
to maintain liquid water on its surface then maybe, given enough time, the spark of life could occur. Carbon is the
basis of all organic molecules. Given that it is one of the most abundant elements in the universe, it would be
unlikely that life only developed on one single planet, statistically speaking.
One might ask how many Goldilocks planets there are out there? Well, in our solar system alone we are pretty sure
about at least one, although it seems we are quite busy spoiling the only habitat we have. Mars and Venus are on
the border. Mars is perhaps a little too cold, and has quite a thin atmosphere, while Venus is the opposite, a little too
hot and too high atmospheric pressure. In the past, however, it might have been different and at least Mars was
probably very similar to Earth. If life developed on Earth, it had the same chances on Mars.
The narrow definition of the Goldilocks zone is probably a
little naïve and simplistic. A solar system could even have
more than one habitable Goldilocks zone! Consider for
example the strong gravitational pull caused by a large
planet, such as Saturn or Jupiter, and the effect it has on
the orbiting moons. The core of such a moon will be heated
and thus warm up the moon from within. Both Saturn and
Jupiter have many moons, several of which with interesting
biochemistries.
Europa, an ice covered moon of Jupiter, seems to have a
liquid ocean close to the surface. Titan, the largest satellite
of Saturn, has an impenetrably thick, clouded atmosphere
The icy world of Europa. Galileo Project, JPL, NASA
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and a surface shrouded in mystery. It bears many similarities to the early Earth. Even though it is less likely to have
liquid water on the surface, alternative scientific models suggest that nonwaterbased life could still develop.
Until recently, it was believed that all life on Earth is made of six components: carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen, oxygen,
phosphorus and sulfur. However, NASA scientists recently discovered a bacteria whose DNA is completely different
to any other organism on the planet. The microorganism, called GFAJ1 found in Mono Lake, California, uses the
poisonous arsenic for its building blocks instead of phosphorus. This is certainly not life as we know it, and begs the
question how much of the mechanisms of life we actually know. If we are still discovering new life forms on Earth,
how surprised should we really be to discover new life forms on other planets?

The beautiful spiral galaxy of Messier 74,
believed to be similar in appearance to our
home galaxy, the Milky Way. The Isaac
Newton Group of Telescopes, La Palma,
and Simon Dye (Cardiff University)

Coming back to the question how many habitable planets there are,
the answer is probably almost infinitely many!
There are a couple of candidates in our solar system alone, but what
about other solar systems? The universe is pretty big and has many
billions of galaxies. Our galaxy alone, the Milky Way, contains between
200400 billion stars most of which are now believed to have several
planets. If even only a tiny fraction of those planets were in the
Goldilocks zone, it would still mean that there are millions of planets in
our galaxy alone that at least theoretically could have developed life!
Now, with life we mean in general microscopic life forms and not
intelligent beings capable of space travel. It is however questionable
that the main so called intelligent life form on this planet would be
regarded as being “intelligent” on a more galactic scale.
Bill Watterson (Calvin and Hobbes) once wrote that the surest sign
that intelligent life exists elsewhere in the universe is that none of it
has tried to contact us! Intelligent extraterrestrial beings might
consider us little more interesting that bacteria. Such beings, if they
are benign, might also know the dangers of interacting with less
developed civilizations. If they are not benign, then we are anyway
better off not knowing them!

Life in the universe is certain, since we exist. Life on other planets is another thing, but from a scientific point of view
appears to be highly likely. Even though you and I might not live to see actual proof, there is plenty of scientific
research being done in this field all over the world that one day might deliver the most astonishing discovery in
history. Still, we should not be surprised! What we should do is to celebrate our curiosity and be grateful for our
miraculous existence, even if we do so while reflecting and relaxing in a comfortable chair, enjoying the warm light
from the midsummer sun.

Sandcastles in the sun

Summer by Kristine Greenaway
I have just seen what must be the
world’s largest sandcastle.
While walking along a beach in Busan,
South Korea, I saw two men with
shovels building an elaborate pagoda
atop an enormous mountain of sand.
The men had climbed ladders to reach
the top of the three metre mound
where their masterpiece was set.
Behind them, the ultramodern skyline
of the port city formed a startling
backdrop. Its glass and steel
contrasting with the fragile yet massive
structure the two sculptors were
completing for the Sand Festival 2012.

Sand Festival 2012 Busan, South Korea
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As I stood gaping in wonder at the dreamsized sand castle, I remembered the castles my sister
and I would make on the beach of a small lake near our childhood home. We lived in the southern
region of the Canadian prairies, a flat, dry part of the country known more for its immense grain
fields than its lakes. But there was one small lake near our home city of Saskatoon.
It was on the narrow strip of beach bordering Pike Lake that my father showed my sister and me how to make
‘dribble castles’. We would heap sand into a rough approximation of a castle and then fill a plastic pail with very little
sand and lots of water. This would create a heavy soup of sand and lake water.
Dipping into the pail, we would pull out handsful of liquid sand to dribble onto the mound, creating towers and walls
that looked as if they were made from uneven stacks of halfmelted clam shells. The exuberant twentieth century
Spanish architect, Gaudi, would have loved the effect.
There are numerous references in the Bible to sand. Many have to do with fragility and with the toll of time on the
structures of our lives. It is true that sand castles – whether towering over a Korean beach or growing beneath the
hands of eager children – are temporary physical structures that will be blown away in the wind or flattened by
passersby at the end of the day. Yet, while pointing to the passage of time, sand castles also connect us to the
histories and stories of our lives. They mark moments of creativity and wonder in God’s most glorious season –
summer.
Our family sand castles stood half a metre tall but today form towering memories of wonderful hours spent in the
sun together– some of the magic moments of childhood.

When I Hear the Word ‘Summer', I remember...
Summer by Valerie Marinoni

When I hear the word ‘summer’, I remember:
Hosting large barbecue parties in the garden for friends and
neighbours;
Children playing together in the garden at knights and
castles with cardboard boxes and rolls of aluminium foil;
Carrying kilos of clay from a worksite for the same children
to make pottery;
Keeping the 1st August fireworks under control;
Cooking for large dinner parties;
Painting shutters and windowframes;
Butterflies in the garden;
Cycling holidays in the Dombes with Pierre and the
children;
Guest rooms full of family and friends;
Doing all the ‘tourist’ things with the same family and
friends;
Serving breakfast outside in the sunshine – cooking, too;
Dealing with gluts of fruit and vegetables in days when I
had a vegetable plot: I remember bowls of tomatoes by the
gate for passersby to take – goodness, those were the
days!
A few days away on my bike down the Ain river, along
country lanes with virtually no traffic;
... And now?
Promises of a week away, walking my feet off somewhere
in the Massif Central;
And more cooking for dinner parties with friends and family.
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Summer is when I can leave my stockings in the drawer...
Summer by Regine Kummer

‘Summer is when I can leave my stockings in the drawer…’
Often, summer arrives on silent soles – and thank goodness, when it’s all over, it slips away
just as discreetly… But how we would love to hold on to it!
At first summer goes unnoticed in the maelstrom of endofschoolyear plays, concerts and parties. I spend my first
lazy afternoon in our hammock, enjoy a panache at la Clémence in the heart of the Old Town – but then: the first
fruit appear in the garden, the long, long school holiday has finally arrived… and I have all the TIME in the world;
in fact, I stop checking my watch, what a luxury!
I stop to look at whatever interest me, I permit myself the luxury of slowing down or approaching chores with
wonderful inefficiency; but at the same time, in the middle of this lovely emptiness, I also manage to get a lot of
neglected stuff done and enjoy the good things of life: I look up old friends and brush up neglected relationships,
enrich myself through encounters with strangers, and spend my holidays trekking on horseback, even if he doesn’t
much like the trillions of horseflies that we attract.
And then there are long walks and bike rides through inspiring landscapes, a concert in the park with a loved one,
the smell of the sunrays reflecting off my skin – the same sun that when the heat gets too much is the culprit behind
a massive headache , a refreshing jump in the lake, preserving the harvest of my vegetable garden in pots and
bottles, sharing the joy of my pupils in their time off from music lessons.
Then in late summer comes the desire to hold on to all these good feelings and to apply all this peace to my working
days. I usually manage to do this… and slowly but surely move towards the next season – when, surprisingly, I build
up an appetite for ski outings and evenings in front of the fireplace…
Until…

Summertime in the South of France
Summer by John Moyer

In the 1970s our family first experienced the magic of the South of France. We were living in Amsterdam. Papi and
Manu, my adopted French parents, had purchased a farm in Noirit near Lauzerte and they invited us to join them.
Four glorious summers followed watching the old stone structures on the farm being rebuilt, seeing our sons so
happy in the swimming pool and learning to eat French food with relish. Going to buy food for 20 people with Manu
was a major event. There were boxes of peaches and apples. There were many chickens and even more meat.
Wine from Cahor was popular. I remember the deep blue skies, the smell of the freshly mowed hay and the
wonderful aromas coming from the kitchen.
Mediterranean cooking became part of our lives. A few years later, when our eldest son was 13, he travelled alone
to the Mediterranean to be with the Monreau family. He still talks about this great summer of awakening.
In the early 90’s Kristin and I were
invited to join a family from Geneva
who spent their summers in Lauzerte.
We learned to cook French meals
ourselves and how to play boule. We
visited the Monreaus at their farm and
Kristin became a member of this
wonderful French family.
Manu made the announcement at a
family lunch where twentyfive
Monreaus from four generations had
come together for another summer in
the South of France.
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In the 1990’s we were invited to St. Hilaire D’Ozilhan,
near Avignon, where several families from Geneva spend
their summers. This little village was first ‘found’ by the
Baker family who worked at the ecumenical center in
Geneva in the 60’s. While students in Geneva, we had
been invited to a mission conference by the Bakers. For
more than five years Kristin and I spent part of each
summer in St. Hilaire. In 2003 we purchased an old stone
house, first build around 1795. It has become a gathering
place for our families from California and Norway.
Our granddaughter first visited St. Hilaire when she was
four months old. Now in her fourth year she has returned.
My younger son, who lives in California, spends two
weeks each summer in St. Hilaire. In September he will
once again join us there.
So now we are called Papi and Manu by our granddaughter  and the South of France is still
a magical place, more than 40 years after our first family trip. We are pleased that family and
friends join us in the South of France.
If you have never been to Provence or Languedoc, I hope you will take time to relax and enjoy
a summer there. Once you have been there, I am sure that you will keep returning – I know!

Of Summer … and other seasons
Summer by Maureen Gumbe

Having been born in a tropical country, the notion of
four varied seasons in a year was a farfetched idea.
Our seasons are rainy and sunny, or wet and dry.
In Guyana, being a British colony until my ripe age of
19 years, I did encounter, however, this separation by
seasons through our ‘Learning by Radio’ programme.
The lessons which were Civic Studies, Literature and
Music (learning to sing) were blasted out on battery
operated radios, twice a week, to primary school
children, and were prepared in England, for the
colonies. The accompanying bulletin was divided into:
Autumn, Winter, Spring and Summer terms. Too
young to question any of this ‘seasonal’ division of our
school terms, it was accepted as being from good old
England, our distant ‘Mother country’.
I did have a good notion of winter as a season. And
you might wonder how. The answer is simple. Being
‘Children of the Empire’, we celebrated Christmas with
many items and articles shipped in from across the
seas. Among those were artificial Christmas trees and
artificial snow. People were also inventive and used
cotton as a substitute for snow. So winter took form in
my mind through this.
Our summer term ended the academic year, in Mid
July. We were off on ‘summer holiday’ for all the
month of August until the first week of September. And
would you know that August just happened to be the
hottest month of the year and with very little rain. I
have fond memories of August holiday as we called it.
The younger children were left to play freely with
friends in the neighbourhood and families would
organize day trips to picnic in the woods, returning
with fruits found only there.
GenevaLutheran

Sometimes I was sent to other parts of the country on
short visits with relatives. It was the time of the year for
long afternoons on the beach, which was a stone’s throw
away from our home. We loved having picnics there and
gathering fruits which only grew in the sandy soil. Passion
fruit was one of them. Bus excursions were organized
during this time to visit any of the 750 lakes in the
country, but only the older children and adults were
allowed to participate. It was easier to keep an eye on the
older ones I suppose.

My maternal grandmother produced her own wines for
Christmas and this was the harvesting season of a
particular fruit, whose correct name I never knew; dark
purple like a grape, she made excellent wine from it.
We walked at least a mile to where the largest number of
trees was found to pick enough of this fruit for my
grandmother.
Walking through the woods was a joy, seeing the various
kinds of birds, picking berries which grew along the way
and chasing the odd lizard which crossed our path.
Life was easy, fun.
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On some of the hottest days we had to abandon the
home to escape the heat during the peak hours of the
day, and take refuge under some of the larger trees to
enjoy the shade and cooling breezes blowing from the
Atlantic Ocean. While the adults rested, the younger
ones to whom the heat meant nothing, enjoyed climbing
fruit trees in the neighborhood. My scarred shins can
attest to this. This is my recollection of summer for as I
became older life changed. My time was spent in
classes, training sessions, gone were the halcyon days
of my early childhood. These images have remained
with me and represent summers past.

Time moved on and I said goodbye to my tropical
paradise of two seasons and headed for a country of
four seasons: The United States of America. I arrived in
New York in early summer, to a completely different
landscape; one of people hurrying and scurrying around,
and it was stiflingly hot. There were no cooling windward
breezes, just fans and airconditioned homes. Phew
what a difference! Although I did enjoy having the
sunshine. It was there that I experienced the first
hailstorm. I knew of heavy tropical downpours and
enjoyed running around in them, but bits of ice falling
from the skies? Who would have thought of that in far
off Guyana!

I took it all in stride until end September when the
weather began to cool off. Autumn was slowly making
itself felt. Leaves began changing colour – brown,
vermillion, yellow, gold. I was entranced. The entire City
was dressed in what to me were some of the most
beautiful colours. I think I fell in love with autumn that first
year and it has remained the season I love most. Each
year I look forward to autumn, to its colours, especially
here in Geneva.

Leman, and of course the Fête de Genève, walks in the
vineyards, the lush greenery throughout; and I am
fortunate to have an unobstructed view on the river
Rhone, the surrounding woods of Aïre le Lignon,
Bernex, Vernier, and of the clear blues skies with the
beautiful cloud formations floating by.
From my memories of summers past in Guyana,
through summers in New York City, now to those of
Geneva and did I mention that I only make trips to the
mountains during this season of the year  summer
represents the ripening, the maturing of nature’s
bounties. And I also liken it to that period of life where
one radiates with confidence and maturity. And now,
from your comfortable garden chair, let you mind
transport you to autumn – and then hurry back to
summer!
Colours of autumn entice me,
I’m drawn toward unknown paths
Impelled by emotions deep within, unfamiliar
I steer through newly discovered woods.
Beyond, on the horizon, bathed in the radiant sunshine,
Nature’s pyrotechnics leap out from the mountains
Rustling leaves punctuate the silence here.
Sole visitor to this magnificent display, I drive leisurely,
Climbing higher, attracted by the intensity of colours
ahead,
Distance from my intended place of visit forgotten.
As the surrounding beauty enthrals me
Here a leaf falls, followed by another, and yet another,
Flaming stars to cover the green undergrowth,
A light wind ruffles this leafy mantle.
I ponder on this vista, my passion for autumn,
The inspiration it offers me.
Captivated by a single tree, alone, in regal costume
of red, yellow
Colours yet intact, proclaiming immortality, an
Imperceptible breeze caresses its branches
Bits of flame waft down in a rhythmic dance,
answering the Call.
I gaze, enthused by the glowing woods.
Suddenly, the turning appears leading me downhill
To more familiar paths;
Leaving these idyllic surroundings, I perceive
The balmy whisper of the trees
What are you whispering tell me please?

One year I was particularly enraptured by the colours of
autumn and was inspired to write a poem which I include
for your reading pleasure. However, despite my love for
autumn, I wouldn’t be happy without spending summer in
Geneva. I enjoy the energy of the city during this season.
It becomes alive after months of grey skies, strong winds
and the cold weather. One can experience the beauty of
the city bathed in sunshine, the concerts in the park,
boats on the lake, lying on the grass on the banks of the
GenevaLutheran
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No regret simply staying in Geneva
Summer by Colette Bouka Coula

When I say ‘summer’, what comes to mind first is looking forward to taking the longest break from work of the year.
Long gone are the cold winter days, welcome to long sunny days  even to those where it might be raining. Gone is
also the time when the children were young and each summer had to be planned according to their programmes.
When summer arrives before I could make plans to visit faraway places, I have no regret simply staying in Geneva.
Apart from sun, heat and longer days, for me this season is also very much linked to places. When I think of
summer in Geneva, it may not mean the same as somewhere else: where I come from, there is nothing called
summer the way it is here, my memories of are of Geneva summers, therefore.
And that means various things to me, such as being able to walk to the lake and lazily stroll along its shores. I like
going to some of the parks, not to do anything special, but just sitting there with a book, reading or simply watching
other people who had the same idea like me. They may be families, lonely persons or groups of young people and
children playing noisily around. For me, holidays mean that I am free to enjoy my days without being preoccupied
with schedules or other demands on my time. With summer come the bright days and as nature brightens, I also
have the feeling that the people around me are transformed by the ambient weather. Nature and people seem to
communicate with each other. Those with balconies take advantage of this space to sit outside and share their
meals. My own balcony too is much in use during those moments when I am not outside taking my long walks.

Summer is also synonymous with outdoor activities, one of my favourites being barbecues organized by family
members or friends. The long summer days are really great as the nature is inviting to spend more time out and
enjoy those simple moments of fellowship. During summer, I have been surprised to notice things around me
(or do I simply pay more attention?): ornamented building façades, some a beautiful balcony adorned with colourful
flowers, etc. Going for a day trip by train once in a while outside Geneva to visit other localities has also been
enjoyable.
And so that’s my Geneva summer!
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Rendezvous with Sarah Stephens

When did you come to Geneva? Why? In November
1990, I received a call to the World Alliance of
Reformed Churches at the Ecumenical Centre. I had
been working for the Committee on Social Witness
Policy at the Presbyterian Church (U.S.A.). This new
ministry offered me a remarkable opportunity to pursue
my work on human rights and social justice within an
international Christian context and live in wonderful
Geneva. What a gift!
Three adjectives that describe who you are? Do you
resemble your friends? Joyful, authentic, curious.
I resemble my friends in our shared values and our
delight in knowing people who are different from
ourselves.
From whom have you learned the most? What is it that
you have learned from him/her? My father, Roy. He was
gentle, kind, fair, tender, and committed to bettering the
common good. He loved nature, his family and his
friends. He taught me to believe in, and work for, justice
and the wellbeing of all through good governance.
Which traits do you appreciate in the opposite gender?
Humor, intelligence, kindness, mischievousness,
appreciation for strong women.
Our Congregation…. Our Sunday service… The day I
arrived, Bob Lodwick met me at the airport at 8am, took
me to the John Knox so I could grab a quick shower,
and had me in worship at the ELCG/ESC by 11am.
That’s all it took. The next Thursday I was at choir
rehearsal and am still bopping around in the alto
section most Sundays.
Why? Our Eucharistcentered worship. When we
gather around our altar, we truly reflect the inclusive
nature of God’s family. So too does our liturgy, with
hymns sung in many languages and prayers offered
each week for people and places all around the world –
usually known personally to at least one among us.
Over the years, this ELCG/ESC community has seen
me through many challenges and joys, offering me
love, advice and support. It is, quite simply, my home.
A strong childhood memory? What did your Sundays
look like in those days? Sitting in the branches of our
huge fig tree on a hot summer afternoon, reading
Nancy Drew mysteries. Heaven! Sunday mornings
were at the Unitarian Church where I had a great time
learning about the world’s religions in Sunday school.
Your prettiest landscape… where? I’ve been privileged
to see so many gorgeous landscapes. But my most
beloved is Silver Lake where my family has a summer
cabin in California. A clear, blue, shimmering volcanic
lake surrounded by pine forest with a cliff of granite
rocks left behind by an ancient glacier. In the morning
hours, you can recognize the laughter and voices of
longtime friends wafting across the water as they start
their days with breakfast on their cabin porches or
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casting a fishing line in search of trout.
God? Prayer? God has been a part of my life as long as I
can remember  even though I spent most of my recess
time in elementary school arguing with my Jewish,
Mormon and Jehovah Witness friends that He didn’t
exist! God is the Creator of all and the source of my
being and sustenance – ever mystery and ever deeply
present. Prayer is the rhythm of communication with God
 in my breath, my heartbeat, the wind, the sunshine, and
even sometimes in words.
In love for the first time... Dr. Dave. He was the gorgeous
guy a couple years ahead of me in the church youth
group. I couldn’t believe he was interested in me! Quite
rightly, our lives went in very different directions. But we
remain friends to this day.
Your greatest virtue? And vice…? Greatest virtue – that’s
for others to decide. Greatest vice – as if I’m going to tell!
At the highest summit: which music? Bruce Springsteen’s
‘Born to Run’; Leonard Bernstein’s ‘Simple Song’; Keith
Jarrett’s solo performance of ‘It’s All in the Game’
Secondary school, what was that all about? By default,
I went to a small Presbyterian college in Spokane, WA in
the US. My liberal church youth group friends sent me
there to ‘heathenize the Christians’. I went for 1 year,
planning to transfer because I presumed it would be a
narrowminded community that insisted everybody
believe in Jesus in the same way. And when a fellow
student tried to drive a demon out of me the first week
I was on campus, I was ready to be out of there faster!
But I stayed for 5 years. At Whitworth, thanks to
President Edward Lindermann, I acquired the skills for
lifelong learning and a faithdriven life. (I could write a
whole article about the remarkable Captain Eddy)
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Among the many, many gifts he gave to me, I was introduced to futurism – at least 10 years before most anyone
was talking about it. Dr. Ronald Frase and others introduced me to Liberation Theology and the Christian call to
justice. Dr. Leonard Oakland opened up the entire world of western philosophy. My pals offered crazy, playful,
intellectuallystimulating friendship that has lasted to this day (I’m off to a reunion of about 15 of us at the end of
July). To top all that off, the 2nd half of my senior year was spent on a political studies tour through the Soviet
Union, laying the foundation for much that I’ve done over the succeeding years.
What is your motto in life? You’re innocent when you dream – Tom Waits
(respectfully submitted by Maarten Wilbers)

Refreshments after Worship

Every week a neighbourhood group prepares
refreshments after worship. If you are not sure which
group you belong to, please contact the church office.
22 July: D (GrandSaconnex and PetitSaconnex)

29 July: E (Servette, Paquis, Vermont, Délices, etc.)
5 August: F (Centre Ville, Jonction, Carouge, EauxVives,
Acacias, etc.)
12 August: G (ChêneBougeries, Florissant, Cologny,
Vésenaz, etc.)
19 August: H (Lancy, Onex, Bernex, France Haute
Savoie, etc.)
26 August: A (Nyon, Coppet, Crans, Gex, Ferney
Voltaire, etc.)

Regular Activities in our Church

Sunday Worship at 11h00
Christian Education Programme
Adult Forum, 10h00 (at the Spaghetti Factory)
Church School, 312 year old, 11h00
Sunday Play, under 3 year old, 11h00
Confirmation class, every Wednesday,
16h30 (third floor)
Thursday morning bible study, at the Open
House of the Ecumenical Center, 09h30
Adult choir, every Thursday at 20h00
Prayer group, every other Monday at 20h00
Worship in French
First Saturday of each month at 18h00
at the church (cave vouteé)
Concerts for Peace
Second Friday of each month
Our Church is open
Monday to Friday from 12h0017h00
GenevaLutheran

2 September: B (Versoix, Bellevue, Chambésy, etc.)
9 September: C (Meyrin, Vernier, Châtelaine, Lignon,
etc.)
16 September: D (GrandSaconnex and Petit
Saconnex)
23 September: E (Servette, Paquis, Vermont,
Délices, etc.)
30 September: F (Centre Ville, Jonction, Carouge,
EauxVives, Acacias, etc.)

Contact Information

Pastor
Rev. Lusmarina Campos Garcia
Office: 022 310 50 89
Pastor@GenevaLutheran.CH
Music and Choir Director
Rev. Terry MacArthur
Music@GenevaLutheran.CH
Chairperson
Ralston Deffenbaugh
Cc.chair@GenevaLutheran.CH
Treasurer
Monika Herder
Treasurer@GenevaLutheran.CH
ELCG Church Office
TuesdayFriday, 12h0017h00
Marian Frerichs
022 310 50 89 (phone + fax)
Office@GenevaLutheran.CH
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