
tateuch -  attributed to Moses. 

So often we think of the Old Testament 

as pages and pages of begats, or laws 

given to people of the desert that no 

longer pertain to modern Mississauga 

City folks.  Not necessarily so. 

As you can see from the map  on the 

previous page, not much  territory (land 

mass) will be covered in our reading 

but it is the beginning and that’s where 

we’ll start.   

 

GENESIS IN A NUT SHELL 
 

A short synopsis of what we’ll read is: 

1. God has chosen His people. 

2. Sin prevails, and God’s people end 

up in Egypt and live as slaves, not 

the life God has chosen for them but 

by lives, influenced by sin, they 

have chosen for themselves. 

 

Let’s Look at 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So often mature Christians delve into 

studies of the New Testament, forgetting 

about the stories of how it all began.  

Past articles of Old Testament heroes by 

Dona Simpson have given us a deeper 

understanding of some of the important 

characters and their relationship with 

God in the Old Testament.  While Dona 

is  taking a break I thought together we 

might take a look at some of the stories 

and heroes that preceded Dona’s  sto-

ries.  Where should I start?  Well I de-

cided to start at the very beginning with 

the first 5 books of  the bible or the Pen-



3. God hears their cries and takes them from Egypt and guides them towards the 

promised land. 

4. God shows His people how to live and He blesses them; but when they 

turn their back on God and yield to temptation (sin) they are punished . 

 

GENESIS  comes from the Greek word “origin”. 

The first word in the Hebrew of Genesis is translated “in the beginning”.  In this 

book we discover the beginning of everything but God.   

1. The beginning of the world Genesis  1: 1-25 

2. The beginning of the human race       1: 26; 2-25 

3. The beginning of sin in the world       3: 1-7 

4. The beginning of the promise of redemption   3:8-24 

5. The beginning of family life  4: 1-15 

6. The beginning of civilization  4:16-9:29 

7. The beginning of the nations of the world  10 -11 

8. The beginning of the Hebrew people  12 - 50.   

 

Remember as Christians we are to look for Jesus in our scripture reading and al-

though Jesus doesn’t appear for many generations we can see HIS foretelling in the 

book of Genesis .   Look for Jesus in these stories of beginnings. 

1. The seed of woman—the humanity of Jesus (3:15) 

2. The safety of Jesus - in  the ark (7:1-7) 

3. The Sacrifice of Jesus—The offering up of Isaac (22:1-24) 

4. The ascending of Jesus—Jacobs Ladder (28:12) 

5. Jesus as King—Judah’s Scepter (49:10) 

6. Jesus on the throne of GOD—Joseph lifted from the pit to the throne (37:28,  41: 

41-44 

 

As well as being the book of firsts, Genesis could also be called the book of the   

failures. 

Man couldn’t make it in paradise (the garden of Eden).  He couldn’t make it with his 

own kind when he was outside the garden, or when given human leadership, that 
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route couldn’t be followed.   

 

There is something about this creation that God can’t destroy or reject and that is 

seen in the total redemption of mankind in every situation through the Grace of God 

and only the Grace of God. 

 

First we will read about mankind as a single, then a couple, then a family then grow-

ing into a tribe.   As you move into the second half of the book you will notice the 

story of Joseph is given at length.  Could it be that this tribe through Joseph is transi-

tioning from tribe to nation. 

 

When you have finished your daily reading in Genesis, ask yourself the following 

questions: 

What was the best part of what I read today? 

Why did it impress me so?    

 

When the month is over and you have finished reading The Book of Genesis, I hope 

you found a lot enjoyment and some new insights into the beginnings of our faith.   

 

 

 

(Continued from page 24) 

All the earth worships you, God - fields of wheat, 
birds and animals, lakes and streams, the sun and 

the wind.   Help us to please and praise you Lord.  



The big push for participation in the Shoe Box ministry comes in the fall, but if 

you give it some thought a lot of the recipients of the shoeboxes live in warmer 

than Canada climates, so summer stuff is appropriate for your shoebox.  Although 

the boxes won’t arrive until later, summer is a good time to pick up light weight T-

shirts, flip flops, balls, pails & shovels.  

Remember water guns or guns of any sort 

are unacceptable.  Water too in a lot of 

receiving countries is sparse so water 

toys might not be the best choice.  The 

shelves of the Dollar stores are filled 

with books and workbooks, crayons,    

(Continued on page 27) 

Thinking Ahead to  

Christmas 



pencils, and colouring books that would 

put a smile on any child’s face.  Right 

now might be a good time to introduce 

the children to Canada as the store 

shelves are filled with things to cele-

brate Canada’s 150th birthday.  It 

might be a good thing for the children 

to see where their gift is coming from 

and a note inside the box showing some 

pictures of Canada all dressed up for 

it’s 150th birthday just might be some-

thing different and unexpected. (Like a 

picture that we will take next week af-

ter the service where the congregation 

is all decked out for Canada Day) 

So it’s just a suggestion but if you’re 

window shopping don’t forget to focus 

on what exciting stuff you’re going to 

fill your shoebox with this year. 

 

In Matthew 28:19a Jesus asked us to 

“GO AND MAKE DISCIPLES OF ALL      

NATIONS”. Let your shoebox show 

your positive response to God’s call-

ing. 

When we say that a situation is hopeless, we shut 
the door on God’s solution to the problem. 

How quickly 

would our 

COMPASS  

Box fill up if 

we all just   

donated one 

item every 

Sunday    

morning? 



 

 

  Curiosity quickly turned to fearful mystery, all within fourteen steps. These were 

steps to the basement my first day in the small old house my parents bought when I 

was five years old. I had never been in a basement before. We came from a second 

story apartment in the Parkdale area of Toronto. Playing with friends in those days 

meant being outside. 

     The door in the middle of the house caught my curiosity.  I turned the handle and 

pulled the door slowly open. There, in front of me, was a dark hole.  I could feel my 

right hand crushing the door handle, hoping my body would not fall down that hole. 

Just then dad came by and flicked a switch. The light barely lit up the staircase. Still 

holding the door handle, I took the first step, trying to summon up enough courage 

to make the rest of the trip. I let go of the handle, gently putting my foot on the next 

step. My bravado was fuelled, thinking that as long as I could hear the voices of my 

parents, they would hear me if I screamed. 

     The trip down was slow, deliberate, and treacherous. The staircase was open on 

both sides and had no handrails. The wooden steps had been painted with grey 

enamel paint, making each step look like ice.  That wasn't the worst part; the stairs 

were open on the back, creating visions of someone hiding behind and grabbing 

my leg as I descended. Even before I got to the bottom, there were conflicting 

smells of dampness, coal, and oil. The light that father turned on was a lonely low  
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watt bulb and three small dirty windows in the eight-hundred square foot basement 

didn't improve the lighting very much. I stood motionless on the cement floor while 

my eyes adjusted to the darkness, all the while listening for any sound that wasn't 

coming from upstairs. The walls came into focus and were large cement blocks with 

uneven mortar, resembling a torture chamber I had seen in the comic books. 

 Directly ahead of me was an opening in the wall with an old curtain, hanging 

on a homemade rod held by nails drilled into the cement blocks. Very, very slowly I 

reached for the curtain and pushed it aside. There, in almost complete darkness was 

a small cold cellar. The only thing inside was a large cobweb suspended in a cor-

ner, moving ever so slightly as a spider darted toward me. I let go of the curtain and 

stepped back just as a huge noise erupted and I simultaneously felt a slight tremor 

in the floor.  

 I jumped and started up the stairs before I realized that the new noise was 

coming from the furnace. Back on the concrete, I slowly made my way further from 

the stairs. Not only was there a very large furnace with tentacle-like arms reaching 

out in every direction, but also an oil tank contained in a bricked in corner. The coal 

residue from years gone by had risen and stained the grey walls, now looking like 

black ghosts rising. 

     In the darkest part of the basement, it was very difficult to make out anything. 

Then I saw it. An upright wooden coffin. At that same moment, a web attached itself 

to my arm. I raced back to the stairs, brushing my arm, before realizing that the cof-

fin was actually a door in the back wall. The door had a very small window and an 

old rusted latch. What could be behind the door? I sure wasn't opening it. That was 

enough exploring for the day. That first night, I lay in bed knowing that directly un-

der my bed was a world of spiders, black ghosts on the walls, and a door that went 

somewhere. 

     It wasn't long before my father had put in several lights in the basement so my 

mother could do the washing. The coffin door was a rear entrance to the house, 

(Continued from page 28) 
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ideal for my aunt who moved in with us. 

She fixed up half the basement as her   

apartment and used the door as a sepa-

rate entrance. 

     The day came a few years ago when I 

had to sell that house. No one had been 

in the basement for a few years and I 

think the trip downstairs was as much 

nostalgic as it was making sure that 

there was nothing left before the sale. 

That same old curtain was still over the 

opening in the wall to the cold cellar. I 

pulled it back, just as I had done over 

six decades earlier. The only thing left 

in the cold cellar was a cobweb          

suspended in a corner, with a spider 

lounging in the middle. He didn't move. 

(Continued from page 29) 

If we are to truly love God, we must first STOP, 
LOOK and LISTEN for Him in every situation we 

find ourselves in. 


