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Growth Through His Strength

There have been many things happening at St.
Andrew’s lately. This last month we have
witnessed the confirmation of six and
the ordination of two. Bishop Morse
on his last Episcopal visit jokingly
made the comment that “we had
done every service in the prayer
book.” Yes, many things have
been happening. I believe that St.
Andrew’s is going through a period

/’% of growth, but a few things need to be

kept in mind.

With any growth, growing pains may be expected. These pains are only the
manifestation of the enemy working against us, as “we do not wrestle
against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against
the rulers of the darkness of this age, against spiritual hosts of wickedness
in the heavenly places” (Eph. 6:12). When I first came to St. Andrew’s it
became immediately apparent that there were many dear souls committed
to serving their Lord, often working behind the scenes, performing those
tasks that make worship and fellowship so precious. I know that at times
we feel weary, and that all of our strength is gone. The Apostle Paul
reminds us to “...not grow weary while doing good, for in due season we

: e shall reap if we do not lose heart” (Gal. 6:9). It is when we reach the end of

REFORMED our strength and can do no more, that God gives us of His strength to carry

EPISCOPAL on. A. C. Dixon related this story about a friend of his.

“A dear friend of mine who was quite a lover of the chase, told me the following
story: ‘Rising early one morning,” he said, ‘I heard the baying of a score of
deerhounds in pursuit of their quarry. Looking away to a broad, open field in
Jront of me, I saw a young fawn making its way across, and giving signs,
moreover, that its race was well-nigh run. Reaching the rails of the enclosure, it
leaped over and crouched within ten feet from where I stood. A moment later
two of the hounds came over, when the fawn ran in my direction and pushed its
head between my legs. 1lifted the little thing to my breast, and, swinging round







