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What kind of culture is formed
with this mission?

Worship theKing,
around the table,

for the life of theworld.

Mission

Vision



“I was just going to say that I couldn’t undress
because I hadn’t any clothes on when I suddenly
thought that dragons are snaky sort of things and
snakes can cast their skins. Oh, of course, thought I,
that’s what the lion means. So I started scratching
myself and my scales began coming off all over the
place. And then I scratched a little deeper and,
instead of just scales coming off here and there, my
whole skin started peeling off beautifully, like it does
after an illness, or as if I was a banana. In a minute or
two I just stepped out of it. I could see it lying there
beside me, looking rather nasty. It was a most lovely
feeling. So I started to go down into the well for my
bathe.

“But just as I was going to put my feet into the
water I looked down and saw that they were all hard
and rough and wrinkled and scaly just as they had
been before. Oh, that’s all right, said I, it only means
I had another smaller suit on underneath the first one,
and I’ll have to get out of it too. So I scratched and
tore again and this underskin peeled off beautifully
and out I stepped and left it lying beside the other one
and went down to the well for my bathe.

“Well, exactly the same thing happened again.
And I thought to myself, oh dear, how ever many
skins have I got to take off? For I was longing to bathe
my leg. So I scratched away for the third time and got
off a third skin, just like the two others, and stepped
out of it. But as soon as I looked atmyself in thewater
I knew it had been no good.

“Then the lion said—but I don’t know if it
spoke—‘You will have to let me undress you.’ I was
afraid of his claws, I can tell you, but I was pretty
nearly desperate now. So I just lay flat down on my
back to let him do it.

“The very first tear he made was so deep that I
thought it had gone right into my heart. And when
he began pulling the skin off, it hurt worse than
anything I’ve ever felt. The only thing that made me
able to bear it was just the pleasure of feeling the stuff
peel off. You know—if you’ve ever picked the scab off
a sore place. It hurts like billy-oh but it is fun to see it
coming away.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” said Edmund.
“Well, he peeled the beastly stuff right off—just

as I thought I’d done it myself the other three times,
only they hadn’t hurt—and there it was, lying on
the grass, only ever so much thicker, and darker,
and more knobbly-looking than the others had
been. And there was I as smooth and soft as a
peeled switch and smaller than I had been. Then he
caught hold of me—I didn’t like that much for I was
very tender underneath now that I’d no skin on—and
threwme into the water. It smarted like anything but
only for a moment. After that it became perfectly
delicious and as soon as I started swimming and
splashing I found that all the pain had gone from my
arm. And then I sawwhy. I’d turned into a boy again.
You’d think me simply phony if I told you how I felt
about my own arms. I know they’ve no muscle and
are pretty mouldy compared with Caspian’s, but I
was so glad to see them.

“After a bit the lion took me out and dressed
me—”

“Dressed you?With his paws?”
“Well, I don’t exactly remember that bit. But he

did somehow or other, in new clothes—the same I’ve
got on now, as a matter of fact. And then suddenly I
was back here. Which is what makes me think it
must have been a dream.”

DEEP HEALING

C.S. Lewis The Voyage of the Dawn Treader



Andwhen he returned to Capernaum after some days, it was reported

that he was at home. And many were gathered together, so that there

was no more room, not even at the door. And he was preaching the

word to them. And they came, bringing to him a paralytic carried by

fourmen.Andwhen they could not get near him because of the crowd,

they removed the roof above him, andwhen they hadmade an opening,

they let down the bed on which the paralytic lay. And when Jesus saw

their faith, he said to the paralytic, “Son, your sins are forgiven.”

Mark 2:1–5

home. Many who heard Jesus teach at
synagogue could not wait until the next
Sabbath to hear him again, and they
brought their friends. It was standing
room only.

This famous scene encapsulates the
remarkable love and patience of Jesus.
Who among us responds to people
intruding in our home this way? Not only
that, but Jesus is happy when they tear
apart the roof. Like this man, Jesus came
to heal us, body and soul – we are all sin
sick even if we are not all paralytics. In
both cases, Jesus is eager to heal and
forgive everyone who comes to him in
faith (even someone else’s faith). He

Eustace’s encounter with Aslan is a beautiful picture
of Jesus’s deep healing in the household of God.



How dowe build up& keep this
culture atCtK and in our lives?



That seems the ultimate injustice, to take away the one talent from amanwho has
only one talent and give it to the other ones. I take that to mean, again, not a
punishment so much as the inevitable consequence of burying your life. If you
bury your life—if you don’t face, among other things, your pain—your life
shrinks. It is in a way diminished. It is in a way taken away.

Frederick Buechner



Whenwas the last time you truly retreated?




