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Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 

 
#1:  A Crucial Decision 

 
God has been faithfully working in the lives of many people connected with Old Orchard 
Church since the summer of 1981—that is, over the past 30 years. If we were to tell the 
stories of everyone who has ever worshiped Jesus Christ, been prayed for, come to faith, 
gotten support overseas, learned about ministry, or otherwise received God's grace 
through Old Orchard, it might take another 30 years.  
 
To commemorate our 30th anniversary and celebrate God's faithfulness to our 
congregation and to the wider world through it, we will be publishing a series of 30 
reflections between now and the end of the year. These brief 
essays/excerpts/musings/testimonies come from current and former members both near and 
far, who have experienced the love of Christ through the ministry of Old Orchard; some 
are being written for this occasion, some are taken from things written in an earlier day. 
Our aim is that they will all reflect something of what makes Old Orchard what we are, 
where God has taken us, and where we are going as a church community. 
 
Our first reflection is a letter to the congregation from one of our elder statesmen, Ken 
Peck, who served as an elder here for some 14 years (1982-1992; 1996-2000). As a true 
servant of the Lord who, with his wife, Abby, came to—or perhaps more accurately, 
stayed at—Old Orchard from the previous congregation in our church building, the Old 
Orchard Bible Church, Ken uniquely transcends our congregation's history, and his 
letter, written in 2000, gives us a glimpse of our congregation at an important crossroad 
when we were, in essence, asking the question:  
 

With a long view back in time (almost 20 years after its founding), and 
looking forward with a long view to what God would have us do in the 
coming years, what should we do—fix up our old building and remain a 
small church, or look for a bigger one with more visibility and the 
potential for becoming a larger church? 

 
On behalf of the 30th anniversary team, I hope you enjoy Ken’s prescient piece and all of 
the reflections to follow. May God indeed give us hearts of wisdom as we number the 
days of our history. 
 

In the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
 

Matt Philip 
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Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 

 
#2:  Remembering Our Roots 

 
One of the central things we are about is bearing witness to the truth that God has rescued the 
world through his Son, Jesus Christ, so that people might come to know him as Savior and God. 
Seeing this happen more frequently through our ministry as a church and as individual believers 
is something many of us pray for regularly. !
 
I hope the following reflection inspires you to pray the same thing; God really is drawing people 
to himself, and he wants to use us to do it, even as, for the last 50-plus years, he so profoundly 
has used L’Abri Fellowship, a Christian community/study center begun in Switzerland by 
Francis and Edith Schaeffer in the late 1950s that now has multiple branches across the world. !
 
Old Orchard Church has a long thread running through it back to L’Abri Fellowship. The 
reflection for today is from one of our members, Susan Bayer, who came to saving faith in our 
Lord Jesus at L’Abri many years ago. It is made up of excerpts taken from several letters she 
recently uncovered to her now-husband, Hans, written shortly before and after she embraced 
Christ, alluding to things across the span of time from her pre-Christian days to her post-
conversion days spent at L’Abri.!
 
One minor thread running from L’Abri to Old Orchard Church:  After the Bayers had started 
worshiping with us around 1996, Katherine and I discovered that Susan had actually attended 
our wedding at Swiss L’Abri on June 21, 1974, shortly after she found Christ!  
 

!Ron Lutjens 

 
* * * 

 

For our 35th wedding anniversary this year, inspired by an idea from Jane Winter, I put together 
an album of Hans’ and my correspondence to each other during the early months of our 
relationship, while I am traveling in Europe. It is of interest that a large part of our 
correspondence includes the time just before, and then during, my stay at the Swiss L’Abri. I had 
become a Christian after a Sunday afternoon conversation with Edith Schaeffer not too many 
days after my arrival. 
 
Even though there are several lively themes of discussion running through our letters, a recurrent 
one is my observations and initial impressions of the L’Abri community. This is of significance 
to us, as a church community, for two reasons. The first is, many members of Old Orchard have 
been deeply and lastingly impacted through their own experience of L’Abri, whether as workers, 
students or guests. This has significantly shaped Old Orchard in some of its richest traditions, as 
these people have given of themselves to the life of the church over the years. There are many 
outstanding examples of this, beginning with the tireless, warm and genuine hospitality of the 



Lutjens that they have so faithfully ministered to us for so many years. (There would be so much 
more to say here, about the Lutjens, but also about the Woodsons, Winters, Ruth Killen, etc.) 
The second reason why my initial observations of L’Abri are perhaps important to us is to give 
us a fresh reminder that truly seeking souls are both very impressionable, and sensitive to how 
we interact, not only with them, but also as a community of believers amongst ourselves. Let us 
also continue to pray, as did the Schaeffers, that God would manifest His existence through our 
lives, to the ones He brings inside our doors.  
 
Without further ado, we begin the letters with me trying to find L’Abri in spite of misguided 
information…my apologies if the following seems a tad “random.” I don’t quite know a way 
around that, given that these are simply excerpts from several letters.  
 
March 6th, 1974 – “So far I’ve not been able to find ‘Montgomery’ on any map…I’m going to 
the travel agency tomorrow to see if they know where Montgomery might be – or maybe the 
police station… 

March 7th – “This morning was spent trying to trace the mystery of ‘Montgomery’ – Post office, 
library, bookstores, and finally I found the name of the publishing house in Geneva, called there 
and could barely understand, but after 5 minutes of spelling and repetition I finally found the 
name. It is a small village called “Huemoz” which is somewhere around Montreaux. The woman 
at the publishing house knew immediately where L’Abri was so I have the idea that people have 
called before. It’s impossible to keep the pen on the paper! [I was writing while on a small train 
going towards Montreaux, Switzerland] It’s like trying to stay on a horse with an off-beat gait!” 

Evening, same day – “These people are very into Bible study, how to know God through the 
Bible and one another – so there is much discussion, listening to tapes of Schaeffer and his wife, 
and lecture series.” 

March 8th – “What (from only slight contact) I can gather is that these people…interpret the 
Bible and how to apply the Word to today’s world, and to themselves. There’s a beautiful feeling 
of unity, the discussions centering around God, who He is, how He’s affected the lives of each, 
and how to know Him better…The scope is so wide and one can find answers here.” 

March 13th – “This is a fascinating place, Hans. There are people here from all over the 
world…the sincerity and naturalness that are so much a part of the place. It was begun with those 
qualities and they are very much kept alive by the people who come. Sunday I was invited to the 
Schaeffers for lunch and I sat around the table with 14 others and was really touched by the 
hospitality and warmth of the Schaeffers. 

March 18th – “It’s like coming home after a long journey.” 

March 20th – “I believe that coming here was in answer to my prayers.” 

March 24th – “I’ve decided to stay for at least a month, because the contact with the people is 
vital. I’m learning just as much through them as by the lectures and tapes, etc. I have so much to 
learn, I’ve truly just been born.” 

March 26th – These people demonstrate with their lives their sound belief and constant faith.” 

March 31st – “It truly is a family here, and I’m growing familiar and fond of the place.”  

April 8th – “I’m terribly unsteady and fearful, but that’s what the L’Abri family is here for, to 
gently encourage and to go to the depths with me. This place has and will continue to help me 
build my foundation.” 
 
Susan Bayer 



 

 

Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12  

30 Reflections In Our 30th Year   
#3:  Who Came Before Us? 

 
We turn 30 this year, and are remembering how short our span of time is on the earth and how important it is, therefore, to 
learn a greater day by day dependence on the Lord. It’s a good time to ask:  Who were the Christians here before us in this 
church building? We are the third congregation to worship Jesus Christ on this corner, so we are not the first to whom the Word 
of God has come! Below is a profile of the first church family that was here, and on the back is an excerpt found in a set of 
minutes from 1945 that is a window onto their relationship to the First Congregational Church of Webster Groves on 
Lockwood Avenue, and a window onto a time in their history when things were very shaky.  

—Ron Lutjens 

 
 

THE OLD ORCHARD CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH 
 
The Old Orchard Congregational Church, organized in 1890, was an offshoot of the First Congregational Church of Webster 
Groves, located (where it still is) at the corner of Lockwood and South Elm.  It has so far not been ascertained whether the little 
group that left that congregation to start a church in nearby Old Orchard went with or without the blessing of the “mother 
church.” In any case, the new church was formed with much help from a Mr. Sam Slawson and a Mr. Charles O. Twining, both 
former members of the church on Lockwood. The first Constitution of the church was drafted in January of 1891. 
 
At the time the church was formed, the Old Orchard neighborhood was an entity unto itself, not being within the incorporated 
limits of Webster Groves.  During the years between the organization of the church in 1890 and the completion of its building in 
1897, there was a bitter political fight, the residents of Old Orchard resisting—unsuccessfully in the long run—the attempts of 
Webster Groves to annex the little municipality. The annexation was a done deal in 1894.  
 
When the church was about six years old, it was able to put up a building at the corner of Amelia and Fairlawn, constructed of 
Missouri-limestone, and complete with a bell tower and a fireplace in the pastor’s study. Originally, there were five doors to the 
outside at the front of the church! (See if you can figure out what that looked like….) The date on the building’s cornerstone is 
1897. It is said that in 1909 Andrew Carnegie donated to the church a pipe organ which remained in the building until 
renovations were made in the basement during the 1960’s. In 1915 the church celebrated its 25th anniversary with a week-long 
program of music, worship, Christian Endeavor rallies, and special speakers, two of whom came from the St. Louis City 
Missionary Society and the City Missionary Society.  The cover of the program which announces this anniversary event 
indicates that this week also marks the “Re-Opening” of Old Orchard Congregational Church—whatever that might mean. 
 
The congregation’s first pastor was a Mr. Frederick W. Burrows. All the gaps are not yet filled in, but from 1910-1916  the church 
was served by George W. Belsey, an Englishman educated at Harley College, London. Belsey left the Old Orchard 
Congregational Church to pastor a Presbyterian church, being able, apparently to embrace the Westminster Confession of Faith. 
Belsey was the first in his family in 300 years to leave the Congregational Church! 
 
From 1926-29 the pastor was a Dr. R.F. Suerig, who went on to serve a Presbyterian church in Denver, Colorado. The last pastor 
the church had was a Mr. George B. Drake. 
 
By the late 1930’s or early 40’s the church had declined to the point where they were being subsidized by the First 
Congregational Church. Sometime in the 1940’s the church disbanded. The building sat vacant for a couple of years before it 
was purchased in 1949 by Mr. William L. White, who with a few other people, had left the Rock Hill Presbyterian Church for 
theological reasons and were looking to start a new church. The new church which took over the building became an 
independent Bible Church called Old Orchard Chapel, later renamed, Old Orchard Bible Church. 
 
 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 

December 14, 1945. 

Resolution adopted by Board of Deacons of First Congregational Church 
 of Webster Groves, Missouri. 

That our Chairman instruct our Treasurer to pay hereafter to the Treasurer of the Old Orchard 
Congregational Church the sum of FIFTY DOLLARS each month from our Deacons’ Fund, 
 
Provided first- 
That the City Missionary Society of our church pay an equal sum beginning within six months from this 
date. 
 
Provided second- 
That said Old Orchard Congregational Church shall engage and employ within ninety days after receiving 
the first payment hereunder, a full time Pastor and leader for exclusive work in their field. 

Provided third- 
That at the end of one year from the date of the first payment hereunder, this Board of Deacons shall 
appoint a committee to visit the Old Orchard Congregational Church to confer with its Minister and 
Officers and if it appears to said committee that no progress has been made in the betterment of church 
life and conditions there, then both the pledges of the City Missionary Society (at their election) and of 
this Board shall be discontinued and in that event it will be the recommendation of this Board that the 
church be closed and the membership unite with other Congregational churches. 

Provided fourth- 
That this pledge of the Deacons’ Fund of the First Congregational Church of Webster Groves is entirely 
contingent upon the City Missionary Society pledging a sum at least equal thereto and that the first 
payment thereunder shall be made within six months from date hereto.  Otherwise this entire resolution 
and all resulting obligations thereunder shall at our option be deemed null and void. 

 
 
 
 
Within 3 years of this resolution, by 1948, the Old Orchard Congregational Church had closed its doors. 
Every church, truly, is fragile, and that’s probably the way it should be. How else will we learn to depend 
on our Father in heaven? 
 
          —Ron Lutjens 
 
 
 
 
 

7/3/11 



Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#4:  Who Came Before Us?  

 
 

Old Orchard Chapel/Bible Church 
 

(In reflection #3 we set out a profile of the first church family that settled on the corner of 
Amelia and Fairlawn, the Old Orchard Congregational Church, which organized in 1891 and 
erected our building six years later, occupying it until the late 1940’s. This reflection profiles the 
second church family that followed them and preceded us.)  

 
By 1947 or 1948 the Old Orchard Congregational Church that had built the Missouri limestone 
church on the corner of Amelia and Fairlawn Avenues in Webster Groves in 1897, had declined 
to the point of having to close its doors. Dates are fuzzy, but it seems that for a while they kept 
their Sunday School open even after they had shut down their public worship services. In 1949 
seventeen believers, most of them from the Rock Hill Presbyterian Church at the corner of 
Manchester and McKnight, bought the building for $14,000 (!) and formed the Old Orchard 
Chapel, an independent Bible church. They quite intentionally did not affiliate with any 
denomination, having felt burned by the drift away from theological orthodoxy in the 
Presbyterian Church in the USA, the church body which their former congregation, the Rock Hill 
Presbyterian Church, had belonged to. 
 
William Henry Brookes was the first Church Moderator and Chairman of the Board of Trustees 
of Old Orchard Chapel; Mrs. V.H. Gerling, its Secretary; and R. Glen Holland, its Treasurer. It 
was incorporated on March 29, 1949, and the first service of worship was Sunday, May 8, 1949. 
On May 9, 1951, William H. Brookes, William L. White, and William R. White, were elected as 
first elders, having been previously ordained to the office in the Presbyterian Church in the USA. 
 
During the first two years the two principal pastors were Dr. F. William May and Dr. Arthur 
Forrest Wells. They preached on alternate Sundays at morning and evening worship, continuing 
until the first permanent pastor, Roger J. Andrus, was called on September 9, 1951. (Some of 
you will remember Mike Andrus, the founding pastor of the First Evangelical Free Church that is 
now on Carmen Road out in the county. Roger Andrus was his father! The Andrus family lived 
for about five years in the manse at 416 Fairlawn, the home owned by Old Orchard Church 
pastor, Ron Lutjens and his family since 1985.) Subsequent pastors were William A. Bishop, 
Norman R. Linhart, George R. Kennedy, and Lester D. Peck, all but one being full-time pastors 
and graduates of Dallas Theological Seminary. 
 
Membership over the quarter of a century from the founding of the church to the mid-1970’s was 
steadily near one hundred. Old Orchard Chapel (which later would change its name to Old 
Orchard Bible Church so as to sound less like a funeral home) from its beginning in 1949 to its 
closing in 1981 stood squarely for historic Christian orthodoxy:  a high view of Scripture and a 
warm embracing and rigorous defense of all the great doctrines that flow from the view that God, 



in his written Word, has really spoken into our world and not left us in the dark about who he is, 
who we are, who the man Jesus was, and what human existence is all about.  
 
In the late 1960’s and early 70’s various renovation projects on the church building were 
undertaken by the Bible Church, the most notable being the building of a children’s nursery in 
the basement; the installation of air-conditioning both upstairs and down (and the functional loss 
of the cathedral ceiling in “the parlor,” as an acoustical tile ceiling and florescent lights were 
installed just above the window transoms in “the parlor” to hide the air-conditioning units); and 
the replacement of the old Carnegie-donated pipe organ that filled the large rectangular niche—
still looking empty!—in the chancel (very front) of the sanctuary with an electronic organ (sold 
when Old Orchard Church began in 1981). If some of us had sat in congregational meetings 
alongside of our Bible Church brothers and sisters, we probably would have argued for a greater 
sensitivity to beauty and the rich aesthetics of our lovely church building; I know we would 
have! But they would have had much to teach us about caring enough for those who are lost to 
tell them about the Lord; about getting the Word of God into the pores of our living by 
memorizing it; about studying the Scriptures to learn like the back of our hand the truth God has 
revealed to us.   
  
What do I mean? Well, the Bible Church had a phenomenal Vacation Bible School ministry 
every summer in the Old Orchard neighborhood, and somewhere squirreled away are the 
statistics for a few of those years when there were over 300 children in attendance! Staff that, 
Kelli McKie! (In fairness, let it be said that while the Milligan House was a private residence in 
those years, the church did own and use for Sunday School and VBS classes the house that now 
belongs to the Lutjens. But still, 300??!) The other great strength of the Bible Church 
congregation, was their deep commitment to God’s mission across the wide world, and they 
proved it by supporting many missionaries in many countries through the years.  
 
When the Bible Church sold the church building together with the manse to our little 
congregation for $90,000 in 1981—and divided up the money among their missionaries—nine 
people of the twenty five or so left at the Bible Church threw their lot in with us. The last of that 
remnant are dear Ken and Abby Peck. Abby was a tireless teacher of children in every venue 
possible through their many years with the Bible Church, including after-school Christian “Good 
News!” clubs that she hosted in their backyard at 744 Tuxedo for public school children in the 
Old Orchard neighborhood. And Ken, once in charge of all the educational programs for the 
public at the Missouri Botanical Garden, taught in all kinds of venues too, in the Bible Church, 
and served that congregation as an elected elder, an office he eventually would fill in our 
congregation, too—for 14 years. 
 
All Christians stand on the shoulders of those believers who have gone before them. In this, our 
30th year, we should be giving thanks for those on our corner who kept the Faith delivered once 
to the saints before we ever got here.                        
 

  —Ron Lutjens 
 

 
 
Old Orchard Church. 7/10/11 



 
 

Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#5:  I Have a Home in St. Louis 

 

For those of you who don't know me, I am Erin Layton, and I attended Old Orchard Church from 

2002 to the fall of 2004. I became a Christian in 2001 shortly after working with Jane Winter in 

her flower shop, Wildflowers, which was then a small enterprise in Webster Groves. There I met 

and worked alongside Cheryl Cook, Katherine Lutjens and Ashley Nickols (before she became 

Ashley Simmons). Jane and her business partner, Peasy Love, Cheryl, Ashley and Katherine 

shared the Gospel with me and introduced me to a neighborhood church that several of them 

attended. It was Old Orchard Church. I attended events at Old Orchard, including your Four 

Desserts evenings, where I met Pastor Ron Lutjens who shepherded me and led me to the Lord. 

I experimented with other local churches before finally committing myself to Old Orchard as a 

full-fledged member.  

 

I left St. Louis for New York City in the fall of 2004 to pursue a career in theatre. After I moved 

to New York, I was on the Vision Committee for a PCA Redeemer church plant in Forest Hills, 

Queens, called Ascension, led by pastors Michael Kytka and more recently, Stephen Leung, 

interestingly enough, a former intern at Old Orchard in 2006-2007. I am now a proud member of 

Ascension, a small but thriving church! As an actor and writer in New York, I just produced and 

performed the first leg of the one-woman play I wrote about the Magdalene Laundries 

in Ireland entitled “Magdalen,” and slated for future productions in the U.S. and abroad. I wrote 

this poem for your fellowship as you mark 30 years together, remembering my time there. 
—Erin Layton 
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Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 

Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#6:  Helping to Shape the Future Church 

 
You therefore, my son, be strong in the grace that is in Christ Jesus. And the things you 
have heard from me in the presence of many witnesses, these entrust to faithful men, who 
will be able to teach others also. 

—the Apostle Paul to Timothy, in 2 Timothy 2:1-2 
 

Over the years, many men have faithfully served the congregation of Old Orchard Church 
as seminary interns. It's a unique experience to augment their seminary education: The 
opportunity not only to preach the word of God to His people on Sunday morning but also to be 
personally mentored by experienced pastors. And the relationship with pastors here doesn't end 
after the year of internship: Ron, and our former associate pastor, Mark Tucker, continue to 
encourage these men in times of trial in their own ministries.  

Old Orchard helps shape the character and ministries of these men, and we in turn are 
challenged and matured by their gifts and graces and insights. If our calculations are correct, 24 
men since 1993 have completed their internship work in our congregation!  

Stephen Leung, whose reflections on his time with us are on the other side of this page, 
served as a seminary intern from 2006-2007. He and his wife, Vicki, along with their four boys, 
were active not only in the life of our congregation but also in reaching out to the community of 
international students in St. Louis. After graduation from Covenant Seminary, Stephen served for 
a time as an assistant pastor at our mother church, Grace and Peace Fellowship, in St. Louis city. 
In 2009 they left St. Louis to serve in the Redeemer Presbyterian Church network in New York 
City. Steve serves as an associate pastor under Michael Kitka at Ascension Presbyterian Church, 
a church plant in Forest Hills, Central Queens. 

Consider these words in Steve’s reflection:  
 

If there’s one area we pray Old Orchard would grow stronger in, it would be this:  
To take a greater interest in and extend hospitality to, the students at nearby 
Webster University. It’s really right around the corner and, even though it is 
largely a commuter school, there are plenty of students there who would really 
benefit from Old Orchard’s genuine hospitality—a thing that’s a winning and 
sometimes too well-hidden secret. In a close community it is not always easy to 
draw in yet another newcomer. 

 
Let’s ponder this for what it is—a challenge to grow stronger as a church than we are. 
 

—Matt Philip, deacon 

 
 
 



Recollections of a Former Intern:  Steve & Vicki Leung 
 
Our first Sunday at Old Orchard Church stood out for two reasons. Pastor Ron prayed 

with members of the church before the worship service—during the Sunday school hour, which 
is a rarity. And at the conclusion of the service, we were introduced to the Old Orchard circle—
complete with a moving farewell for someone heading to New York City. Erin Layton was the 
young lady Old Orchard was bidding farewell to in that indelible, signature manner. (Erin is now 
a member of the church in NYC we have the privilege of serving presently!) So, it’s not a 
sacrament instituted by Christ, but a farewell at Old Orchard comes close! It is one of those 
elements of a worship service that many of us seminarians take with us, saying to ourselves, 
“Someday, when I’m a pastor, I’ll be doing it that way.” The poignancy and expressiveness of so 
many parts of the Old Orchard worship service leave us thinking that way. 

Having our youngest son, Timothy, baptized at Old Orchard was another one of those 
experiences we will never forget. Of course, like farewells, we were treated to many baptisms 
while we were there. But this one stood out. It wasn’t just because Pastor Ron held two babies in 
his arms as he does on occasion—he was holding the Harris’s newborn, Erlend, as well as our 
Timothy—it was that we experienced first-hand Ron walking into the midst of the congregation 
as he introduced the babies and eventually asked the church to take a vow to help raise the babies 
in the Lord. At Old Orchard, that meant something. Vicki said that from the first Sunday we 
visited, she could tell that at Old Orchard, those vows were taken seriously. In the case of 
Timothy, we were granted the grace of hearing that audible promise first-hand. 

Speaking of baptisms, we were also pleased to witness the baptism of one of the 
international students who professed faith shortly after attending Old Orchard and the 
conversations class that the Woodsons hosted. We still have a picture from that day, another 
pleasant memory that reminds us not only of the students, but also of Old Orchard’s hospitality 
towards them. If there’s one area we pray Old Orchard would grow stronger in, it would be this: 
To take a greater interest in and extend hospitality to, the students at nearby Webster University. 
It’s really right around the corner and, even though it is largely a commuter school, there are 
plenty of students there who would really benefit from Old Orchard’s genuine hospitality—a 
thing that’s a winning and sometimes too well-hidden secret. In a close community it is not 
always easy to draw in yet another newcomer. 

There were plenty of magical times that will remain with us for a long time. Who can 
forget all of the children’s summer programs when Old Orchard was transformed into yet 
another setting in Narnia? And there was the knight who sliced watermelon with his mighty 
sword with the greatest of ease and the petting zoo on the Milligan House lawn. The Lessons and 
Carols at the Winters’ house and the Good Friday service with their flickering candles and 
stirring Scripture readings, and Easter service with balloons carrying notes, who can forget? 
There was the eclectic yet uplifting blend of music every Sunday and the renovations which 
removed the false ceiling in the parlor and brought out the sounds of worship even more. We 
miss the richness of the acoustics in the sanctuary, a gift from the wooden floors, pews and 
ceiling! But in the end, it will probably still be the circle that we remember best. Our family will 
always look back fondly on the brief time we had with the Old Orchard family and recall the 
bread and cup of our Lord’s death and life that believers served one another every week, being 
themselves a priesthood. 
 

7/24/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

#7:  Loving One Another In Difficulty 

Brinson & Durinda Hood are founding members of Old Orchard Church, having been part of the original 
group of 23 people who left Grace and Peace Fellowship, our mother church, to plant this church in 
Webster Groves in 1981. Their daughter, Stephanie, 31, grew up at Old Orchard Church and now lives 
near her parents with her husband, Alan. Durinda has been our Administrative Assistant since 1993.   
–Ron Lutjens 

There is a photograph in our living room of our family of three dressed up as clowns for an October “Fall 
Festival” during our 1 ! years in Texas. It is the only photograph of that time period we have displayed 
and perhaps in a way it represents the good change moving to Texas meant to us at the time. Instead the 
move became a door way to our family’s saga of mental illness, emotional pain, and loss. Dreams were 
shattered and it became a “might have been.” It was our Texas detour, and somehow the story fits into the 
bigger picture of what God is doing—something I still only barely understand. 

From this zig—or was it a zag?—in our life…well, let me begin first by saying that we were living in St. 
Louis, attending Grace & Peace Fellowship, met in 1977, married in 1978, and our daughter was born in 
1980. A year and half later a new church was born:  Old Orchard Church, and we helped give birth to it 
by being one of 23 people from Grace and Peace who took the plunge with the new mission church. Our 
ties to this new group of believers became strong; we loved the eclectic worship style, some variations in 
worship were brought by ruling elders taking turns leading worship; our friendship with some of the 
families, such as the Carroll & Kathy Boswells (Carroll became an elder); meals that were after worship 
nearly every Sunday. And, yes, didn’t we clean the church building by prayer groups?! So in 1985 when 
Brinson wanted an opportunity to grow career wise, we came to face a decision that would take us into 
the Texas detour:  to choose to leave St. Louis & OOC for a job and its benefits.  

Due to some of my own struggles, I wasn’t really ready to leave. It was painful. I also remember the 
farewell gathering held for us. Pastor Ron, in one of his sick spells, wasn’t even at worship the Sunday 
before we left to send us off, when in tears I said my goodbye to Old Orchard Church. Little did I know 
how short-lived that goodbye would be. 

It was indeed just a year and half later we found ourselves making another decision:  to return to St. Louis 
instead of staying in Texas where we had set up housekeeping in a new house (which we had bought), 
where we were about 1 ! hours away from my parents. But after Brinson spent 6 weeks in the hospital, 
and no job in hand, it seemed best to return to where we had friends, and a larger metropolitan area in 
which to find jobs. And, quite frankly, after hunting for another OOC and not finding it, we missed Old 
Orchard horribly. 

Yes, we hunted for another OOC—it seemed there was something extraordinarily unusual about this little 
church on the corner of Amelia and Fairlawn that beckoned us eventually to return to it. I came to learn a 
lesson in Texas:  no two churches are identical (each with a different group of believers!); God is working 
in other places (Yes, Old Orchard doesn’t have exclusive rights!); Old Orchard isn’t, thankfully, the only 
church! I tell people, as I have the opportunity, when they are leaving for some place else, don’t look for 
another Old Orchard Church because you will be disappointed; instead, look for God to work in new 
ways in the congregation He calls you to, and let Old Orchard become a very special memory.  

 

 



One of the strengths of Old Orchard is in its care for one another, and we felt that Old Orchard would 
indeed care for us. The fellowship’s spark of love and care was poured out on us. I probably don’t even 
remember all that you gave to us:  homeless (as we had sold our Maplewood house), you helped us find 
temporary housing, and eventually to help us get into an apartment, you gave us money, helped to take 
care of our daughter Stephanie, etc. We are thankful for this care and many prayers! God as provider:  we 
always had food to eat and a place to sleep! Brinson, after our return, continued to struggle to gain 
emotional stability, was hospitalized more than once before a psychiatrist reached the correct diagnosis:  
bi-polar disorder. And this only came through after months had gone by. 

When we returned, however, we discovered something that rather shocked us:  Old Orchard had changed 
its face since we had left in January 1986. Yes, people had moved on to other quarters in the world, OOC 
changing its constituency (we felt) overnight! Some of the same people were here, yes, but somehow the 
changes were significant initially and we thought, “Have we returned to a different church?” Even 
worship seemed a bit different—perhaps partly because Carroll Boswell was no longer here to take a turn 
to lead worship. Of course, it could be that we had changed…. 

Along with the strength of loving and caring for us, inevitably came the pain of conflict—conflict of what 
steps we should take next as a family, what kind treatment and help we should get, even misunderstandings 
regarding when and how much funds we would be given by the church. To be a community of believers in 
which we carry out the command to love one another also means that we take the risk of failing one 
another, and to be ready to forgive one another. This has to be present in any church full of broken people. 
“Be kind and compassionate to one another, forgiving each other, just as in Christ God forgave you.” 
“Be completely humble and gentle; be patient, bearing with one another in love. Make every effort to 
keep the unity of the Spirit through the bond of peace.” (Ephesians 4:32, 2-3) At one of my lowest 
points, I was tempted to walk away—yes, walk away—from the church we had returned to because I was 
hurt and emotionally exhausted from it all. Had I walked away I may have never experienced the healing 
and restoring in relationships that eventually came. 

Fast forward to 2011. The little church on the corner and Amelia and Fairlawn is simply a building in 
which God’s people meet and worship. It is now 30 years older; its organizing pastor is now, for a short 
time, hopefully, a solo pastor like he was at the beginning (Mark Robertson, aiming to be ordained next 
year as our third assistant or associate pastor, follows two associate pastors, Don Bailey and Mark Tucker, 
both of whom have gone on to plant churches); Old Orchard now owns “Milligan House” where the 
church office on the second floor now sits, having been moved out of the church building when it was 
renovated in 2006. We chose to remain on this corner instead of moving somewhere else to a larger 
building, to continue to send people out (whether as individual families to other places or a whole group 
to start a mission church) rather than grow bigger in one place. Maybe a future generation will make a 
different decision. In any case, for now, we continue to be called to show the world what it means to love 
one another as a Christian community—to serve one another with our meals for the sick and the 
distressed and for newborn families; to care for the sick through serious illness or recovery from surgery; 
to share food and fellowship after worship and in one another’s homes; to pray for one another in worship 
and in our community groups; to show kindness; to give money and help in practical ways when needed.  

God has shown us much love and mercy. Some of you volunteer at the Winter Shelter, and in other 
places, many contribute school supplies, food and gifts at our special collections. May we also increase in 
being merciful to others, within our fellowship, yes, as well as in outreach to others who need the mercy 
we’ve been shown.  

And thank you for being the fellowship who has loved us. 

!Durinda Hood 

    7/31/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#8:  Who Are We—Really? 

 
In this piece, (inactive) elder, Jack Easterling, addresses the question of our identity as Old 
Orchard Church. Who are we? How do we think of ourselves, define ourselves? That’s a hugely 
important question for us, and really, for every person, group or organization anywhere. Jack 
and his wife, Lois, used to be virtually around the corner from our church building over in 
Webster Park but now live in the Wild West!—in Defiance, not far from the Missouri River and 
about a 45-minute drive from our corner. The Easterlings have been part of our fellowship since 
1999.          —Ron Lutjens 
 
When I say Vietnam veteran, what image comes to mind? Do you see the “boonie” hat, the beard 
and pony tail, the jungle fatigues? Do you assume emotional damage, probably drug abuse, and 
potential agent orange cancer victim? Do you see him as a baby killer or as a victim of an 
uncaring government (like Rambo)? Most people I meet are surprised when I disclose that I am a 
Vietnam combat veteran. When I ask why they are surprised, the usual response is, “You don’t 
seem to fit the image.”  
 
All of us live with self-constructed and other-centered constructions of who we are. You cannot 
join an organization without making a statement about yourself. Certainly, as Christians, we have 
identities. Some we readily assume (apostles, prophets, evangelists, shepherds, teachers 
[Ephesians 4:10]) and some, although funny, we don’t (Dana Carvey as the “church lady” on 
Saturday Night Live!). 
 
Old Orchard, as a church, has an identity and by virtue of our membership we are likewise 
identified. A quick look at our web site discloses that we see ourselves to be a community of 
worshipers who want to share with others what we have found and the experience that has 
blessed us. Seems like an organization I would choose to be associated with.  
 
What is not mentioned on the web site as a distinctive of OOC is something that drew many of 
us here. Old Orchard is a place where you do not need to be “put together;” we are broken 
people, we know it and we’re willing to share it. Historically, this makes sense. Our commitment 
to brokenness (and glory) reflects the guidance of one of our most significant spiritual parents, 
Francis Schaeffer. Reflecting the Bible’s teaching, he described the human person—and in our 
congregation we see ourselves, rightly—as “a glorious ruin.” This is a wonderful aspect of who 
we are as Old Orchard Church and what we do, and in Lois’s and my experience this is a 
distinctive within church communities that is uncommon. 
  
But it is important not just to do the right thing, but to do the right thing in the right way and for 
the right reasons. Sometimes we seem to talk about our brokenness as a way to differentiate 
ourselves from other churches; but are we asking ourselves what that self-constructed view says 
about other Christians and other St. Louis-area congregations? I have considered two possibilities. 
 



The first way to differentiate ourselves from others is to believe we are more damaged than 
others or that we have accumulated more hurting people than other churches. We have no way of 
determining objectively whether or not this is true. Certainly, all of us, in every church, need the 
redemptive blood of Christ to reconcile us to God and the great power of the resurrection to 
begin the healing process in our inner beings and in our relationships. We are, all of us, broken. 
It is likely not fact, but perception that OOC has more brokenness than other churches. Yet, even 
if we believe subjectively that we do harbor more hurting people, is it right for us to compare 
ourselves with others using this yardstick? Maybe another question to ask as we consider that 
one is this: How would we feel if another church claimed more broken lives than we have? 
Would our instinct be to identify more closely with that church or would we react by trying 
somehow to distance ourselves from them? 
 
We are fortunate to live in a wider grace-filled community of Christians in the St. Louis metro 
area that is made up of many evangelical and many Reformed churches. The good news of Jesus 
is preached in many congregations in our area! It is not hard to see how evil is growing in this 
wider community and the world. I contend that we at Old Orchard need to find ways of working 
together with Christians across congregational and denominational lines, rather than highlighting 
those things that we think are so distinctive about our own church.  
 
The second way to differentiate ourselves from others is tied to what we do with our brokenness. 
It is common to hear Covenant Seminary students who have spent their student years at OOC say 
something like, “I really want to recreate a lot of Old Orchard at the church where I will be 
working.” Having spoken to many of these students, I believe that what they want to recreate is 
the sense of community and openness about brokenness that we enjoy. Those in our fellowship 
who have had a part in shaping this culture would certainly acknowledge that we enjoy this only 
by the grace of God.  
 
And because it is a gift of God, what should flow from it is not pride but grief that so many of 
our fellow believers, broken and hurting, do not have a church where it is safe to be honest. We 
have been given much. Out of sorrow for others, we should hold tightly to our commitment to 
honesty, and looking outward we should try more to be a place of hope and a resource for change 
to churches around us.  
 
Identity. Who am I? Who are we? I just finished a book, Stolen Valor, that disputes the 
stereotype of the Vietnam veteran. The author used the Freedom of Information Act to obtain the 
military records of many men and women who have projected the standard image of the Vietnam 
vet as drug addict drop-out. The evidence is indisputable that many of those who “look” like 
Vietnam combat veterans have either inflated or created military records that are untrue, for the 
purpose of falsely obtaining veteran benefits. But what has been lost by this, even stolen, is the 
integrity of good men and women who served their country well and will forever be given a 
distorted identity in the public mind.  
 
How I think about my military service and how I think about my church at some level creates the 
image others will “see.” It is important to think rightly.  

—Jack Easterling 
8/7/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#9:  The Bible Church Legacy of Ministry to Children  

 
Thanks to Durinda for finding what’s below! It’s a letter of thanks and encouragement I wrote for the 
August 1, 1982 Overture, which came out on our first anniversary, shortly after we finished the first 
Summer Bible School we ever put on as Old Orchard Church. The “2-year break” mentioned in the 
second sentence must refer to the summer of 1981, when we did not host a Vacation Bible School, since 
our first worship service as a church was in August of that year, and the summer of 1980, when the Old 
Orchard Bible Church, which still owned and occupied our building, must not have hosted a VBS, since 
their numbers by then had gone way down. 
 
As we approach our celebration of three full decades of the Lord’s goodness to us, we are trying to heed 
the psalmist’s wisdom and ponder that we have only a limited time to love and serve God and make a 
difference for him here. That’s why our 30th anniversary theme is “Numbering Our Days, Finding Our 
Wisdom.” Ponder this:  five of the staff members at our first Vacation Bible School are gone from the 
face of the earth. They’ve run their race and are with the Lord, we trust, because they testified that their 
confidence was in Christ and not in themselves. How’s the race for the prize—who is God—going right 
now in your life? 

—Ron Lutjens 
 
 
 
“Do not hinder the little children….”  We have good reason to thank God today on our anniversary for 
his obvious presence with us last week in our first Vacation Bible School. After a 2-year break, we are 
picking up again the tradition of Old Orchard Bible Church in offering a VBS week for our own children 
and the children of the Old Orchard neighborhood. It was exciting to see about 35 children from around 
the neighborhood join us [presumably, this number is in addition to our own children] for instruction in 
the Word, songs, drama and games. 

 
The focus was on the Old Testament, and the lessons in the various classes centered around Abraham, 
Joseph, Joshua and Esther. We saw children learn by heart Scripture passages, songs and even the books 
of the Bible. Friday night we had a closing program to which we invited the children's parents. And it was 
well attended! Some of these children knew very little about our God and His Son Jesus when they first 
came, but now the word of truth has been sown in their hearts and we beg God to nurture it to the bloom 
of faith. We were even able to give Bibles to some of the children who didn’t own one. Abby Peck 
deserves to be thanked for coordinating the whole thing—within the space of 1! months! We want to say 
“thank you” to everyone who offered prayers, time, energy, talent and love in taking this ministry from an 
idea to a reality: Katie Kern, Dorothy Woodson, Elaine Ivery and Grace Gillum served on the 
Coordinating Committee with Abby; Kathryn Boswell, Elaine and Becky Ivery created the fine flyers and 
VBS sign; Elaine Ivery cared for the nursery; Marg Stephens served refreshments and kept the kitchen; 
Frank Fick played guitar and helped lead singing; 4-6 yr. olds: Abby Peck, teacher, with Kathy Boswell 
and Grace Gillum; 7-8yr. olds: Diane Chartrand, teacher, with Kathy Lutjens; 9-10 yr. olds: Katie Kern, 
teacher, with Nancy Lee Engel; recreation Mary Beth Russo [now Glasgow!] and Joe Crumbley; opening 
and songs Ron Lutjens, greeter and general help from Carl Gillum, canvassing and time-keeper Hurvey 
Woodson; and all those who canvassed in the neighborhood. Special thanks to the families of these 
people who had to put up with quick meals, dirty houses, etc! 

—Ron Lutjens   
8/14/11  
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#10:  A Sign of the Times 

 
The piece below appeared in a Sunday bulletin in 1997 not long after our beautiful wood sign in 
front of the church building was completed by our own members.  The old sign we replaced, not 
original to the building but typical of churches in the 1930’s and 40’s, was a metal “case” with 
a glass door (later plexiglass) that swung open so the white letters/numbers could be 
reconfigured on the black grooved background. It was lit by a fluorescent light inside. 

  
    

 

This year [1997] our building is 100 years old. As far as I can tell, our wonderful new sign out in 
front of the bell tower is the third one since 1897 that has identified this corner as a place where 
Christians gather to worship Jesus Christ. The first sign can be seen in the old pre-1913 
photograph hanging in the parlor; the second sign is the one we pulled up in the Fall and happily 
put out of its misery; the third is the thing of redwood beauty you see this morning complete for 
the first time, designed and hand-crafted mostly by Old Orchard people. 

Here is a brief history of the sign that will mark us for decades to come, God-willing, as a 
Christian and Presbyterian Church at the corner of Amelia and Fairlawn. 

Several years ago a consensus emerged that our old sign had served well the Old Orchard Bible 
Church and Old Orchard Presbyterian Church but was now beginning to come undone. (The old 
sign did have a modest claim to fame:  buried somewhere in my files is a picture of it from the 
60’s announcing that the Old Orchard Bible Church’s services can be heard every Sunday 
morning on KSHE 95!) We started gathering contributions here and there, and asked Don 
Branson to do some initial research. Then last fall it all began to fly. 

One day, Jane Winter, who along with Janet Racen oversees landscaping on both the church and 
Milligan House properties, asked a landscape architect acquaintance about ideas for a new sign 
when he was here. He sketched something quickly and Jane passed it on to Bruce Cook who had 
been asked by the deacons and elders to oversee the project. Bruce asked Jim Malecky if he 
would take the rough sketch and come up with a detailed plan. Jim obliged him and called up all 
his artistic ability and skilled craft in woodworking to come up with the design of what you see 
this morning. 

The sign panel and lettering—complete with real gold gilt—was made by A-1 Signs, but the 
wooden framework was made by Mark Maness, Mike Bohn, Bruce (all expert carpenters 
themselves!), and Jim in Mark’s shop. They gave us several Saturdays and numerous evenings 
carefully cutting, bending, and fitting the redwood pieces together according to Jim’s design. 

Then Jane and Janice Bohn spent considerable time contemplating the color scheme. We all 
know that sometimes it’s the big things that are easier to agree on:  Christians, for instance, 
happily agree on things like the Incarnation and the Atonement but find it exceedingly difficult 
to come to a consensus on, say, precisely which shade of mauve a new sanctuary’s carpet should 
be! But happily Jane and Janice agreed on what you now see. If you like the colors, tell them; if 
you don’t—well, there will always be a fourth sign, maybe fifty or sixty years down the road.... 



Rick McCoy is working with Bruce on the lighting, and Jane and Janet will come up with some 
landscaping around the sign. It’s a rich piece of work and all of us should be appreciative of the 
time and energy our brothers and sisters have given. They’ve done it as a labor of love to 
produce something worthy of the excellence of our risen Christ. 

As the building begins its second hundred years and as we cross the threshold of the 21st 
century, this new sign will identify us as Christ’s church to neighbors, to Webster Groves, and to 
all who travel these streets. It is a sign of the times for the times in which God has called us to be 
a witness to Christ on this corner. Pray the Lord’s protection on it —not only because it’s 
beautiful and because it’s ours, but especially because the cross on it makes it a sign that 
announces Christ to those who see it. Once, the Psalmist lamented that those who scorned 
Israel’s faith had torn up God’s woodwork in his Temple: 

They smashed all the carved paneling with their axes and hatchets...they 
defiled the dwelling place of your Name (Psalm 74:7-6). 

God grant that those who see our new sign may not abuse it, as if Christ was nothing, but rather 
be drawn by its beauty and symmetry to look among us for the One who is the fount and source 
of all that is beautiful and good—Christ himself who lives with us. 

 

        —Ron Lutjens 

  
8/21/11 

 



Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 
30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#11:  On Vigilance Against Subtle Drifting  

 
Carroll Boswell, one of our first ruling elders, wrote the piece below in July 1982. It is an invitation to 
our congregation to participate in a Day of Prayer and Fasting called by the elders in connection with 
our 1st anniversary, as we celebrated one full year of life together as a church. This is a good word to 
Christians anywhere, any time; and we thought it would be an especially fitting reflection for today, 
August 28, since the sermon this morning will focus on the Day of Prayer and Fasting the elders have 
called for Wednesday, September 7, in connection with our 30th anniversary. Carroll’s exhortation was 
published in the Overture on July 4, 1982. 
 

On How To Celebrate 
On August 1[1982] we will celebrate the first anniversary of God’s calling us together. It is rightly a 
cause for much joy and thanksgiving because God has truly blessed us with good things beyond what 
any of us hoped. And we are convinced that God rejoices with us when we truly rejoice in Him.  

 

The problem I want to raise is the usual, one—our sinfulness. Because we are fallen and broken people, 
every good gift from God is also a danger to us. In fact, it is exactly here that we see our sin so clearly—
that even the gifts from our Father are transformed in our hearts into rebellion. We are all idolaters at 
heart, but God has been gracious to us. Still, though God has turned us from our idols, our every 
tendency is to build new gods and worship the works of our own hands, just as the Israelites did 
immediately after confirming the covenant. 

 

And so, it is a fact that as we prepare to rejoice over the good things that God has done among us, that 
we are most in danger of stumbling. The danger is more subtle for us in this century in this country since 
it is no longer fashionable to build literal idols. Our danger is to so delight and rejoice in God’s 
gracious gifts that we lose sight of God. The danger I fear is that our hearts will transform God’s gifts 
into works of our own hands, that we will no longer think of what He has done but of what we have 
done. In my own experience, I find this transformation to occur without any conscious awareness on my 
part; I wake up, as it were, suddenly, to discover that I am dancing around a golden calf. 

 

Therefore it is appropriate and wise to prepare our hearts and attitudes before we celebrate. With this in 
mind, we have chosen the Saturday before our birthday celebration, July 31, as a day for prayer and 
fasting. The prayer on that day is a prayer of confession and repentance, and also an earnest appeal to 
God to go with us into another year. The fasting is an appropriate and tangible sign that unless God 
Himself fills us, we must be empty. With this day of prayer and fasting fresh in our memory we will 
awake on Sunday, August 1 [the date of Old Orchard’s first anniversary], by God’s grace, knowing full 
well that we are celebrating Him alone. Then our joy, for a time, may be free and without fear. 
 

Naturally not all of us will be able to participate in the fasting and prayer. Some will not be able to for 
health reasons, some because of prior commitments, etc. But all of us will have it in our power to 
participate in some degree, even if it is only praying for a few minutes scattered through an otherwise 
hectic day. But I exhort each of you, in so far as you are able, to participate in this day. Don't neglect to 
fast simply because you don't want to—very few people enjoy fasting and that is not an appropriate 
response. But let’s join together to humble our own desires and seek God’s will for us. Then our joy on 
the following Sunday can be full. 

—Carroll Boswell 
8/28/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#12:  Thank Offerings—For Kingdom Words and Acts of Mercy  

 
We are collecting a thank-offering, or “love gift,” in connection with our 30th 

anniversary. It’s one way to say, “Dear Father and God of our lives:  We bless you—thank you 
for your many kindnesses to us as a church!” Such offerings go all the way back to Old 
Testament times, when the Lord made provision for his people to show their gratitude toward 
him on special occasions and at certain milestones in their life as a nation (see Leviticus 7; II 
Chronicles 29:27-31). Back then, they offered up bread and oil, and sacrificed animals to satisfy 
God’s wrath; now that divine justice has been satisfied in the self-giving death of Jesus, we offer 
money as a thank-offering, a sacrifice of profit from our labor that helps push the kingdom of 
God further into the wide world. 

I checked to see if we offered thank-offerings to the Lord at our milestone anniversaries 
in the past:  I don’t think we did in 1991, at our 10th, probably because that summer we were in 
the thick of buying and renovating the Milligan House, and to make that possible, our members 
gave money and sweat until it hurt. At our 15th, we did take up a thank-offering, and split it 
among our missionaries and some in-house projects—like landscaping at the Milligan House 
and saving up for a new sign in front of the church. I can’t find any record of a thank-offering at 
our 20th anniversary in 2001, but we had a $32,000 budget surplus that year (!!) and did give 
away $16,000 of that to benevolent causes. And I ran out of time before I dug up what we did in 
2006, the year of our 25th .  

But this year, our 30th, the Anniversary Committee recommended, and the Session 
approved, that we take up a thank-offering to our faithful Lord and split it. Half will go toward 
the renovation of two efficiency apartments for women served by the cooperative efforts of 
Cornerstone Corporation and the Grace & Peace Winter Shelter, both being ministries of mercy 
started by Grace and Peace Fellowship, our mother church who gave birth to us in the 
summer of 1981. The other half of our love gift will go to our own Jon and Tanya Coody (and 
little Anna and Mark!) and their ministry under Presbyterian Mission International (PMI) at the 
St. Petersburg Christian University in St. Petersburg, Russia, where Jon has been given a place 
on the faculty. 

Precious little has been given to this thank-offering to date—not, we believe, because Old 
Orchard is ungrateful to our Father in heaven, but just because we’ve been in the lazy summer 
months. Now though, summer is over!! And before us is an opportunity to register our thanks to 
the Lord as a church family. These works divide nicely: one is sharing the life-giving words of 
the gospel of the Kingdom far away, the other is committing acts of Kingdom mercy near home. 
How great it would be if we could collect $2,000; then we could give each of these two solid 
ministries $1,000! 
 

Ron Lutjens, for the Session & Anniversary Committee  
 
 
 
 



Providing a Home for Once-Sheltered Women 
Cornerstone Corporation & the Winter Shelter 

 
“Our vision is for a housing ministry providing safe, stable, and affordable housing—a 

sheltered opportunity for individuals with jobs to live in one place for a while and establish good 
credit. Over the years, many of our tenants have been able to ‘graduate’—to move to their own 
homes.” (from Cornerstone’s website) 

 
Background to Cornerstone 
 

From 1971 until 1985 our mother church, Grace & Peace Fellowship, worshipped in a 
storefront at 6003 Kingsbury Ave in the Skinker-Debaliviere neighborhood of St. Louis City. It 
was out of Grace & Peace’s ministry there that Cornerstone was born. 

As members of Grace & Peace Fellowship reached out to the neighborhood, they 
observed that the children were constantly moving as the area began to improve. In 1975, after 
much study and discussion of housing issues and poverty, a committee recommended to the 
congregation that it form a housing organization to provide good rental housing for low-income 
families for minimal rent to help stabilize the lives of the children living in the area. At first a 
ministry of Grace & Peace, it soon became a separate, non-profit organization, with the work 
being done mostly by volunteers.  

In early 1976 Grace and Peace members were asked to donate funds to begin this new 
corporation. $3000 was received and $2000 was used as a down payment to purchase 
Cornerstone Corporation’s first building in the Skinker-DeBalieviere neighborhood, the 
neighborhood where all of its early buildings were bought, rehabbed and rented.  

Later, as the neighborhood improved or “gentrified,” most of Cornerstone’s original 
buildings would be sold to provide operating revenue. And to keep up with the ministry’s 
expanding work, paid staff was eventually added to the volunteer help. 

Around 1990, Cornerstone shifted its focus and bought properties to rehab on Etzel 
Street, north of the Delmar Loop. This is where most of Cornerstone’s buildings are today—right 
where a sister PCA church, New City Fellowship, chose to begin ministries!      

Cornerstone’s theme Bible verse has been the wonderful promise in Isaiah 58:12: 

Your people will rebuild the ancient ruins and will raise up the age-old foundations;  
you will be called Repairer of Broken Walls, Restorer of Streets with Dwellings. 

 
The Cornerstone Project Our Love Gift Will Help 

    
The newest project on Etzel is a duplex in need of a lot of rehab work before several 

graduates of the Grace and Peace Winter Shelter can move into the two efficiency apartments 
being constructed on the first floor. These will make great “dwelling places”—homes!—for 
these women who are in such need of a second chance. This housing is intended to be permanent 
rather than transitional, and so, like other Cornerstone occupants, its tenants will be free to stay 
as long as they like if they are faithful in paying rent and holding to the lease terms.!
 
 
 
 



Background to Grace & Peace Winter Shelter 
 

Grace & Peace Winter Shelter serves homeless women in St. Louis City. In 1985 Grace 
& Peace left its Kingsbury storefront to move into its present location at 5574 Delmar Blvd., a 
church building it bought from Bethesda Temple, an African American congregation (the 
building was actually built as the first place of worship for Central Presbyterian Church, now in 
Clayton!). This move gave Grace & Peace the ability to worship together in one service instead 
of the three it once held in the much smaller storefront. It also opened the door to new ministry. 

According to the Shelter’s current Team Leader, Melody Perkins, here’s how the Shelter 
initially started:  
 

Shortly after Grace & Peace bought our current building, we received a call from 
someone at Saints Peter and Paul, a church on Broadway in St. Louis. They said, “We are 
currently providing shelter for both men and women in our church basement. It’s not working 
out that great. We heard you have a lot of room in your new building. Would you like to open a 
shelter?” And the person at Grace & Peace said, “We’ll take the women.” Thus the Grace & 
Peace Winter Shelter was born in 1986! At first they served cold sandwiches, if they had them, 
and they had no showers or anything else. They were trying to shelter up to 25 women then. 

Somewhere in those first years they added a single shower. After about 10 years, in 1996, 
I [Melody] began helping and Grace & Peace decided they wanted to make the Shelter more a 
permanent part of our church life. [Some] Volunteer roles were stipended and became more 
structured. Soon, we learned that things were much more peaceful and safe with 16 women, and 
we have stayed at that number. 

In 1999, I became the Shelter Team Leader and the Shelter became an official ministry 
team, and [we] began to ask sister churches and others to be partners in the work, so that we 
could better carry out our calling to hospitality in Jesus’ name. We are delighted to be part of 
helping many learn how to serve the poor and draw closer to Jesus as we do so. We are always 
trying to communicate the love of Christ to our guests and helping them in every way we can 
think of to get out of homelessness.  

 

 
A Demonstration of Who God Is—In and For Russia  

 
Jon and Tanya Coody are members of Old Orchard Church, veterans of Christian work in 
Russia—Tanya is Siberian—and missionaries with Presbyterian Mission International (PMI) 
who are trying to raise enough support to return to their beloved Russia. The Lord brought them 
together in Russia, but he was already at work in each of their lives before they married in 2005. 
Here is part of their story….  
 
Jon:  I was raised in a Christian home and church in Oklahoma, where I accepted Jesus Christ as my 
Savior at a young age. While studying at the University of Oklahoma, God reached out to me through the 
ministry of Christians and I came to a greater understanding of what following Jesus Christ means and 
how that life can be shared with others. That profoundly affected my outlook on life, and I signed up for a 
one-year mission to Russia in 1995. One year turned into 13 years of serving in several cities, mostly in 
Russia.  

Tanya:  I grew up in the Irkutsk region of Siberia, deep in the heart of Russia. During most of my 
childhood, Russia was still under Communist rule, and because of that, we did not have a Bible or a local 



church where one may find out more about God. I was curious about God and our own existence as 
human beings, but I struggled to find answers to my questions. I began searching Soviet newspapers for 
answers, but found only contradictory explanations of the origins and meaning of life. I continued 
searching once I entered the university in Irkutsk. There, God came to me through a young Christian in 
my dormitory, and I found in Christ the answers to my questions. Upon graduating, I taught English at the 
university for a year, and during this time God called me to reach out to students full-time, introducing 
them to Jesus Christ and the abundant life offered in the Gospel. 

Together we have worked with students in Siberia and helped train Russian pastors and missionaries at a 
Bible college in Moscow. Our passion is to see vibrant, Christ-centered churches all across the vast 
landscape of Russia. To this end, we will help train Christian leaders at a school in St. Petersburg, an 
important city in Russia. The evangelical Church in Russia (about 1.5% of the total population of 150 
million) is young and vibrant, but greatly in need of trained Russian leadership. 

 
Q & A 

 
Why Biblical & Theological Education? The Russian evangelical Protestant Church is only about 150 
years old. Seventy of those years were spent underground during the Communist era (1917-1989), so 
most pastors went without formal theological training. Today, a new generation of leaders is longing for 
training in how to lead their churches in a new age full of challenges.  

What is St. Petersburg Christian University (SPCU)? It’s an inter-denominational evangelical school 
started in 1990 as the first Protestant Christian University in Russia. The mission of the school is to train 
Christians to serve and lead in the Church and society. SPCU aims to create an environment that fosters 
spiritual growth and academic excellence.  

What will we be doing there? Jon will be teaching biblical studies, and will help develop the newly 
formed Graduate School of Leadership Studies at SPCU. Tanya will be assisting in various ways and 
mentoring female students. We also will be involved in a church, helping to reach St. Petersburg (5 
million people!) with the Gospel.   
Does Siberia figure into your future ministry in Russia? In many ways, Siberia is where our hearts are. 
Tanya was born and raised in Siberia in the Irkutsk region, the same place where we both served in 
student ministry, helping to introduce students to Christ and discipling them in their faith. Many of these 
young believers are part of a church in Irkutsk we love and long to continue to support. Though St. 
Petersburg will be our home base for life and ministry, our hope is that we will be able to serve Siberian 
churches as a resource for the development of pastors and other leaders, even through our short trips to 
visit Tanya’s family there. 

Will we be paid by the university? No. Because the evangelical Church in Russia is still developing, 
resources are scarce and SPCU is unable to pay us. So we are responsible to raise funds to serve as 
missionaries through our sending mission (PMI). 

What is Our Need? We need to raise $7,200/mo. That’s a lot of money, but St. Petersburg is considered 
the 29th most expensive city in the world (expensive New York is 32nd !). But having been for a long time 
a center of culture and education in Russia, it’s a strategic city. Which means that SPCU has the potential, 
by the grace of God, to influence a lot of bright young minds and hearts and to shape the growth and 
character of the church in the Russian-speaking world. 

Of the $7,200/mo we need, we still have $4,000/mo of that to raise. We also need an additional 
$15,000 for one-time expenses (plane tickets, moving costs, etc.). So we are trusting God for the gigantic 
task of raising this money, and are looking for folks near and far who have a heart for the future of the 
gospel of grace in Russia. We have no other options!  

9/4/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

#13:  Church as Home—What It Should Be 

Ross and Jenny Dixon attended Old Orchard Church while Ross was at Covenant Seminary, 
where he earned a Master of Divinity in 2003. Their daughter, Avery, was born in St. Louis and 
baptized at Old Orchard. After serving as one of our seminary interns, Ross became the 
Reformed University Fellowship campus minister at the University of Missouri in Columbia, 
where he and his family continue the ministry, which in many ways looks a lot like Old Orchard. 
        Matt Philip 
 
 
So we had been in Columbia working with RUF for a short while, long enough to not be “new” 
anymore, yet not exactly “veterans” either. Things were coming together with ministry to college 
students.  Church was, in a word, hard. We came to St. Louis for I don’t know what. I may have 
officiated a wedding for some students. Can’t remember. What I remember is Jenny and I 
planning our Sunday that weekend, including worship at Old Orchard. Not fifteen minutes into 
the worship hour, we were both in tears. The familiar place, garage doors and all, with faces and 
names and worship and preaching and singing and sacrament, washed over us that day, a wave of 
grace we had not known for some time. I will never ever forget that Sunday. 
 
Old Orchard is a different church. It remains one of few I’ve encountered where folks are not 
trying to outshine one another or collectively work really hard to appear cleaner than they are 
(like what we do when family or friends come to visit). The general populace at Old Orchard is, 
for the most part, a bit rough around the edges, if not outright torn/broken, and that is okay with 
everyone because that’s how life is sometimes. There’s no pretense. The body functions in a 
“we’re nothing alike but I like you and even love you sometimes, and every now and then your 
idiosyncrasies make me want to poke my eyes out, but hey, we’re in this together, so let’s try to 
follow God’s call to do church” sort of way.  
 
Old Orchard’s influence extends to many places far from the walls of the little stone building at 
640 Amelia Avenue, not the least of which is the campus and ministry of RUF here at Mizzou. I 
didn’t set out for it to be this way, but our RUF ministry tends toward the small and intimate, a 
no-frills crowd of students who love each other and invite others along, idiosyncrasies and all.  
 
Thank you Old Orchard Church, for helping us see with new eyes that the Gospel extends to the 
least of these. We love you and will always hold you dear in our hearts. 
 

—Ross Dixon, September 2011 
 
 
 
 

9/11/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 

 
#14:  Our Choices Matter, Our Decisions Are Crucial 

 
As Reformed Christians we believe the Scriptures teach that we have been sought out and 

redeemed by a sovereign Lord—by the One whose eternal Son said, You did not choose me, but I chose 
you…. (John 15:16); by the One who says it is he who gives us faith and repentance and the willingness 
to love and serve him, that we cannot choose what is right and good and true on our own.   

Yet, there is something else embedded everywhere in the Bible. It is referred to, described, 
presupposed and taught, that all human beings are called to choose what is good, and that we all will be 
held accountable for our choices. Our decisions matter; our choices are fraught with significance, even 
though, in a great, mind-boggling mystery, God is in, through, and behind everything we choose, 
everything we decide—even who gets the “short straw” in what is supposed to be a “blind” choice, 
according to Proverbs 16:33: The lot is cast into the lap, but its every decision is from the Lord. 

Below is a time line of the crucial days and hours back in the spring and summer of 1981, when 
momentous decisions were being made by people concerning the future of a church building and all that 
would happen in and around it for years to come. That would be our building, on the corner of Amelia 
and Fairlawn Avenues in Webster Groves. As you read through the sequence of events, ponder the 
importance of the decisions that were made 30 years ago and the reasoning and praying that went into 
them; let your imagination play out “what might have been” if other choices had been made; ponder that 
the hidden God was at work “in” all these human decisions; and call yourself to order to trust God and 
aim at choosing well in the decisions in front of you right now. 

Ron Lutjens 
 

Brief Chronology of the Founding of Old Orchard Church in 1981 
(Notes of Ron Lutjens, organizing pastor) 

 
Saturday, April 18:  Grace & Peace Mission Church Committee & Session (including deacons and 
deaconesses [including Durinda Hood]) reject Kansas City as a church planting site, and vote instead to 
pursue the option of being given the Old Orchard Bible Church (OOBC) building in Webster Groves in 
exchange for continuing that congregation’s gospel ministry on the corner of Amelia and Fairlawn 
Avenues (Ted & Gladys Smith, Hal & Amy Kennedy, Paul Woodard, Hudson Binnington, Jim Kern, 
Egon Middelmann, Kurt and Ron Lutjens, Debbie Fenner, Jim Pickett, Angela Walsh, Brad Binnington, 
Dick & Lu Belcher, Brian Tweedie, Ruth Beckloff, Bob Cordz, Arlene Itzi). The informal terms were that 
Grace and Peace (G&P) would be given the church building at no cost. OOBC elder, Carl Gillum, came 
to this meeting and his buoyant confidence that this was the Lord’s will and could work won the day—
just barely:  the Old Orchard option passed by only one vote! 
 
Wednesday, May 20:  The Bible Church FAILS to get a 2/3 majority to approve a motion to give away 
their church building at no cost to G&P for the purpose of forming a new Reformed Presbyterian 
Church—Evangelical Synod, congregation; instead it votes to dissolve itself as an organization and to 
offer us the building for $50,000, payable in 3 years. Ron Lutjens, who had been asked by the G&P 
Session to be the planting pastor, is crestfallen and believes the whole project is, by this negative vote, 
dead in the water. But Egon Middelmann, one of the co-pastors at G&P, exhorts everyone to trust that 
since the Lord has brought us this far, we should not give up but instead, think about buying the building 
from the Bible Church. Everyone is persuaded, so the project stays alive! 
 



Sunday, May 24:  Ron preaches his first sermon to the 20+ remaining members of the Old Orchard Bible 
Church on faith in a three-part series on faith, hope, and love. The little handful of God’s people meet in 
the parlor each week for worship. 
 
Monday, June 15:  At a meeting with Old Orchard Bible Church trustees, Grace & Peace trustees offer a 
counter-proposal (to the OOBC’s original proposal of $50,000 payable in 3 years) of $60,000 for both the 
church building and the parsonage at 416 Fairlawn (the Lutjens’ current home), payable in 5 years. 
 
Sunday, June 28:  OOBC congregation rejects G&P’s counter-proposal. 
 
Wednesday, July 1:  At a Grace & Peace congregational/corporation meeting, the people vote to 
authorize G&P’s trustees to go as high as $90,000 for both the church building and the parsonage. But the 
congregation insists that we first ask Old Orchard Bible Church for their counter-proposal to our $60,000 
counter-proposal for both buildings, payable in 5 years, to their original proposal of $50,000 for the 
church building only, payable in 3 years. 
 
Sunday, July 5:  OOBC voters discuss, debate and approve their counter-proposal to our $60,000 
counter-proposal: they ask G&P for $90,000 payable in 3 years! 
 
Friday, July 10:  Grace & Peace trustees vote to accept Old Orchard Bible Church’s counter-proposal to 
our counter-proposal to their proposal. It is done! Praise the Lord! 
 
Sunday, July 12:  Informal get-together for Grace & Peace mission church members and interested 
people. Not sure where…. 
 
Wednesday, July 15:  Ron begins his pastoral duties officially. 
 
Wednesday, July 22:  First meeting of Grace & Peace mission church “core group.” Name chosen by 
vote for the church after many proposals and much discussion: Old Orchard Church (Presbyterian). Grace 
& Peace people who chose to go with the Old Orchard Mission Church:  Jane Hutchinson, Debbie Fenner 
(now Rankin), Bill Wondracek, Katherine Lutjens, Trish Beem (now Bechtel), Gary Glasgow, Brinson & 
Durinda Hood, Trish Powell (now Reichardt), Becca Bowers (now Skrainka), Mary Beth Russo (now 
Glasgow), Tom & Nancy Lee Engel, Cheryl Theobald (became Cook), Fred & Dianne Vinson, Frank & 
Sandi Shirley, Carroll & Kathy Boswell, Larry Bolles. 
 
Sunday, July 26:  Grace and Peace leads service of worship at the Old Orchard church building, sending 
off 20 or so of its members to Old Orchard Church. 
 
Sunday, August 2:  First worship service of Old Orchard Church. Soli Deo Gloria. 
 
Saturday, August 29:  First annual day of prayer and fasting. The life of God’s people at Old Orchard 
Church has begun in earnest. 
 

9/18/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

 
#15:  Great Will Be Your Children’s Peace  

 
The reflection for today, our 30th anniversary worship, is, rather fittingly, written by one of the 
daughters of this congregation. As we celebrate God’s faithfulness to us these last—and first!—
thirty years, we remember that he has always promised not only to be the God of those who serve 
him, but also the God of the children of those who serve him. Sadly, some of the children who 
were at Old Orchard for a number of years and are now grown, are not walking with the Lord. 
Perhaps we as a fellowship bear at least some responsibility for that. But God isn’t finished with 
them yet:  What we can do now, out of the deep care we still have for them, is to intercede on 
their behalf, and that’s what we’ve started doing in a focused way every other month on a 
Saturday morning. We pray for them out of a confidence that God has bound himself to our 
offspring in covenant love. And what does Psalm 90, our theme psalm for our 30th anniversary, 
invite us to pray? 

May your deeds be shown to your servants, O Lord, 
Your splendor to their children. (Psalm 90:16) 

  
Stories like the one recounted here, of a lovely young woman who was led back to the splendor 
of the grace she walked away from, should remind us of that Father who comes looking for our 
children when they go lost, and it should lift our spirits. God meant it when he said through the 
prophet Isaiah,  

All your children shall be taught of the Lord, 
And great will be your children’s peace. (Isaiah 54:13)  

                                                                           —Ron Lutjens 
* * * 

 
Old Orchard was my church home and church family for the first twenty-one years of my life. 
I’m 26, and looking back as a grown-up the things that stand out to me now from my childhood 
there are very different from what stood out to me then. What I remember from childhood mostly 
pertains to holidays. I looked forward to the dancing and the balloon release on Easter, hoping 
that my balloon wouldn’t get caught in a tree, and wondering if those boys who hid Easter eggs 
inside people’s mufflers were going to get caught. On Christmas I remember wishing that I 
didn’t have to leave my toys at home to go to church, but hoping that during the kids’ sermon I 
would be one of the kids that Pastor Ron would ask about what toys they got (I got lucky on 
occasion). I also remember giggling when the garage door-like panels that used to separate the 
sanctuary and parlor would open just before the service, especially when there were visitors who 
were obviously wondering what on earth that loud noise was.  
  
In high school my attention was too focused on friends and socializing to have retained many 
memories of church life. But it was at this time that I began to recognize how much our 
relationships at church seemed like family relationships, though I didn’t fully appreciate this 
until later. This was also the time when my dad “suggested” that I start taking sermon notes 



every Sunday. What started as a chore became enjoyable to me, and I took silly pride in my 
ability to understand Pastor Ron’s not-so-simple style of preaching. 
 
As college approached and my social surroundings became more worldly, I entered into a period 
of wandering and of rejection of a Christian lifestyle. Throughout the period, which lasted four 
years, I was still semi-regularly attending church at Old Orchard. I was going because I wanted 
to “check the box” that made me feel like I was doing ok, despite the fact that I was wandering 
from my Savior and Maker. I was not willing to engage emotionally or spiritually in worship or 
in the community. What I found out was that Old Orchard is the worst place to go if you’re 
looking for a superficial service, trite sermons, and shallow worship. During these difficult years 
in my life, I was challenged every Sunday I attended by Pastor Ron’s penetrating sermons, by 
Greg and Betsy’s music that drew me in and reminded me of Who it was we were there to 
worship, and by the community—my church family that had loved me all my life and still loved 
me in these unlovable years.  
 
Through those services of worship, constant love and challenging from my parents, and many 
other means, the Lord called me back to Himself. Not long thereafter, I moved away from St. 
Louis, but my experience at Old Orchard continued to impact my decisions and, ultimately, my 
growth in Christ. I moved first to Little Rock, Arkansas, then to Houston, Texas, and in both 
cities sought out a church family that would meet the high standards set by the church of my 
childhood, and I’m happy to say that both Covenant PCA (Little Rock) and Christ the King PCA 
(Houston) succeeded in this. I’m so thankful for those bodies and for my time at Old Orchard 
that drew me to them. I’m also thankful for the examples and wisdom of the many married 
couples at Old Orchard, which I’m sure God used to help guide me to the man I married three 
months ago. Slade is a loving and God-fearing spiritual leader, and since I’m not sure how I 
landed him, it must have had something to do with those examples at Old Orchard that I was 
trying to follow.  
 
Though this is only an overview story of my walk with Christ and how Old Orchard played a 
role in it, there is one other memory that is so precious to me that I can’t leave it out. During my 
years of living away, I was often coming home to St. Louis. It was during that time that a dear 
member of Old Orchard, Cheryl Cook, was declining because of Lou Gehrig’s disease. Cheryl’s 
disease and eventual death was an indescribable loss to our church family at Old Orchard and to 
all who knew her. But through her response, Pastor Ron’s guidance, and the loving body at Old 
Orchard, it became a deeply impactful reminder that Christ has truly, and ultimately, conquered 
death. Watching Cheryl’s story unfold during my trips home and visits to Old Orchard made a 
lasting impression on me and it has since encouraged me during many difficult times of facing 
the realities of a fallen world. 
 
I am blessed to have been a child of Old Orchard Church and I cherish the memories I’ve written 
here, and the way Christ has used them in my life. May His name be proclaimed at Old Orchard 
for many years to come. To Him be the glory! 
                        —Corrie Pendergrass Johnson 
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#16:  Some Thoughts on the Composing of “Ever Blest”  

 

Greg Roig has served as Old Orchard Church’s part-time music director since the fall of 1985. 
He, his wife Betsy, and their children have contributed many music selections during our 
worship services over the years. My personal favorite is the blending of Greg & Betsy’s voices in 
the singing of “Psalm 139.” We are honored to have their gift of music as well as Greg’s gift as 
a composer. The Lord could have well sent them on to another place after Greg graduated from 
Covenant Seminary, but instead they have served faithfully here. We have been blessed by their 
music, Greg’s leadership of our choir, service as a ruling elder and their friendship. 
 
On the occasion of Old Orchard’s 15th anniversary (1996), Greg was commissioned to do a 
piece of music; he composed “Ever Blest” for it and here we get a peek into the process of its 
creation. 
         —Durinda Hood 

 
   

 

 Frequently, curious people ask a composer of songs, “Which do you write first, the words 
or the music?” In the case of “Ever Blest,” it was the music, which just came “out of the blue.” 
The melody probably arose in my subconscious from some film theme or other; the actual source, 
I don’t recall. With the music in hand, the mood or flavor of the piece was set. It became my task 
to find a suitable text for it. 
  

 The Session had asked for a composition using the idea of growth in Christ, being 
strongly rooted and yet branching out. In line with our being “Old Orchard” the text from Psalm 
One and its parallel from Jeremiah 17:5 ff seemed appropriate. What better image is there than 
that most fruitful image of Scripture, the tree? “Blessed is the man” became “Ever blest is the 
one” not (simply) for arbitrary reasons but to pick up the “evergreen” image, perpetual life, and 
to remind us that the generic use of the masculine in Scripture, in fact, includes rather than 
excludes women. To make that point clearly I’ve used both masculine and feminine pronouns in 
the text. We sometimes forget that in Scripture, in their relationship to him, God’s people are 
often represented as feminine:  men and women in the church together are called the bride of 
Christ. I hope alternating pronouns might help each of us hear and sing this song more as our 
own, not just corporately but personally. 
  

 The corporate idea, however, becomes apparent in the parallel New Testament passage 
that is woven into the texture:  “I am the vine, branches take your root.” This also ties together 
the fact that the new tree of life of which we partake is specifically Christ, our root and vine. We 
become salt and light, and that mustard tree (which provides life for the world) only as we 
remain rooted and grounded in the true vine. 
  

 The logical progression of the image of the tree is thus that of an intensely personal 
relationship with God, which anchors one through all challenges (drought, flood, scorching heat), 



grows into the mature life which, branching out, touches many other lives with its fruit, a 
goodness rooted in God. 
  

 Trees are such appropriate images:  “The Tree of Life” and the burning bush are 
important images in the Judeo-Christian tradition. The tree is our source of sustenance (fruit and 
nuts, spice, maple syrup). It is also our source of shelter, as most homes are still constructed 
largely of wood. We become vessels of life to the community— trees, if you will, when, rooted 
and sustained by the Living Stream; we grow to maturity, providing fruit, shade, and shelter. 
Pointing ever skyward, we witness to the true source of life, the everlasting God. In the shadow 
of the cross, “the cursed tree,” we rest in the protective shade of our Lord, attracting others to life 
under the Tree.  
          —Greg Roig (1996) 
 

“Ever Blest” 
by Greg Roig 

Commissioned for the 15th Anniversary of Old Orchard Church (1996) 
 

Ever blest is the one  
 whose faith and trust are in the Lord. 
He will be likened to a tree 

planted by the living stream. (repeated at the end) 

  
Through the drought and scorching heat 
 evergreen always her root goes deep. 
  
“I am the vine, branches, take your root. 
 Abide in me, bear fruit.” 

Blossoming forth in season, branch and climb, 
 Prospering always in the Vine. 
  
Ever blest is the one 

 who delights in the Word of the Lord 

On it he meditates always 

even throughout both night and day. 
  

Not so are those whose strength is the flesh! 

 They shall wander aimlessly through deserted sands; 
Sagebrush, stumbling tumbleweeds and chaff; 
Leaves torn away by whirlwinds’ sneering laugh; 
Dust into dust and smoke and ash. 

 
 

Paraphrased from:  
 Psalm 1; Jeremiah 17:5-8; John 15:1-5. (Please compare!) 
 
 

© Simon Stimson Music. All rights reserved. Reprinted with permission. 
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#17:  A Challenge as We’ve Turned 31  
Writing the reflection today is Mark Tucker, former member of our congregation from 1999 to 2003, and 
first assistant, then associate pastor here from roughly 2003–2010. Mark served as pastor to youth and 
families. Old Orchard set Mark free one day a week for the last 10 months of 2009 to raise money for a 
church plant in the Midtown section of St. Louis city he had been asked to spearhead. Mark and Alice and 
their four boys were very precious to us by the time they left Old Orchard in January 2010 to work full 
time on the Midtown church. This “plant” has been a cooperative effort, with Memorial Presbyterian 
Church taking the lead and working along with Grace and Peace, our mother church. And then we 
provided the planting pastor for the effort, and roughly $8,000 worth of Mark’s time in 2009. In addition, 
several of our members joined up with the Midtown plant, Emily Roig and Owen and Lina Gentry. The 
Gentrys will be leaving at the end of 2011, as Midtown hopes to begin Sunday morning worship services 
in January. Mark is a young pastor, funny, but also full of passion for God and vision for his people. He 
speaks as he sees—which makes him hard-hitting sometimes. But so is God with his people. Here is a 
good challenge for us all as we go into the next 30 years!    
 

—Ron Lutjens 
 

     
I remember the first time Alice and I visited Old Orchard Church. We were one of those rare, just-married, 
bright-eyed, bushy-tailed, naïve seminary couples. “Here we come world—Watch Out! Just try and 
convince us to join your church.” In the communion circle we were introduced by Doug McFall, one of 
the seminary students leading worship, as “Mark and Alice BELZ” [Alice was Alice Belz before she 
married, a member of a distinguished family in the PCA]. Which is an understandable mistake in this 
denomination. But still… 
  
I had my eye out for a church where people were inclined to clap and stomp, and those are rare in the 
PCA, but clapping or not, it was clear that the folks of OOC were serious about worshiping Jesus. The 
beautiful simplicity of worship (including the occasional flute, recorder or exotic Irish instrument) was 
alluring. We liked the granola feel, we loved the realness, we were drawn to the beauty of a people loving 
the Lord. I could let go of the clapping and stomping. 
  
I also recall the first time we sat in worship on a sharing Sunday. I loved it. Alice, less of an outside-the-
box kind of person, was a bit suspicious. (Becca Skrainka shared a dramatic story that day about going to 
California, meeting some believers on a train, going to their radical church and laughing in the spirit. I 
thought, now THERE’S a lady I need to get to know. And I did. What an adventure Old Orchard 
became—like taking a magic carpet ride through the jungle, upside down and blind-folded.) What we 
began to learn was that this church was a safe place to struggle and grow in the Lord. 
  
Pastor Ron—first thoughts about him:  “Very bright and thoughtful.” Second thought: “I think he should 
be wearing a toga.” Final thought: “Here’s a man who loves the Lord and loves his people.” Ron has been 
a father, a brother, a friend, a mentor, a leader, a shepherd. He’s a model for followers of Jesus Christ.  
  
Fast-forward 11 years—and the memories of what happened in between:  graduation from Seminary; 
coming on staff at Old Orchard and thus, knowing and being known on a deeper level; ordination as 
Assistant Pastor; laughing together, crying together, teenagers, teenagers, teenagers! The planting of 



South City Church; church renovations on the church building in 2005-2006; Durinda Hood, Greg Roig, 
interns, four Tucker boys, Brazil, Dominican Republic mission trips, church retreats, Cheryl Cook 
struggling with her illness; babies, babies and more babies!—to when the Lord calls us OUT of OOC! 
Out to plant a new daughter church—okay, maybe more like a niece church—in the city, a “co-op plant” 
with three churches all involved in one way or another: Memorial Presbyterian, Old Orchard, and Grace 
and Peace Fellowship! Lots of excitement and fear and tears. OOC will be a part of our lives forever. 
  
Now, perhaps some “wounds from a friend” (look up Proverbs 27:5-6 for this metaphor) who loves you 
dearly: 
  
Men:  MAN UP! Seriously, there’s no reason you shouldn’t have a dozen elders and deacons. Your wives, 
your church, your children are desperate for you to lead them spiritually. While I was pastor during those 
7+ years with you, many folks came to Ron and me, begging for help for their husbands and fathers. 
Don’t sit around and WAIT for the pastor to knock on your door, or call you (when it’s convenient for 
you). PURSUE growth in Christ. Pursue the Lord. Pick up your Bible. Get on your knees. Love your wife 
if you’re married. Lead your children. Your family needs this from you MORE than your money (though 
this is nice as well), time, personality, stuff, etc. After 15 years of working with young people, I believe 
THE categorical factor in what makes the difference in the lives of young people (recognizing God’s 
sovereignty of course) is…their dads! Are dads spiritual leaders? Not asking for perfection here. Just 
growth. Pursue Jesus, and your family will follow you to your grave. Single men, unless you are called to 
singleness, find a wife and get started! 
  
Church:  SERVE! OOC is gifted in caring for hurting people IN the church. But OOC is weaker in God’s 
command to serve those in need OUTSIDE the church. Sure, some OOC folks do serve, privately, 
individually. And this is great. But the beauty of a church is the impact it can have as a unit, a community. 
Over the years I think there were opportunities to get involved with people who needed to be loved in 
Jesus’ name, and given help and encouragement and shown mercy, but we let them pass us by. I know 
many of you give a $$ gift, or bag of food, or a Christmas present. This is a GOOD thing—so keep doing 
it. But that’s a fairly easy thing to do. Do more—do the hard thing: so many people in our world are 
desperate for what OOC has to offer. Real care. OOC has a unique capacity to love broken people in deep 
relationships. Don’t hide it. Flaunt it. Take a risk. Don’t wait for folks to show up in a pew. Go find them. 
They NEED you. You need them. 
  
That’s it. We Tuckers love you and miss you. You are a gem and a blessing. 
  
In Him, 
Mark Tucker, Planting Pastor 
Midtown Church 
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#18:  Planting Seeds  

Wade and Chryse Bradshaw and their four children are dear and precious friends of our 
fellowship. Back in the 1990s Wade was our youth group director for a time as well as our 
custodian, and he and his family lived on the 2nd floor of the Milligan House when it was still an 
apartment. Wade and Chryse have been missionaries to Nepal and workers at English L’Abri, 
and while they were in St. Louis Wade was the administrator of the Schaeffer Institute at 
Covenant Seminary. Wade is the author of “by demonstration: God—Fifty years and a week at 
L’Abri,” a book that is very much a window onto daily life in a L’Abri community. It was 
published in 2005, near the 50th anniversary of L’Abri’s beginning in Switzerland. Presently, 
Wade is Pastor for Mission at Trinity Presbyterian Church (PCA) in Charlottesville, Virginia, 
and continues to be distressed that so many people enjoy the books of author, Jane Austen.    

         —Ron Lutjens 

 

   

My wife, Chryse, and I, along with our three young children, found ourselves “exiled” to the 
United States. We were asked to leave England by Her Majesty’s Government while L’Abri 
Fellowship tried to establish itself as a religious group needing the ability to employ non-
European citizens. Through a series of what appeared as wholly chaotic circumstances we moved 
to St Louis to await events. 
 

We began attending Grace and Peace Fellowship and found a house to rent. I took a few classes 
at Covenant Seminary and St Louis University, but I needed work. Twice I was contacted by Old 
Orchard because they were in need of someone to care for their high school students. But this 
was work that I did not want—Chryse and I had a great group of teens we loved back in England, 
and we would not admit that we would not be back there quickly; we would not find room in our 
hearts for a new bunch of American students. 
 

However, our rental house was suddenly condemned and set for razing, and then (cue the 
trumpets) Old Orchard asked us one last time to consider the position, mentioning this time that I 
could also be the building’s janitor—and had they mentioned that an apartment across the street 
came with the position? Now, I suddenly sensed a profound vocation. 
 

These circumstances were required to put me in the situation that taught me to love a local 
congregation and to see this as the unlikely locus for the Living God’s usual means of grace in 
the life of people.  
 

We spent four years at Old Orchard Church: digging the palm fronds out of the hymnals after the 
Easter service and watching how a congregation without its own parking lot, and violating most 
of the rules of church growth, could be a place of authentic love of God and one another. We 



observed how such an unlikely branch of the people of Jesus—very frequently just seeming to 
muddle along—could influence people around the world (though, thankfully, they had almost no 
notion of this.) 
 

It was at Old Orchard that I learned to love the Church, and that much needed lesson made future 
decisions possible. In a roundabout path, Old Orchard has been important in revitalizing a 
European denomination; it has counseled people on both coasts; it has taught missiology around 
the globe; it has begun art and business guilds of real influence. It has “planted” congregations 
around America, because dozens of seminarians have seen something beautiful which fired their 
imaginations on that unprepossessing corner of that quiet neighborhood. All the while it bumbled 
along in its small scale, squabbling about this and that, mostly unaware of the influence it was 
having on a much larger dimension. 
 

Seeds are not very impressive when first held in the sower’s hand. Old Orchard has sown the 
good seed and it has born a harvest one hundredfold. God has chosen the foolish things of the 
world and uses them for His glory, neglecting the wisdom of the world that is passing away. 
 

      —Wade Bradshaw  
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#19:  Changes and Blessings 
 
Nate and Kelli McKie with their children (three at that time; Ian joined their family in 2002) 
arrived on Old Orchard’s doorstep looking for a new church in 2001. Kelli will tell her story of 
that transition herself. Both of them have been serving us well in myriad ways; Nate as a deacon 
(2005 until November 2008) and currently as one of our elders (beginning November 2008); 
Kelli with her tireless work with organizing our summer children’s program and having spent 
many hours writing the curriculum for the 5-year Narnia series we are presently using, as well 
as their contribution to the music in Old Orchard Church’s choir. We also have the privilege of 
seeing their four children grow up here; Bryn has entered her senior year in high school! 
Thanks, McKies, for the blessing all of you are to the rest of us (and for the fun video you shared 
with us at one of our Talent Shows!). 
        —Durinda Hood 
 

   
 
For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, “plans to prosper you and not to 
harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. Then you will call on me and come and pray 
to me, and I will listen to you. You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all 
your heart.  ~Jeremiah 29:11-13 
 
Our family came to Old Orchard in September of 2001, so we are celebrating the 10-year mark 
in our relationship with this sweet family of believers. Old Orchard was just celebrating its 20th 
anniversary when we started attending. Although we were very new to the community, we were 
invited to attend the celebration dinner. It was a fascinating perspective to sit at that event and 
observe it as an outsider—not really getting the inside jokes, but marveling at the obvious close-
knit community that seemed so much more like a family than a congregation. 
 
We came to Old Orchard after leaving a church that we’d been members of since moving to St. 
Louis in 1997, and a denomination of which we’d been active, life-long members. We made this 
journey with our good friends, Matt and Megan Philip and another family who has since moved 
away. Leaving our church was painful and traumatic in many ways, but we felt the Lord’s 
comfort and guidance along each step and it was a great blessing to have each other to walk 
through that valley together. We had no idea where the Lord would lead us or if we’d even end 
up settling at the same place. Megan was a counseling student at Covenant Seminary at the time 
and asked a professor for some church recommendations. Old Orchard was one he suggested. On 
our first visit, I sat in awe of the deep scriptural content of the preaching, the real feeling of 
serious, authentic (not superficial) worship, and then the real display of care and community as 
someone in the communion circle was lifted up for moving help and several people raised their 
hands. 
 



As I reflect on the past 10 years, I marvel at the changes in our lives that have occurred as a 
result of the Lord bringing our family to this place. We have changed so much about the way we 
understand God and his sovereignty in our lives, how we parent and educate our children, how 
we serve in the church, and even where we live. Most of all, however, I’ve experienced as I 
never had before, the kind of blessing that comes from serving in the church, not out of guilt or 
obligation, but out of desire and gratitude for God’s abundant mercy and grace in my life. I’ve 
felt this not only in the ways I’ve been allowed to serve, but I’ve seen it in others in the many 
ways this family has ministered to me through illness and injury, the painful deaths of three 
family members, and the encouragement and support you’ve given for so many years that has 
made our Summer Narnia program so successful. 
 
If you have never been in a dysfunctional church, it’s easy to take for granted what an example 
of New Testament community Old Orchard strives to be (much as you can’t truly appreciate how 
beautiful the renovations to the building are if you had not seen it before). Authentic is the word 
that comes to mind most when I reflect on this place and its people. 
 
Before coming to OOC, the verses printed at the beginning of this reflection were simply a feel-
good sentiment I’d heard occasionally. Now, I truly believe and rest in those words more than I 
ever imagined I could in my own faith journey, and especially as Nate and I entrust the Lord 
with the lives or our children. I thank God so often for bringing us to this place and into this 
family. 
 
        —Kelli McKie 
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#20:  Celebrating, Serving, Mourning !
Sterling, with his first wife, Nita, shared their lives with us as Old Orchard Church members from 1983 
until Nita’s unexpected homegoing in 1992. One of Sterling & Nita’s daughters, Cheryl Cook, was a 
charter member of Old Orchard Church. Sterling and Nita gave much to the early development of the 
Foreign Missions Ministry. Later after Sterling & Ruth Ann were married, we had the honor of getting to 
know Ruth Ann while they lived for a time in St. Louis. They then decided to join the retirement 
community in Winona Lake, Indiana where they presently live and are near extended family and friends.  

         —Durinda Hood !
!!!

Warm greetings to you, our brothers and sisters at Old Orchard Church, We understand that recently you 
celebrated 30 years of ministry in Webster Groves. How we would love to have been there!! Bruce Cook 
informed us of the details, and we made plans to come, but unexpected events prevented the trip. 

Reflecting on our time with you at OOC, we are keenly aware of your commitment to the Word of God, 
your reaching out to the community meeting physical needs, and your sharing the gospel. We sensed the 
strong bond of love in the congregation as evidenced in a caring spirit for one another. 

When Ruth Ann and I were married January 7, 1995, we decided to make St Louis our home. As soon as 
we arrived, you welcomed us warmly. In fact you wanted to celebrate our marriage to the point of having 
a special repeat ceremony with the exchange of vows. Then Ron gave us a special blessing and 
admonition appropriate for all newlyweds ☺ ☺. The reception afterward with gifts and hugs was a time 
we will always remember. 

 

In 1983 Nita and I became members of OOC. We had visited several times and were drawn to the warmth 
of fellowship there. Most of you knew that Nita struggled with depression, and you lovingly reached out 
to meet her needs. We also were blessed in the teaching from the Word. The truth of the Lordship of 
Christ over the whole of life liberated us in our understanding of how to please God. Entering into the life 
of the church gave us much joy. We were encouraged to see the special place foreign missions had in 
OOC and were blessed to be a part of that committee. On January 8, 1992, God chose to take Nita home 
to Himself. We grieved! At this painful time in our lives, you demonstrated your God-given ability to 
comfort those who mourn. 

Cheryl [Cook] became ill in 2006 and suffered two years of weakening in her body until the Lord took 
her home March 26, 2008. During this very difficult time of caring for Cheryl, Old Orchard Church 
served, sustained, and strengthened our family, especially Bruce, Justin, and Jesse. It would take pages to 
tell of all the ways God blessed us through you dear ones at OOC. You demonstrated a faithful giving of 
yourselves, a beautiful example of Christ’s love to those in need. I am reminded of a favorite passage 
where Jesus was sharing about His presence with the disciples after He went to glory. In John 14:19, 
Jesus said, “Before long the world will not see me anymore, but you will see me.” Our family saw Jesus 
in you all as you walked with us in our deep sorrow. We will always remember God’s gift to us through 
Old Orchard Church and will always be grateful from deep in our hearts. 

 



This is just a small glimpse of the way God has used you to reach out lovingly to members of His Body in 
your 30 years of ministry in Webster Groves. 

 

Our love to you all, 
Sterling And Ruth Ann Theobald 
September 28, 2011 
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#21:  Where is Your Victory? 
 

The reflection for today is written by Hal Pendergrass, longtime member of Old Orchard, husband, father, 
grandfather, poet and litterateur, and psychologist. Hal and Debbie, parents of four children and grandparents of 
three, have been at Old Orchard since the last half of 1984, and have been faithful servants of the Lord and of his 
people. They have been faithful foster-parents with Bethany Christian Services (a 65 year old Christian alternative-
to-abortion adoption and child advocacy ministry) for many years, and through the decades here at Old Orchard 
Hal has taught various classes on literature and poetry and on the Bible, as he is doing now in the Saturday 
morning Men’s Bible Study.   
                                                                          —Ron Lutjens  
 

   

One of the great privileges of being at a church over many years is in being witness to how men 
and women of God bear patiently with suffering and dying. I'll always cherish the moment I 
shared with my wife Debbie and Dot Branson in an afternoon visit with our dear mother in the 
Lord, Katie Kern, days before she passed from us at age 96. She looked steadily at us as her 
young friends and said, “This is hard.” It was the voice of a tried and true soldier of the cross 
preparing us to follow her by her own example of faith at the edge of the Jordan, “chilly and 
cold.” The rest I want to say in poetry. The first poem is about Cheryl Cook, whose courage and 
patience were amazing to watch. The sentiments in the poem are not my presumption about her 
thoughts, but rather what I supposed I might feel in her place. The next is about Ken Peck, whose 
entourage greeting him at the church door was always a pleasure to watch. I would think when I 
saw it, “How he deserves this honoring!” And finally, a poem of encouragement written when 
Debbie and I were losing our parents one by one.  
 
Cheryl's ALS 
  

No, thank you. 
This is not the adventure 
I signed on for. 
In fact, sir, 
I feel deceived 
Even regret, sir, some of 
What I once believed 
And fail now to see 
The good in what's become of me. 
I don't wish, sir, to interfere 
With the lives of those who must bear 
Me about, nor to insult 
Your wisdom or plan; 
But if you don't mind, sir,  
I'll just collect a few of my things now 
A change of clothes, my toothbrush, and comb 
And sign my discharge papers. 
I want to go home. 



An Old Man Comes to Church 
  
Emperor Ken 
Arrives at ten 
Full four required 
Getting him in. 
  
His chariot's brought him 
Feet from our door; 
The journey may take 
A half-hour or more. 
  
Children can’t see 
What mid-lifers can, 
Happily there 
To convey an old man: 
  
Years of service 
In his vacant face; 
And brief the season 
Till they’re in his place. 
  
Emperor Ken 
Will leave at eleven, 
Fade from our planet  
And dance into heaven. 
  
*** 
 
After a Series of Deaths 
  
Less 
in Jesus’ arithmetic is: 
Un-less 
a grain of wheat 
fall and die 
it abideth alone; 
but if it dies, 
un-less means more—  
failure of the Fall, 
less loss, 
full heart’s harvest— 
more. 
         —Hal Pendergrass 
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#22:  Shepherd and Sheep  
 

Don Bailey was the first full-time pastor to youth and families on our staff, being hired part-time first, in 
1999, to work with our teens. Don and his wife, Tracey, and their two children, Luke and Roxie, left in the 
summer of 2003 to plant a PCA church in Orlando, Florida. 

 —Ron Lutjens  
 

   

When Pastor Ron asked me to reflect on my experiences at Old Orchard for your 30th anniversary 
observance, I immediately recalled the memorable 20th anniversary event, held on September 20, 2001. 
Can it really be that at that celebration we had just experienced 9/11? Were my children, Luke and 
Roxanne, only 9 and 6? I recall Session meetings where we had spirited discussions about the anniversary 
celebration to be held at the First Congregational Church in Webster:  Could we make it special and dress 
up, like grown ups do? Or should we accommodate all of the young children, and just have another picnic 
type of event? (Which were all great, by the way). Somehow, by God's grace, we did both, and the adults 
all shined in suits and dresses! Yet, the younger kids had a special activity room too—Veggie Tales to the 
rescue!—and the mood was most festive and joyful all the way round.  
 

My years at OOC spanned four years on staff, first as Youth Director, and later as Associate Pastor, from 
1999-2003. Ahead of that, however, while my wife, Tracey, and I were students at Covenant Seminary, 
our family attended Old Orchard—and it jarred us into a different conception of the church. Our prior 
church experience took place in a mega-church where “community” was used in the name of the church 
as a marketing tool to draw people like us, who enjoyed slipping into a service to consume professional 
music and a message so that we could tell our friends how we attended a really important church. Old 
Orchard didn’t look important from the outside. The stone sanctuary with no parking lot appeared to have 
been built for another century (1897!). Yet inside we found a community of people who actually knew 
each other. The Biblical second person plural “you all” that I learned about in seminary became real. 
There didn't seem to be a rush to be something in the eyes of the world, yet we sensed a passion for older 
verities such as God's Word, prayer, and walking alongside one another as big sinners with a big Savior. 
 

My call as a full-time Youth Director in 1999 brought with it richly textured experiences in what we 
ministers call “relational ministry.” As a newly minted 40 year-old youth pastor, I was scared to death! I 
remember sitting at the Muny theater in Forest Park watching a live musical in my first week on the job in 
temperatures that even we Floridians were not accustomed to. Was it 99 degrees at 6 p.m.?! The misters 
sprayed over us in the outdoor amphitheater even as darkness fell. I could barely connect the names with 
the faces yet—Ethan (Rogers), Steven and David (Carter), Ben (Roig), Justin (Cook), Sam (Kraft), Pete 
(Branson), Chris (Lowe), Jesse (Cook), Heidi and Marlys (Chambers), Susannah (Lutjens), Jenny (Lowe), 
Emily (Pollihan), Triona (Winter), Mary (Carter), Elizabeth, Anna, and Wendy (Jennings), Katharine 
(Bayer), Becca and Elizabeth (Maness), Toby and Chris (Lowe), David (Roig) Marie (Simonpietri), 
Corrie (Pendergrass), Emily (Roig), and more of you (forgive my lapses) over time. Mark and Olivia, I 
haven't forgotten, and I still pray for you from time to time, wherever you are.  
 

Okay, some of you weren’t there that night at the Muny. Others of you were still in elementary school. 
But over time your names and faces and stories became vivid as we sought to know and follow God 
together—whether in the midst of ultimate frisbee at The College School fields on Newport Avenue, 
volleyball on the Milligan House lawn, church talent shows, church work days raking leaves, or trips to 



Chicago or the mountains of North Georgia. I watched your plays, listened to your recitals, cheered your 
soccer, studied your strange northern game of field hockey, ate in your homes, lifted weights together, sat 
through your graduations—boy, did I! Of course, we studied the Bible, prayed together, and talked about 
topics too innumerable to remember. (Though I do remember the ones on sex and civil disobedience, 
distinctly). You mostly slept or pretended to listen on Sunday morning, and then came into Sunday nights 
bouncing off walls. I relished every moment. In retrospect, it all grows sweeter each passing year.  
 

Not all was rosy during those early years. I remember how Tracey and I sought to live out the vision of 
anchoring the Milligan House upstairs, and realized that we were both too introverted to withstand the 
constant traffic of people on the first floor just below us. There was a time where I headed off—mostly 
every night—to one committee meeting, small group, Session meeting, or something else, and wondered 
if we could keep it together as a family. My mental hamster wheel turned on the issue of whether or not 
OOC was just too connected, too smart, too deep, and too honest to attract many people living in the 
mainstream of suburbia. Where else would one walk into a Sunday morning service, and find a church 
sharing-time where congregants spoke of struggling marriages, devastating illness, and other honest 
revelations of life in a broken world?  
 

Dr. Bryan Chapell, president of Covenant Seminary and professor of preaching, taught us to preach our 
illustrations with what he called “lived body detail.” He meant that we shouldn't describe a story, but 
rather tell one. Make it vivid with detail in such a way that the listener could “be there” as it happened. 
Old Orchard Church gave our family a lifetime of lived body detail experiences. For me, it included 
climbing up in the bell tower during funeral services. Ron instructed me to hit the bell one time for every 
year the deceased person had lived. One dear soul—was it Charlie Walter?—had lived a long life before 
going on to be with Jesus. Covered with dust and hovering in the darkness of the tower over the 
worshippers, I rang the bell up into the 70’s and lost count. Was I at 78 or 88??? I just kept hitting the bell 
until it seemed right and hoped that no one was counting!  
 

The Baileys experienced lived bodily detail every Easter morning:  freezing or getting wet at the teen-led 
sunrise service at Blackburn Park, consuming waffles at crowded tables during one of the breakfasts, 
clapping to Scottish dancing on the lawn and in the street, holding the kids back at the egg hunt, and then 
releasing the balloons filled with helium and carrying a brief Good News message about the Resurrection 
of Jesus for unsuspecting recipients across the Mississippi. I could go on and on about the “lived body 
details” of Six Dinners, Five Desserts, and other evangelistic dishwashing opportunities! Let me not 
forget the moving of several hundred wheel barrows of dirt while laying the Milligan House back yard 
patio, or transporting antiquated tables from the Milligan House to the sanctuary.  
 

In all of these things, Old Orchard Church worked its way into the sinews and bones of our Christian 
walk and memories. Our children, who have been in dad’s church for 8 years, always speak of going back 
to Old Orchard. That is where they remember running around in the side yard, brandishing swords of 
plastic, and fighting off cohorts and running from the enemy. Old Orchard, to them and to us, is a picture 
of real church and real people. If George Hunter III is even half right about the “Celtic Way of 
Evangelism” being a matter of “belonging before believing,” then Old Orchard, paradoxically, is the 
church of the 21st century. People belong there. People come to believe there. It is hard to shake the 
worship, the music, the meals, the wisdom and heart of Pastor Ron and the elders, and the celebration that 
takes place every week.  
 

We all wish we could be there, as you continue to celebrate 30 years of God's faithfulness in Christ! 
 

—Don, for Tracey, Luke, Roxie, and the people 
God has gathered at Conway Community 
Presbyterian Church in Orlando, Florida 

 
11/13/11 



 
 

Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  

#23:  Orders From Above 

Old Orchard was planted as a daughter church by Grace and Peace Fellowship under the oversight of the (then) Midwest 
Presbytery of the Reformed Presbyterian Church—Evangelical Synod in the spring, summer and fall of 1981. The following spring we 
were able to move from being a “mission church” to a “particular church,” the latter term signifying simply that we could function as 
a separate congregation without direct oversight from others since we had leadership ourselves in the form of newly elected and 
trained ruling elders to govern, along with the pastor, the affairs of the church (Ken Peck, Carroll Boswell, and Hurvey Woodson 
[who was serving as a “borrowed” teaching elder]). This milestone transition was effected in a service of worship at Old Orchard on 
Sunday, April 25, 1982, led by the Presbytery.  Cal Boroughs, a member of Presbytery who had been trained as a pastor under the 
leadership of the three co-pastors at Grace and Peace, Egon Middelmann, Jim Kern, and Mike Parker, preached the charge from 
God’s Word that day to the elders of Old Orchard.  It is printed here in full (Cal has served for many years now as pastor at St. Elmo 
Presbyterian Church, nestled below Covenant College, the official college of our denomination [PCA] that sits on top of Lookout 
Mountain, Tennessee). A few months later, in June, the small denomination we joined (RPCES) lovingly dissolved itself forever into 
the Presbyterian Church in America. 

After you read this, please pray, and ask the Lord, our Chief Shepherd, to fill your elders with his Spirit for such important work.   
          —Ron Lutjens 

 
For Old Orchard Church (1 Peter 5.1-4) 

We gather today to recognize Old Orchard as a particular church of the RPCES and Midwestern Presbytery. Part 
of this process is the installation of your own elders. So this morning Ron, Hurvey, Ken, Carroll—we are giving you your 
“marching orders.” These will come from 1 Peter 5, from one who addresses you as a fellow elder. For the members of 
Old Orchard—the sermon will deal with the work of the elders and will understandably apply for the most part to them. 
But there is much that you can do to help them fulfill their calling, so follow along. This is a message that concerns how 
you will be cared for—in a few minutes you’ll get your own marching orders. (Read text here.) 

Hurvey, Ken, Carroll, Ron—so you want to be elders of this congregation—quite a job! But be encouraged, for 
these instructions come from Peter who seems to be the one noted for saying the wrong thing, asking the wrong question, 
getting the wrong point, or at least failing to do the thing that was right. Peter instructs you, Peter who denied Christ three 
times—but also and perhaps most comforting, Peter whom Jesus charged by the Lake as recorded in John 21, Tend my 
sheep. Today Peter charges you to shepherd the flock and exercise oversight. 1. What is your work? 2. How you should 
do your work? 

 
I. THE ELDERS OF THE CHURCH AND THEIR WORK 
 A. Shepherd the flock:  What does a shepherd do! He is responsible to feed, guide, and protect a flock. It is a 
demanding life that requires strength, alertness, wisdom and patience. It’s the shepherd’s job to find grass and water—
good grazing land so that the sheep will be nourished and grow. The shepherd must be on guard to protect the sheep from 
dangerous weather and from predators. He must keep track of the sheep and retrieve any that would stray and risk 
becoming lost. 
 In our talk of shepherding, we aren’t intending to do a course on animal husbandry—but we should realize that 
there are some real parallels between what a shepherd does and what an elder does. The sheep lived in a hostile 
environment—left to themselves they wouldn’t survive. The shepherd helps them survive and grow. A church really isn’t 
so much different. Your congregation has recognized a true need to be tended and God in His mercy has given Old 
Orchard four elders to care for them:  to FEED them from the word of God and His sacraments; to GUIDE them in truth 
so that as a part of the body of Christ they may glorify the head of the church; and to PROTECT them—to guard them 
from danger and error. You elders will be the leaders of Old Orchard—but your leadership, like a shepherd’s, will be one 
of service; God is calling you out to be a servant of this congregation. 
 B. Serving as overseers:  You are given the office of oversight—governing. But it is an office of service. I believe 
that this is the point Peter is making, especially in light of the way he qualifies this oversight. 
  1. Willingly—First he says don’t serve because you must, serve because you are willing. Don’t be elders 
because somebody needs to do it; don’t do it because a church should have elders. Be elders, serve willingly and gladly 
because you and the congregation are convinced that God wants you to be, that He has called you to be, elders. This also 



 
 

means that you shouldn’t do only that which has to be done, you are being called to willingly care for, tend, and love this 
congregation. 
  2. Eagerly—Secondly Peter instructs that you are to serve —not for shameful gain, but eagerly. You’re 
not to serve as elders because you expect to get something out of it, but because you are eager to be a servant to this 
congregation. Peter’s concern is shameful gain—perhaps that’s a reference to the fact that the elders usually oversee the 
money and could be tempted to get sticky fingers—but let’s not limit it to that! Elders, don’t be an elder because you 
expect to get something from your service—money, prestige, make a name, be a “leader.” Be an elder because you know 
that God has called you to service—serve His people, your brothers and sisters not for your good, but for their good, 
because you are eager to see them and this church grow and mature for the glory of God. 
  3. As Examples—not lording it over those entrusted to you, but being examples to the flock. Don’t be 
domineering, don’t throw your weight around. In our day and age this is a particularly tough area. Who are the leaders in 
the world? The strong, the powerful. This is the age of assertiveness and power politics. But Peter is challenging you to 
resist the temptation of power. You are not to exalt yourselves—not to become lords. Your calling is not to protect 
yourself or your office but to be an example—an example of a servant, an example of the Chief Shepherd, Christ, who has 
called you out and gifted you to serve. In many churches the elders chosen are chosen mainly on the basis of how 
successful they have been—those who have made it, the crafty and shrewd. That isn’t what Scripture calls for. Be leaders 
like Paul, whose goal was not to please men, but to please God. He wrote the Thessalonians that as apostles of Christ we 
could have been a burden to you, but we were gentle among you, like a mother caring for her little children. Serve 
with gentleness and love—serve willingly and serve eagerly. 
 Congregation, you can do a lot to help your elders serve you. Don’t tempt your elders to grow weary and despise 
their calling. Also don’t be difficult so that they are tempted to domineer. Heed the encouragement of the writer to the 
Hebrews:  Obey your elders so that their work will be a joy, not a burden, for that would be of no advantage to you. 
 

II. The SPIRIT WITH WHICH THEY SHOULD WORK  
The elders are to shepherd and serve as overseers. What is to be the spirit with which you work? 
 A. From Personal Fellowship:  First note that Peter speaks as one who is a witness to Christ’s sufferings and a 
partaker in the future glory. Earlier in 4.13 Peter spoke of rejoicing in participating in the sufferings of Christ. What Peter 
is speaking of is being in fellowship with Christ. Peter has lived for Christ and thus has himself suffered for his testimony. 
The point is to serve as shepherd and overseer, it is vital that you live in fellowship with your Savior. Being elder is not 
just a job in the church; it is part of our relationship with Christ.  
 B. In Subordination:  The second idea that is to define the spirit of leadership is found in Peter’s words in v.2:   
Be shepherds of God’s flock. You are called out to be leaders, to rule and guide and protect. But this is not YOUR 
church, this isn’t YOUR flock. Never allow yourselves to be deceived into thinking that Old Orchard is yours to do with 
as you please. God has entrusted this congregation, which HE purchased with His own blood, into your hands so that you, 
being supplied by Him, may feed, guide, and protect HIS flock. Seek His strength, His wisdom, His guidance; keep your 
eyes fixed on Jesus, the Chief Shepherd, and you can tend His flock. 
 C. Done with Hope in Christ:  Finally, Peter encourages you with a promise. If you tend God’s flock with 
willingness, eagerness, and integrity you will be rewarded. We are easily tempted to expect self-esteem, a sense of 
accomplishment, of fulfillment to come from our service—but often we don’t get what we expect—but that’s ok as long 
as we remember that Jesus will reward us. You are again encouraged to fix your eyes on your Savior for there will be 
times of discouragement, of weariness, of depression—times when the rewards of service seem non-existent. Don’t 
depend on the office of elder, on serving, to reward yourself, and make your life happy and meaningful. Just do this:  
serve faithfully, serve humbly, serve gently—and carry in your heart and mind God’s promise that He will crown you 
with glory.  
 This is your calling, your charge from Peter:  shepherd God’s flock; serve your Savior and your brothers and 
sisters as overseers. It’s a calling Peter heard from Jesus:  after denying Christ and deserting Him, Peter is asked point-
blank by His resurrected Savior, Peter, do you love me? Three times Jesus asked Peter, Do you love me? Three times 
Peter affirmed his love and Peter received the charge:  Shepherd my sheep. Ron, Hurvey, Ken, Carroll —Jesus asks you 
today, not how capable, not how strong, and not how faithful you feel, but do you love ME?—Then serve My flock. To 
best serve as a shepherd and overseer, love Jesus, love Him with all your heart—and loving Him you can love those that 
are His. 
          —Given By Cal Boroughs 
 

11/20/11 



Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 

30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  
 

#24:  Where Are They Now? 
 

This week and next we will be sharing a few letters and notes we have from former members and interns, 
updating us on their lives and ministries. This week we are sharing two:  the first one is from Alan & 
Dana Mills. In the early days of owning Milligan House the second floor was an apartment (you may 
recall reading about this in Wade Bradshaw’s reflection) and occupied by a Covenant Seminary student 
who also doubled as our custodian. The Mills were the first tenants to live at Milligan House (1991-1995) 
and were members from 1990 to 1995 while Alan studied at Covenant Seminary. Dana captured the 
seasons in photographs of the church building from one of the windows here at Milligan House that you 

may have seen in Ron’s study. It was a lovely gift.    —Durinda Hood 

 
Greetings, 

Dana and I send our Christian brothers and sisters at Old Orchard Church our warmest greetings 
and prayers for God’s continued blessings in your ministry. 

We are so thankful for the five years that our family was nurtured at OOC, and the faithful 
pastoring and mentoring of Pastor Ron Lutjens. We wish so much that we could be with you to celebrate 
30 years of God’s faithfulness in Christ among you. We frequently look back with gratitude to God for 
how you shaped us for ministry and then launched us into ministry. Many of you supported us as we 
began in PCA church planting for three years in Toronto. In 1999 God led us to missional ministry in the 
United Church of Canada where for 11 years I pastored a local congregation in Uxbridge, Ontario. We 
praise God for His grace through these years, with much lasting kingdom fruit and many transformed 

lives—including ours! Since 2010 I have been in ministry in the Canadian Forces as an Air Force 

Chaplain. I am posted to Ottawa, Ontario—Canada’s Capital. I will be posted again in the summer of 
2012 and we could be sent anywhere in Canada, or to Afghanistan.  

Our two wonderful boys, who were both born in St. Louis and baptized at OOC by Pastor Ron, 
are now almost grown and on their own! Zach (20) is now a junior at Grove City College in Pennsylvania 
where he is studying to be an elementary teacher. Nate (17) is in his last year of High School and is 
applying also to Grove City College. He hopes to go into ministry, possibly with Young Life Ministries. 
We look forward to how God will lead them in His service. I include a few digital photos to let you know 
how we look now, since we left Old Orchard almost 16 years ago. [we’ll post these on the bulletin board] 

We have such fond memories of all of the people we knew so well during our years at OOC. 
Many of you we saw briefly in 2006 when we were last in St. Louis for the funeral of our beloved friend 
and mentor, the late Rev. Seth Dyrness. We miss you all and hope to have the chance to see you again 
soon. We would love to hear from any present or former OOC folk who remember us.  

Special blessings to Ron, Katherine and family! 
May Christ continue to glorify Himself in your midst and fulfill His Kingdom purposes through 

Old Orchard Church for many years to come! Amen. 
 

With all our love,  
Alan and Dana Mills 

  
Here is our contact information:  alansemills@hotmail.com; danajmills@hotmail.com 
Our mailing address remains:   85 Herrema Blvd., 

Uxbridge, Ontario 
Canada L9P 1W6 
(905) 852-1585 



This second letter is from Elbe Boshoff, a South African, who was here in St. Louis during the years 2000-
2002 doing research as an audiologist until she returned to her home country.  
 
September 11, 2011 
 
Dear Ron, Old Orchard staff and members, 
 

It was such a surprise to receive the invitation to OOC’s 30th anniversary in the mail a few days 
ago! I guess that, thanks to modern technology, it was not too difficult to find my mailing address! I can’t 
believe that it has been nine years since I moved from St. Louis back to South Africa.  

 
Before I continue I should mention that, with today being September 11, it was difficult for me 

not to think of where in St. Louis I was when someone told me of the attacks on the Twin Towers. I 
remember the person telling me that what had happened that day will have far reaching consequences, 
and at the time I did not realize the magnitude of his words. It certainly is something that had international 
consequences, and something that is remembered by many people here in South Africa.  

 
I continue to have the privilege of living in beautiful Cape Town. I work in my private Audiology 

practice about one mile from the beach in the Bloubergstrand/Table View area. When I walk out of the 
front door of my office, I have a lovely view of Table Mountain. 

 
My three brothers and their families live in and around Cape Town and my mom in the Eastern 

Cape Province. I attend Emmanuel Church, which is part of the Church of England in South Africa. It is a 
fairly large congregation. We have two morning services and one evening service, three pastors (one is a 
youth pastor) and a small pre-school (kindergarten). We have weekly Bible studies and I am involved in 
the screen ministry (preparing and displaying songs for singing by the congregation during services).  

 
Of course OOC will always have a special place in my heart. The members had a special way of 

making me feel welcome. The way in which you celebrated Easter with the Friday evening meals and 
church service was always very special. In South Africa Good Friday is a public holiday, so we usually 
have a morning service.  

 
Of course I wish that I could hop on a plane and join in your celebrations. I hope that you will 

have a very blessed time together and that God will continue to bless the congregation. I also hope, God 
willing, that in the years to come I will be able to join you again at one of your services. Please take lots 
of pictures of your celebrations and put them on your website, I would love to see them! 

 
 It would be great to hear from any of you who still remember me. Also, if anyone from Old 

Orchard ever decides to visit Cape Town they would be most welcome to contact me to show them 
around or assist in any way I can. 

 
Regards, and love in Jesus Christ. 
Elbe Boshoff 
elbe@absamail.co.za 

 
 

11/27/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year  
 

#25:  The Formative First Year—in the Crib 
 
The pieces below were written by two Old Orchard founding members and published in the 
Overture in 1982 when we were celebrating our first anniversary as church. A full year had gone 
by since a city church, Grace and Peace Fellowship, had given birth to Old Orchard, a county 
church in Webster Groves. The first piece was written by an old-timer guy from the Old Orchard 
Bible Church, and the second by a young woman from Grace and Peace. 
 
Carl Gillum had been an elder at the Bible Church before it closed its doors, and he was one of 
the most instrumental people in the hand of the Lord in the birth of the new church—he was a 
kind of spiritual midwife in the whole process. Carl passionately cheered on the mother church, 
encouraging her to “push” this child into the light of day, wanting very much to see Grace and 
Peace decide to bring a group of folks over to Webster to plant a new church, and to see the 
Bible Church give the group their church building. Carl’s visit with the Grace and Peace 
church-plant committee on the day before Easter, 1981, was decisive. His warm fervor for the 
Lord and his “godly optimism” were infectious, and the vote carried—though, by only a margin 
of only one! If Carl had not come to that meeting, I am convinced the vote to plant Old Orchard 
Church would never have been approved and then recommended to the Grace and Peace 
community by that committee. God might have chosen another way, eventually; but he didn’t 
need to! Carl and his wife, Grace, had been pillars of the Bible Church, and were enormously 
helpful in their support and encouragement of us in those first couple of years when Old 
Orchard, as an infant church, was still in the crib. When they moved to Friendship Village in the 
mid 1980s, Becca Skrainka bought their house right around the corner from the church! Carl 
went to his glory in December 1992 and Grace 12 years later in May 2004. 
 
Debbie Fenner (now Debbie Rankin) was a single woman from Grace and Peace working as a 
travel agent when she signed up to join the church plant in Webster Groves. She had been a very 
active member at Grace and Peace, and was the first editor of the Overture at Old Orchard. Her 
reflection here, when we were a year old, on the whole adventurous experience of throwing her 
lot in with a church-plant is a good read. It’s a reminder too, that God can move us along to 
different places where we find the body of Christ alive and well in other churches: while Debbie 
“could not imagine not being a part of Old Orchard Church,” that’s what wound up happening! 
She went on to marry a fine man, Wiley, and they moved to California where they are happily 
involved in a good church in another part of God’s world-wide Vineyard! Note too, Debbie’s 
vision for the future back then: in the last line of her piece she refers to all of you here at Old 
Orchard now!       —Ron Lutjens  

   
 

Looking back over the past year, starting with August 1, 1981, I recognize the hand of the Lord 
moving this body of local believers, Old Orchard Church. It has been very interesting to see how the Lord 
has done His work and how we have walked with Him and each other by faith. 



The first few months was an interim relationship. We had not became an official congregation—we 
were only a mission of Grace and Peace Fellowship. We did not have a constitution nor an official pastor. 
However, these were heady days with commitment and expectancy high. The “Pioneers” who came from 
Grace and Peace were in a great and real adventure. The word got around that there was a new Reformed 
Presbyterian Church being formed in Webster Groves. Hungry people came, saw and stayed. 

We had a big joint meeting with other RP churches [sister churches in the area which were part of the 
Reformed Presbyterian Church—Evangelical Synod] and hundreds of people came and joined hearts, 
prayers and good wishes. These were exciting days. Things were in a state of enthusiasm and expectancy as 
to what the Lord would do next. 

The Lord has been drawing and calling believers into this new body so the body may be complete and 
serve and glorify Him. He has brought people with their spiritual gifts, abilities, talents, willing hearts and 
cooperative minds so that we can minister to, support, encourage and grow into a church which will glorify 
and serve Him. 

He has led us into the organized part of the body by giving us a pastor, a constitution, and official 
members. He has given us the prayer groups which is the heart of the personal relationship where we get to 
know each other very well and get to love and respect each other. 

We are getting into a position to “...equip the saints for the work of service, to the building up of the 
body of Christ until we all attain to the unity of the faith and the knowledge of the Son of God to a 
mature man, to the measure of the stature which belongs to the fullness of Christ.” (Eph. 4:12- 13 )  

To God be the Glory, great things He has done (and is doing). 
—Carl Gillum (published in the August 1, 1982 Overture) 

 

   
 

Thinking back. Like many people I cannot imagine not being a part of Old Orchard Church. At 
the same time I am amazed to be a part of Old Orchard Church. This only speaks to the Lord’s 
sovereignty and wisdom in leading each of us individually to the place we are now. My furthest 
thoughts back:  sitting in Egon’s [pastor at Grace & Peace at the time, Egon Middelmann] living 
room with others on the new church committee hearing mention of Carl Gillum’s name and the 
need in the Old Orchard area (this after a 4-hour session of talking/debating the 2 final options 
before us [i.e., options for which city to plant a church in]); having to decide that night if it 
should even be considered as an option at so late a time in our evaluation; meeting Carl, touring 
the church with Egon and two others—I asked Carl why there was no piano in the ladies’ 
restroom (seemed there were brightly colored ones in every other location); feeling confused and 
somewhat angry as more and more people asked me if I was going to join the new church—
telling Egon that I hoped that I would decide to stay at Grace and Peace; then stepping out finally 
deciding I was to join the new church; sobbing on the shoulder of the person to my left in the 
communion circle at the final send-off service, at the same time being at peace and convinced it 
was the right decision, just not an easy one. Closer memories/ thoughts:  new friends, being 
aware of how the Lord knew what was best for me in meeting my needs; enjoying being a part of 
new ministries and areas of service as He leads me (and all of us); delighting in the newness of 
things and looking forward to enjoying the sameness of things; being aware of what a blessing it 
is to be a part of others’ lives in the body. My subjective thoughts echo some of yours most 
likely. Here’s praying our Father will keep us sensitive to each other and will truly build us 
together, including those who have yet to come, even after year one. 

—Debbie Fenner (published in the August 1, 1982 Overture) 
 

12/4/11 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 

#26:  Where Are They Now?  (Part 2) 
 

We continue in this reflection to highlight some of the interns that have been through Old 
Orchard Church. We begin with Bill & Christa Sutherland, the very first formal intern we had after the 
PCA instituted internships as a requirement for ordination to the gospel ministry. Then we hear from 
Brett & Tara Hartman and Kevin & Erin Ball, both pastors in the PCA now, and dear friends still of our 
fellowship here. We end with a short note from an “old-timer” who is not an intern, but did take the time 
to write to us, Dr. Peter Cole, a physician in St. Paul, Minnesota, who specializes in orthopedic trauma 
and serves on the faculty at the University of Minnesota Medical School as Professor of Orthopedic 
Surgery. 

Be encouraged; the Lord has used us as a church. That should gratify us, humble us, and fire in 
us a desire to be more fit instruments in his hand, for the sake of others.  
        —Ron Lutjens 

 

   
 

Bill and Christa Sutherland 
November 9, 2011 

Sorry, we were not able to make it to the celebration in September. I have been serving as 
a solo pastor at Faith Presbyterian Church (Associate Reformed Presbyterian Church) in Olney, 
Maryland, a small congregation twenty miles outside of Washington, DC, for the last six years. 
Faith is the granddaughter church of Wallace Presbyterian Church in College Park, Maryland, 
where I served for 10 years as an associate pastor, after leaving Old Orchard in 1995.  

My time at Old Orchard from 1992-1995 as an intern was great preparation for ministry. 
My first sermons were preached to you. Ron Lutjens was an outstanding mentor to me and I am 
grateful for the opportunity to have served under Ron and for the opportunity to learn and grow 
with you at Old Orchard. Christa and I celebrated our 20th wedding anniversary in 2011, and we 
have three children: Stephen (16), John (14), and Kara (almost 12). Thank you, Old Orchard, for 
allowing me to test my gifts and confirm my calling to be a pastor while we were with you! It 
was a great blessing that I will not forget! 

   
 

Brett and Tara Hartman 
November 13, 2011 
Dear Old Orchard Church Family,!

Great to hear from you! You all are still so very dear to Tara and me and our family! 
Since leaving OOC and Covenant Seminary in February of 2002, we have been in 
Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania. I am the pastor at New Covenant Fellowship Church where I find 
my greatest joy in discipling men and preaching the Word weekly. I am so thankful for my time 
as an intern at OOC where you all allowed me to cut my teeth in the pulpit and where I also 
learned how to develop a worship liturgy. I learned from the best and incorporate many themes 
and ideas into our worship service that Pastor Ron taught! 

Tara and I have 4 children:  Caleb is 15, Nathan is 14, Seth is 10 and Anna is 8 years old. 
Life is never dull with school, sports, and youth group involvement. And of course when we 
think of OOC we also remember how you all ministered to us as you walked beside us through 
our grief with the loss of our little Natalie while we were with you. Thank you for equipping us 



to be in ministry. It has not always been easy, but God has blessed us and most definitely one of 
those blessings is our relationship we have with you! May God continue to reveal more and more 
of His grace and love to you! 

With much love and affection, Brett S. Hartman, Pastor 
Contact info:  New Covenant Fellowship, 4500 Creekview Road, Mechanicsburg, PA 17050 
NewCovenantFellowship.net. Direct:  (717) 732-8500.  
 

   

Kevin Ball and Erin Ball 
November 16, 2011 

We left Old Orchard in the fall of 2005 as a family of three, but we are now a family of 
five! The birthplaces of our children tell the story of our sojourn in pastoral ministry. Doran was 
born in St. Louis while were members at Old Orchard and students at the Seminary. Marilla was 
born in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, while we served as solo pastor and his wife at a small church in 
rural Alabama. (Kevin as the solo pastor) Our Alabama experience was two-and-a-half years, 
both of leading the local church and of teaching classes at a local Baptist women’s college. Betsy 
Anne was born in Annapolis, Maryland, after I was called as the Assistant Pastor of Discipleship 
to Grace Evangelical Presbyterian Church (PCA) in Davidsonville, Maryland. We have been 
here on the East Coast for almost four years now, living near the Chesapeake Bay. My call was 
changed to Associate Pastor in 2011, a reflection on our experience of being blessed to be with 
the Body and the Lord’s blessing to them, in small ways, through us. !

During our time at Old Orchard, we moved from un-rooted seminarians to PCA-folk, 
finding a theological/denominational home. But, much more than that, we found at Old Orchard 
Church a place of community, depth and richness that we didn’t fully appreciate at the time, but 
later profoundly missed. I continue to be very grateful for my internship experience at OOC. I’m 
thankful for the grace and encouragement from the congregation to serve as an intern—for the 
opportunity to stumble about in my efforts to learn in ministry, that I might really be able to 
grow. Thanks for your investment in us, as a family.  

We are wishing you all the blessings of the Savior during this season of Thanksgiving, 
Advent and the New Year!  

With love in Christ, Kevin and Erin Ball and family 
Rev. Kevin J. Ball, Associate Pastor 
Grace Evangelical Presbyterian Church. www.graceep.org 
4012 Birdsville Rd, Davidsonville, MD 21035 
 

   

Peter and Nancy Cole 
September 4, 2011 
Dearest Friends of Old Orchard Church, 

I regret to say that Nancy and I will not be able to attend the celebration planned for OOC 
September 23-25. Our beloved memories span back to your beginnings, from 1983-85 when we 
found our first church home as a couple. Our dearest Ron Lutjens, by the grace of God still your 
pastor, was our pre-marital counselor, and God’s beautiful instrument for our conversion. We have 
enjoyed visiting you a half dozen times since, the last over July 4th weekend, when we were able to 
share smiles with a few parishioners from those early days. Despite the ever-dwindling old guard, 
the spirit and message was alive and fresh and relevant as ever. It was wonderful to see new 
generations of beneficiaries of all ages, and to sip from the communion chalice as in times of old.  

Much love from the Coles!  
North Oaks, Minnesota 
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Numbering Our Days, Finding Our Wisdom 
Psalm 90:12 

 

30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 
 

#27:  The Home-Going 
 

Back in June we began this series of 30 reflections leading up to and past our 30th anniversary. Our 
theme in celebrating God’s faithfulness to us over three full decades has been, “Numbering Our Days, 
Finding Our Wisdom.” That came from Psalm 90:12 with its sober invitation to live wisely in light of the 
certainty that one day we will die. Who could have known that before these 30 reflections were even 
finished, the numbered days of one of the founding members of Old Orchard Church, Anne Woodson, 
would be up? Last Saturday, Anne, at nearly 50, went in her spirit into the presence of the Lord who 
created and loved her, and now she sees what we can only believe. No more will Anne be weighed down 
by the disabilities that turned her life, at times—and the life of her family—into an endurance test. Anne 
loved simple and beautiful things, and loved to give hugs! We will miss her hugs, her loud and cheerful 
“hellos,” her wonderful drawings, and the glory of her presence in our midst. Now Christ has her fully; 
and his work will not be finished until he returns and transforms her body to be like his glorious body. 
That’s Dorothy’s and Hurvey’s great unshakeable hope, and ours as well. Below is a lovely tribute to 
Anne by Michelle Kraft, Anne’s Sunday School teacher for 20 years, and on the other side is an overview 
of her half-century-long life. Praise God for his faithfulness to Anne!   —Ron Lutjens  
 

   
 

Anne Colleen Woodson… Anne loved her beautiful name [it means “grace”]. My close 
association with Anne began nearly 20 years ago when I became her Sunday School Teacher. I had no 
idea then that a deep friendship and sisterhood would develop and how much she would teach me about 
loving and trusting God.  

Anne’s faith was simple and uncomplicated. She loved the Lord and knew that He loved her. She 
never tired of hearing the Bible stories that Dorothy and Hurvey taught her as a child and throughout her 
life. She loved God’s word; in fact, she thirsted for it. She would leaf through her Bible story book until 
she found a place to begin and then we would read through that entire section.  On those occasions when 
she would visit our home, I would have a stack of books ready to read her. Fiction was fine, but her 
interest was really held by the true Bible stories she knew by heart and which were planted deep within 
her.  

Anne’s life was not always easy. She experienced hard things and difficult times. Like all of us, 
she lived her faith imperfectly, but she trusted God fully. Knowing that He loved her and that she 
belonged to him was her comfort.  

In these latter years she talked a lot about heaven. At first, the question was, “Will I go to 
heaven?” I would remind her of what she already knew--that Jesus died on the cross to bear her sins and 
because she loved and trusted Him she would be with Him in heaven when her time came. In these past 
years “Will I?” turned to “I will go to heaven”. In fact, on her last Sunday in church she exclaimed, “I’m 
going to heaven; won’t God be glad to see me!” Yes, Anne knew that heaven was her true home—she was 
ready to go there. Now she is perfected and free of all that pained her.  

I will miss my dear friend but am rejoicing that she is truly home. I look forward to the day when 
we will meet again and can hardly wait to hear all that she was unable to say here on earth. The refrain of 
one of her favorite hymns says it all: 
 

When we all get to heaven, what a day of rejoicing that will be! 
When we all see Jesus, We’ll sing and shout the victory! 

 
Goodbye for just a short time, dear friend. 
Your sister, Michelle Kraft 



Anne Colleen Woodson 
January 1962 – December 2011 

(written by her mother, Dorothy Woodson) 

 
Anne was born in Milan, Italy, on January 28, 1962. Her parents, Hurvey and Dorothy, were missionaries 
there with a small church. She had a brother, David, who was two years older. Anne spent her first twelve 
years living in a fifth-floor apartment in a gracious old building with an antique elevator. It was across the 
street from a small park and within walking distance of the museum that housed Leonardo da Vinci’s 
“The Last Supper.”  
 
By the time Anne attended an Italian kindergarten (looking adorable in her white smock with a big pink 
bow!), it was clear that she had special needs. After a summer visit to the U.S. for evaluation, Anne was 
placed in the regular American school, in Milan, which was much more flexible than the Italian system. 
On weekends, the family enjoyed walking and camping in the foothills of the Alps, north of Milan. 
 
By 1974, when Anne was twelve, her parents realized that she would need special education that was not 
available in Italy. So the family returned to St. Louis, Hurvey’s home town, for a short time until they 
moved to Bellingham, Washington, where he became the pastor of a church. Anne attended a special 
education school, and the whole family enjoyed the beauties of the Pacific Northwest, including cross-
country skiing.  
 
After four years, the school district did not offer an appropriate program for Anne, so in 1978, the family 
moved back to Webster Groves. They lived in the lovely home that Hurvey’s father had built in the 
1940’s, while Hurvey worked on a counseling degree, at Covenant Seminary, and painted houses to 
support the family. He later became involved in rehabbing houses and real estate. 
 
Anne finished school when she was 18 and began working in a sheltered workshop. When Old Orchard 
Church began, in 1981, Anne was a charter member, and this was her loving, accepting “family” from 
then on. 
 
In 1992, Anne became more independent when she began Supported Living. Since 1999, Margaret Black 
had been her beloved housemate and friend. For many years, Anne enjoyed attending the Day Program at 
ARC. 
 
Anne loved flowers and butterflies, and other beautiful things. She made jewelry and especially loved 
walking with her dad and being read to by her mom. She loved making drawings to give away, and 
looked forward to visits with her brother and sister-in-law, Odette, from Chicago. She loved Sunday 
School with her dear teacher Michelle Kraft and reviewing the Bible stories she had been taught since her 
earliest years.  
 
She often said that she wanted to go to heaven to be with Jesus. The Lord suddenly took Anne home to be 
with Him early Saturday morning, December 10, 2011. We rejoice to think of her in heaven, singing and 
dancing and praising Him. 
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Psalm 90:12 

 

30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 
 

#28:  Welcoming a Stranger on Christmas Day (and throughout the year) 
 

I went this past summer on a business trip to Bangalore, India, and, staying over a 
weekend, needed a place to worship. Recalling that Richard Winter and his family had been 
there before (and whose ancestors played an instrumental role in the community there), I asked 
him if he could recommend a local church. He pointed me to Paul Billy Arnold, a Covenant grad 
and PMI missionary in southern India. I contacted Paul Billy at the last moment, and he 
welcomed me to their Sunday morning worship in the true warmth and hospitality of the Lord, 
offering rides from and to my hotel (no small gift given Bangalore traffic) and to take me to 
lunch. God demonstrated at once both how big (his church extends around the world) and how 
personal (caring for little me overseas) his love for us is:  I was humbled and full of joy at 
worship, which, although of course reflected the culture of Bangalore and India was nonetheless 
imbued with many qualities of worship back at Old Orchard Church. It may not have been mere 
coincidence:  I found out that, while he and his family were at the seminary, Paul Billy had 
actually attended our church and have a special connection with us at Christmastime, as you will 
read below.!

 
Like any church planters, Paul Billy and his family are tremendously busy, caring for the 

location congregation, reaching out into the community (focusing on poor and orphaned 
children), training leaders and planning for the future (in the process of acquiring land for a 
church building)—and yet still making time to warmly welcome a foreigner-stranger as a long-
lost relative. Please do pray for the Arnolds, as they are bringing the love and hope of the one 
true God to India. 

—Matt Philip 
 

Old Orchard Presbyterian Church—The only church!!
I came to the States on July 24th, 1989 from Bangalore, India to Study at Covenant 

Theological Seminary. Our fall semester wasn’t going to start till September, while Greek was 
everywhere in the air at Covenant Seminary. The dormitory was full of conversations about what 
we had heard about area churches, their pastors and which church we needed to visit the 
following Sunday. It wasn’t two weeks into my stay at Covenant that several of our dorm mates 
worshipped at Old Orchard. I was blessed tremendously by the preaching of the word and 
noticed how caring and friendly the congregation was to each other and even to us single guys 
who were visiting. After visiting several PCA congregations in the area I settled on a church 
close to the seminary. Over the next four years of my study I would hear of Old Orchard from 
several seminary mates who were truly blessed by the ministry of the church to them and on 
occasion they would invite me or I would come along with them and worship at Old Orchard. 
After completing my M.Div. I returned back home to pioneer planting of Presbyterian churches 
in the southern part of India under Presbyterian Mission International. 

 
In 2001 God enabled our family to come the States for more theological education. As we 

worshiped in a PCA congregation close to the seminary we were in a dilemma as Christmas was 



approaching. A problem that never came up during my days as a single student at seminary. 
Every Christmas vacation friends took me back home with them either to Texas, Ohio, South 
Carolina or Mississippi. 2001 was different, I was married and had my family with me. The 
church we were worshiping in didn’t have a worship service on Christmas Day. I searched 
websites, called church offices, talked to my friends at seminary and to my absolute horror – I 
could not find a PCA church that had a service on Christmas Day. In passing I mentioned it to a 
dear friend Mrs. Rita Hill, [Rita, member of The Covenant Presbyterian Church, and mother of 
former member Lockwood Hill, has occasionally worshipped with us over the years.] and she at 
once told me that we should go to the Christmas service at Old Orchard. What a relief, having 
grown up in a context where we gathered for corporate worship before we celebrated with family 
and friends we were desperate to find a place where we could attend Christmas service. My wife 
Shirley, our children and I were happy. We got directions several times from different people 
and made it on time for our first Old Orchard Christmas. 

 
Our second Christmas at Old Orchard was in 2002. I believe Pastor Ron Lutjens was on 

Sabbatical and Dr. Richard Winter was leading the service and preached the Word. At the end of 
the service his words after pronouncing the benediction have had a lasting impact on me. With 
excitement and joy in his voice he smiled and urged us with words close to this, “Go feast and 
celebrate with your family and friends that the Saviour was born.” Being a pioneer church 
planter of Presbyterian churches in South India and serving as a Pastor still didn’t protect me 
from the dulling of joy at our Savior’s birth. The joy evident in those we met at Old Orchard was 
a lesson I will never forget. I know Dr. Winter meant those words because in 2001 after our 
family worshipped at Old Orchard we were guests at the Winter home and we feasted on some 
amazing food and on the love of God displayed by God’s children to us who were strangers in 
your country.  

 
As every Christmas approaches I am reminded of your congregation’s warmth and love 

for us who were strangers. May God who is able to do immeasurably more than we ask or 
imagine do through Old Orchard on Christmas Day for His fame and glory. 

 
—Paul Billy Arnold 
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30 Reflections In Our 30th Year 

#29:  Like Mother, Like Daughter 
 
In 2004, Jay Simmons, who had recently finished his pastoral internship at Old Orchard Church, 
approached the Session with the idea of planting a daughter church in South St. Louis City. We 
had already hired an architect and were going down deep into planning major renovations on 
our church building when Jay came to us. To me, at least, Jay’s proposal seemed, at first, like a 
big distraction from what we had decided we needed to focus our time, energy and money on. 
And it was. But in the end we discerned that this was the Lord himself “distracting” us, and so 
we realized that we needed to follow him and be working on two things simultaneously: doing 
the much-needed renovation work that would make our worship space—and the building in 
general—far more functional, and getting behind this effort to share the wealth of the riches of 
the life in Christ that we enjoyed as a fellowship. 
 
The congregation got behind it, so the plans went forward and we asked Jay to be our church 
planter, a job that Jay and his wife, Jen, gladly accepted. The first worship service of “South 
City Church” took place in January 2005, and when all was said and done, 18 or so people from 
Old Orchard left to help give birth to this daughter church. That will be seven years ago next 
month! The church is thriving, serving the often intense and extreme needs of low income urban 
St. Louisans—brothers and sisters to us in the human family. We all have Adam as our father, 
and that creates a solidarity with all who suffer and with all who enjoy the richness of life. But 
South City Church doesn’t just bring human solidarity to all the cultural amenities and the 
problems of the city: They are shining the light of the incarnate, crucified and risen Christ in that 
quadrant of St. Louis, and learning as they go. A few years ago numerous people got together to 
start a Christian school in south city (including our former associate pastor, Mark Tucker and 
his wife, Alice) and key in that effort were members of South City Church. 
 
As I write this, I am reflecting on a simple fact: God made possible both “projects,” the 
renovation of our building and the birth of a daughter church in the city, by inspiring an older 
couple in our fellowship to contribute their life savings to the church. Charlie and Katharine 
Walter were without children, and were part of the Bible Church from whom we bought the 
church building. They are both with the Lord now, but in the end they contributed over $400,000 
dollars to Old Orchard. $80,000 of that went to the South City Church plant, and the rest went 
into our renovations. God uses human means—of all kinds—to push forward the Kingdom of 
Light he established in his Son! 
 
One of these Sundays, skip worship at Old Orchard and go worship with our daughter church, 
your brothers and sisters at South City Church! Read Jay’s reflection on the back; it might 
inspire you to visit them and see what God is doing there. 
 
         —Ron Lutjens  
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Ok, so I feel like the delinquent son who has partaken of all the blessings of a wonderful 
upbringing and home and then said something to the effect:  “Check ‘ya later, Pops! Have a good 
life!” My apologies for the lack of communication with the home front. Truth be told, you all are 
never far from my heart and mind, and each week as we see the influence OOC has had on the 
ethos of our church, I am reminded of our lovely parent church and am thankful. 
 
Six year ago we were the little, unsteady bird leaving our cozy nest at Old Orchard to plant a 
church in the city. Like any fledgling, it’s been a time of adjustment and flexibility—learning and 
growing. But we have navigated all those things by God’s grace and by your DNA. It’s often 
said that “the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.” And if you are like me that can strike fear into 
the heart! We see things that naturally come to us—mannerisms, patterns of relating, 
dysfunction—and we see our parent in them. Dread descends! Oh no…we’re becoming…like 
them! THE HORROR!  
 
But that familial, connectional dread does NOT apply here! I see our parent’s DNA when we 
pass the bread and cup, when we do our moment for missions, when we confess our sins, when 
we get all goofy in worship, etc…and all I have to say is…Thank—you—Jesus. Thank you that 
our apple doesn’t fall far from this tree!  
 
Friends at OOC – don’t you dare take your family there for granted. As unusual and quirky as 
you are, you are also a supreme, lovely, glorious blessing to this city and the world:  a real taste – 
as real a taste as I’ve ever experienced—of the Kingdom of God. Happy Anniversary old man. 
We love you! 
 

—Jay Simmons for South City Church 
http://www.southcitychurch.com 
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#30:  The Glory That Fades and the Glory That Doesn’t 
 

Today we publish the last of our 30 reflections on the life of Old Orchard Church in its first 30 
years, 1981-2011. It’s an exhortation to the congregation written by elder emeritus, Ken Peck, and it 
appeared in the Overture on August 7, 1997, as a meditation on the centrality of the Word of God in 
shaping what we do and think in our living as disciples of Jesus.  

The first of these 30 reflections was something Ken wrote—in May of 2000, when we were trying 
to make long-term decisions about whether to stay in our building or leave it to look for something 
bigger. So it’s fitting also to finish this series with something Ken wrote, since, having served as an elder 
in both the Old Orchard Bible Church and then also in our congregation for 14 years, he is a father in 
the Lord who has seen much of life in a fallen world and whose practical wisdom should be pondered.  

It’s fitting in particular to close these reflections by listening, with heightened attention, as Ken 
exhorts us to give ourselves to studying and meditating on God’s written Word. The theme of our 30th 
anniversary was drawn from Psalm 90:12 with its plea to the Lord to help us face the fact that our bodies 
and minds are in decline, and therefore, that one day we are going to die. Recall the dramatic way this 
truth is put in Psalm 90:5-6: 
    

[People are] like grass that is renewed in the morning: 
in the morning it flourishes and is renewed, 
in the evening it fades and withers. 

 

And do you remember that at the beginning of Advent we heard that same sober image 
proclaimed in the great prophecy of Isaiah 40? 
 

All flesh is grass, 
and all its glory is like the flower of the field. 

The grass withers, the flower fades when the breath of the Lord blows on it; 
surely the people are grass. 

The grass withers, the flower fades, 
but the Word of our God will stand forever.  

 

Little did Ken know in 1997 how this painful truth—that our glory is fragile, like that of grass and 
flowers—would be demonstrated in his own life. In 2008 Ken and Abby retired from the lovely old Bed & 
Breakfast inn they ran in Kimmswick, Missouri, for some 17 years. Ken had built a greenhouse on their 
property, and with much enthusiasm had looked forward to starting, in his retirement, a mini-business of 
raising plants, flowers and herbs of all kinds to give away and sell. 

But he only got to work with his plants—his great love and area of remarkable expertise—for a 
year or so, when he got a diagnosis of Parkinson’s Disease. And in Ken’s case it came on quickly and did 
its ravaging work with terrible efficiency, soon dulling his sharp mind, robbing him of the ability to walk, 
and stripping his hands of their great dexterity and skill. We watched, powerless, as Ken’s glory faded so 
quickly; and it scared and sobered us—as it should have. But Ken’s trust and hope were set squarely in 
Jesus Christ, the living Word of God, who stands forever. That means that the fullness of Ken’s glory now 
lies hidden with Christ in God, as Paul puts it in Colossians 3, because Jesus Christ has been raised 
from the dead, and shares with all who trust him, his never-fading glory: the power of an indestructibe 
life. Ken’s life here still has purpose—eventhough the neurological breakdown in his brain prevents his 
spirit from communicating and expressing itself—because he is still made in God’s image, and because 



he still possesses in his account the down payment of Christ’s indestructible life: the Holy Spirit of God 
lives in him, Parkinson’s or no Parkinson’s. And one day, when Christ returns and raises the dead, Ken’s 
glory will shine again—this time, like a flower that never does fade; he will shine even, like the stars. 
        —Ron Lutjens 
 

   
 

THE WORD OF GOD-–FEAST OR FAMINE? 
 

One of the hard things that Christians face is the task of setting aside time each day to read and study 
God's Word. It really is hard to “find time” to do this effectively because of the many distractions of daily 
life and because we have not set our minds to reading His Word regularly. 
 
There is apparently no easy way to overcome this, but it would be helpful to review some scriptural 
reasons why the regular reading of the Scriptures would be important to us as believers. The psalmist in 
119:11 says to God, Your Word have I hidden in my heart, that I might not sin against you. This 
would be a very good goal to set for ourselves. In Colossians 3:16, the exhortation of Paul says, Let the 
word of Christ dwell in you richly…. Again, Paul exhorts believers to do all things without 
grumbling…holding fast to the word of life, so that in the day of Christ I may be proud that I did 
not run in vain or labor in vain (Philippians 2:14,16). These verses tell us that acquiring an intimate 
knowledge of the Word of God is a very valuable way for the Christian to be "rooted" in it. 
 
The Word of God also encourages the Christian to be as wise as serpents, and innocent as doves 
(Matthew 10:16). A good defense of the Word of God gives us confidence in it. In Titus 1:9, Paul teaches 
us [elders] to hold fast to the trustworthy word in order that we might be able to exhort in sound 
doctrine and refute those who contradict. Once again in II Timothy 2:15, Paul exhorts us [as elders] to 
be as a workman who does not need to be ashamed, handling accurately the word of truth. In short, 
we need to feast on the Word of God for strength. 
 
One of the most graphic summaries of the Word of God is given in a single verse, Hebrews 4:12. This 
verse tells us that His Word is living, active and capable of piercing [us] to the division of soul and of 
spirit, of joints and of marrow—that is, to the innermost parts of our being. It also “judges” the thoughts 
and intentions of the heart. In other words, God’s Word deals directly with believers, revealing to them 
their attitudes of heart, admonishing them to holy living and believing faith. Here we can sense a small 
measure of the power of God’s Word in the lives of Christians who are attentive to it. 
 
A good remedy for the distractions of the day is to pay attention to the things that are truly important. The 
Word of God must have a very high degree of importance to the believing Christian. After all, it is the 
Christian’s “how to” book that discloses God’s will for their lives and their relationship to the Godhead 
and resulting relationships to fellow believers. The Scriptures offer to us the history of Creation and of 
God’s dealings with His people; His promises and chastisements; His mercies and His so-great salvation 
through His Son, Jesus Christ; and the Comforter and Guide He gives us—His Holy Spirit. The Word of 
God offers guidance for our life on earth and promises eternal life through Jesus Christ, our Savior. 
        —Ken Peck 
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