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Branches

From the Principal...  
Otto Bouwman

God's command "Do not be anxious" is always
timely, isn't it? The world today is one filled with
fear. Globally, we've been hearing a great deal
about the coronavirus outbreak. Nationally, we
witness worrisome political tensions. More locally,
within our school system, it is the time of year we
find ourselves challenged with figuring out how we
will put a teaching team together for the next
school year. And then, inside some homes, health
concern of loved ones is a daily burden. In these
circumstances - and indeed in every situation -
God's command "Do not be anxious" is relevant.
We live our lives in our Father's hands; we rest in
his care. His ever-present power upholds us, so
governing us that nothing comes to us by chance,
but by his fatherly hand. May that conviction inspire
gratitude in prosperity and patience in adversity. 

The last issue of Branches was published just a
short while ago. In this edition, be reminded of 
leading characteristics of the education delivered at
CCES. Sometimes we have opportunity  to  make
these points clearly to people  who inquire about
our school; hopefully this articulation is helpful also
for our parent and supporting community. They
help define what makes our school unique
compared to many other independent schools.

First of all, CCES is confessional in character. The
Scriptures are not only foundational in the content
of the instruction given in this Reformed school, but
are also the basis for the context within which
teachers and students  interact and work.  All that
goes on in our school is under the authority  of
God's Word. Education  here is a  constant
learning to say 'I do' in response to all that God
reveals about himself in his Word and works as the
Creator, Redeemer and Sanctifier of life. The
confessional task of the school is to show the
children that all have their being and purpose in
God and can be truly known only in relation to him.
The Scriptures as they have been faithfully
summarized and interpreted in  the Three  Forms
of Unity  are the  foundation for education here 
and give it its confessional character.

Secondly, CCES is covenantal in character.
Reformed education is for covenant children who
have been claimed by God and have received the
sure promise of the Father, Son and Holy Spirit as
signed and sealed in their baptism. The covenant,
therefore, is the Scriptural context or framework
within which Reformed education takes place. The
school assists the parents in educating covenant
children by equipping them with skills and
knowledge, and by nurturing them in godliness that
they might love God above all else and their
neighbor as themselves. Teachers and students do
our work before the face of God within the
relationship of love which binds us to our God.

Thirdly, CCES teaches the reality of the antithesis.
Early in world history, immediately after the fall,
God promised to put enmity between the seed of
the serpent and the seed of the woman.  He did
that primarily by sending his Son into this world.
Already in Psalm 8 we read that   the LORD
ordains praise for himself from the mouths of
babes and infants. Covenant children are to
understand God's claim on them in the great
struggle against Satan; they can look forward to the
final victory of King Jesus over Satan at the end of
time. Our school helps our students realize their
place in this cosmic battle.

Fourthly, CCES is characterized by unity of
purpose of home, school, and church. The school
works together with the God-ordained
organizations of family and church in their tasks of
"telling the next generation" (Psalm 78).  The
school assists the families and the local churches
in this life-giving task. This contributes to the
well-being of the household of faith to which
teachers, parents, and children belong.

In Conclusion 
May God bless our work, as home and school
together  tell the coming generation of God's  work.
May that "telling" lead our children  in such   a way
that the words of their  mouths and  the meditations
of their hearts might be pleasing to their LORD -
their  Rock and their Redeemer. 
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Short Reports of Board Meetings

SAVE THE DATE!
CCES Golf Tournament // Saturday June 6, 8:00am - 1:00pm // More details coming soon!

Steve.Leyenhorst@gmail.com

March 1, 2020

Short Report of the Meeting of the 
Board of Directors of Credo Christian Elementary School
January 13th, 2020

Opening and Welcome: The Chairman, Paul
Sikma, opened the meeting by reading from
Scripture and prayer.  He welcomed the Directors
and Principal Otto Bouwman to the meeting.

Agenda Approval:  The agenda for the regular
board meeting was approved.

Minutes and Short Report: The Minutes and
Short Report of the December 9, 2019 Board
meeting were adopted. 

Incoming/Outgoing Correspondence: A letter
was received from Heather Dykstra resigning her
position at CCES at the end of the current school
year.  A letter will be sent to Heather thanking her
for her faithful service as a teacher at CCES.  A
letter was received regarding concerns about
possible future staff shortages.  This matter has the
Board's on-going attention.  A letter was received
from Heritage Foundation explaining they plan to
launch the Foundation in Spring 2020.  This is
similar to the Harvest Foundation that supports
Canadian Reformed schools in Ontario.

Principal's Report: Otto Bouwman presented the
Principal's Report for January 2020.  Planning for
staffing for next year is underway.  The use of the
Langley church building as the venue for the
Christmas concert was discussed as we may be
outgrowing that venue. 

Chairman's Report: Paul Sikma reported on his
activities as chairman.  

General Business:  
• Lisa VanDyke has resigned her position for

personal reasons. Two names will be brought
forward to the May membership meeting to fill
her position.  

• School cancellation notices (ie. "snow day") are
targeted to be posted by 6:30am on the CCES
website.  

Valley-wide Implementation Committee: Richard
Welfing reported on a recent meeting.  They have
been recruiting Committee members.  Middle
school implementation is at the top of their priority
list.

Education Committee: James Dehaas is
appointed to the committee.

Membership Committee: The Leng family from
the Chinese Reformed Church has recently joined
CCES with their oldest son, Paul, attending
kindergarten. 

Finance Committee: The income statement for
December 31, 2019 was submitted and reviewed. 
The treasurer presented the Salary Committee's
draft report to the Board.  The report will be further
discussed at the Combined Boards Meeting at
John Calvin School on January 23, 2020. 

CCSTA: CCSTA recently sent out a letter to
parents indicating that the video surveillance in the
busses has been installed.  GPS tracking via
mobile app is also proposed and more information
will be available in the coming months on this
initiative.

Next Meetings / Events: The next regular Board
meeting is planned for February 10, 2020, with a
Valley-wide Combined Boards meeting scheduled
for January 23, 2019. 

Closing: Ian Moes offered a prayer of
thanksgiving.  Paul Sikma closed the meeting and
thanked all for coming.
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UPDATED CALENDAR

March 10 Report Cards

12 & 13 Student-Led Conferences

16-27 Spring Break no school

April 8 Easter Assembly gr. K/7 2:00pm

10 Good Friday no school

12 Easter Sunday

13 Easter Monday no school

Credo Aid Update...

A DUTCH CHEESE SALE!  
We have a great deal on Medium and Spiced
Gouda for $15 per kg.  1, 2, or 4 kg pieces. Tell
your friends & family...deadline to order is
Wednesday, March 5.  

Pick up date is March 11...just before Spring break.
Order on the Credo-Aid Facebook page, email
Marcia Wildeboer at marcia.will@hotmail.com or
contact another Credo Aid board member. 
(See the flyer attached)

Thanks to Georgene Vandelft for hosting a Norwex
Sale and to all who ordered.  Credo Aid profited
approximately $300.  

Remember to keep your wallet stocked with
Grocery Gift cards - Consider making a goal to put
a % of your monthly grocery budget using gift
cards!  No extra cost to you but the school earns a
profit. 
Contact Meagan Vandergriendt, Mary-Anne
Vanderhorst and Deanna Vandyke

Considering Teaching?
When you’re a teacher, the days fly. Each day is fresh with variety and activity and vitality; there’s no
time to count down the hours. When you’re a teacher, you’re a learner for life. With your students you
get to study all those topics you loved when you were a kid yourself – storytelling, dinosaurs, space,
soccer, nature, watercolour. You get to create, design, and build. When you’re a teacher, the kids are
amazed that you can dribble a ball between your legs and add up to a million. They love your stories
and, despite their best effort, they even sometimes laugh at your corny jokes. When you’re a teacher,
you get to see daily your students’ joy and wonder at God’s creative power and all the amazing natural
wonders, inventions, processes, and ideas in this world. You get to have a prime role - and a front row
seat – in witnessing God’s creation mandate in action. You see growth and new ideas and aha
moments and creativity and the wisdom of innocence. When you’re a teacher, the days fly.
Stephen Chase

The Credo Christian Elementary

School Board invites applications to

fill teaching positions beginning

September 2020. 

For inquiries about this opportunity, or

to apply, please contact our Principal:

Otto Bouwman

Ph: 604.530.1131 

Email: o.bouwman@credoces.org
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Book Week Contest Winners 

March 1, 2020

Hungry Rabbit Jenica Moes Gr. 1
Rabbit is home and he is hungry.  But there was no more carrots in the cupboards but it was winter and is cold. 
Rabbit thought if I had no more carrots then I will go and find more and I will bring a blanket.

Caring Carrot Goes On a Journey Lucy Vanderhorst Gr. 3
Once there was a carrot and all it ever talked about was books.  The carrot would talk about how great books
were and how you read them but there was a cucumber who never read a book before and the carrot told the
cucumber all about books.  The carrot told the cucumber, "You should read books."  Then the cucumber sadly
said, "I don't have any books."  The carrot was shocked.  And mumbled, "No books."  The cucumber looked
up and said, "Yes, no books."  The carrot felt bad for the cucumber.  Then the carrot had an idea.  And said,
"I'll talk to you later."  Then the carrot went home with a plan!  When the carrot got home she got out a map
that would lead her to a place called the Book Jungle!  The book Jungle was a jungle that was made of books. 
When the carrot got to her destination she looked for the first book she ever had.  She looked everywhere in
the jungle and found it.  The book was called "Piggie and Gerald."  The carrot travelled back home and got
some sleep.  The next day the carrot found the cucumber.  And said, "this is for you."  The cucumber was
shocked then started to smile and said, "Can you read it with me?"  "Yes," said the carrot.  They read it
together both with a smile!  They became friends and both loved books!

The Big Adventure Petra Dehaas Gr. 4
Once upon a time, there lived 2 ten year old girls.  They were in grade 5, their names were Emily and Layla

and they were best friends.  At school they would do everything together, they would play together at recess,
play together after school, do their homework together and even read books together!  And that's how this
story starts.  

So one day after school Emily and Layla were reading a book like they always do it was called "the
Wonderful Adventure." "I wonder why it's called that?" said Emily.  "Well let's read and find out!" Layla said. 
So the 2 girls opened the book and everything went black.  "What's happening!" Layla cried.  "I don't know,
just stay calm!" Emily said in a worried voice.  Then a light came and they could see again.  "Where are we?"
said Layla.  "I have no idea." Emily said.  So they decided to look around and explore. When they were
exploring they had a funny feeling that someone or something was watching them.  Then they heard some
movement and rustling coming from the bushes.  Then the bushes moved apart and the girls saw an ancient
wall with an ancient scroll attached onto it.  The 2 girls had no idea where they were and now they have no
idea what's going on.  So they decided to go take a look at the scroll and the scroll said:

BEWARE, BAD THINGS WILL 
HAPPEN TO YOU…

…NOW YOU ARE CURSED.
"Hey I wonder what that's supposed to mean?" Layla said.  "Well I don't know for sure but I think it means

we're cursed," Emily said.  "OH NO!" said Layla.  "Well let's keep walking," Emily said.  So the two girls
ventured off to see if anything bad would happen.  But something bad did happen and I'll tell you what
happened.

So the girls were walking, still exploring. And they came to a quick sand puddle (well it wasn't actually a
puddle, it was about 4 feet wide, 4 feet long and about 3 feet deep.)  They had no idea what to do!  But after
5 minutes of thinking Emily came up with an idea.  Her idea was to jump over the quick sand.  So they tried
that and Layla made it but Emily didn't.  "Emily, don't worry, I have a rope in my bag!" Layla said.  "Ok, just
hurry!" Emily said. "okay I have the rope, I'm going to throw it to your and your grab it and I'll pull you out,"
Layla said.  "Okay," Emily said.  "On the count of three I'll pull your out."  "1-2-3!" Layla said.  "okay good I'm
out!"  Emily said.  "Hey, do you still have the book?"  Emily said.  "Yah, it's in my bag, why?" said Layla.  "I
would like to go home."  Emily said.  Then Layla said, "How do you know the book will take us home?"  "Well
I figured that if it brought us here it would bring us back." Emily said.  So the girls tried it.  They opened the
book and everything went black.  Then there was a light and they were back home.  "WOW, that was a fun
adventure!" Layla said.  "Yah, it was awesome!"  Emily said.  

They both agreed they were going to do it tomorrow.  And that's how this story ends.
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One Slice Alexa Leyenhorst Gr. 7
I burst through the shop's doors, ignoring the alarms. I clutch the bundle of jewels in my arms and flee. 
"Stop! Stop him! He took my jewels! Thief! Thief!" The shopkeeper yells. I keep on running. 
"Go, West, go!" George hisses in my ear, running alongside me. Where did he come from? I keep running,

even though there's no pursuer. I look up at the traffic camera without looking both ways and it snaps my
picture. Great. Now the police will run files and they'll figure out I'm just a thirteen year old boy with filthy blond
hair and hard, blue eyes. A nobody. 

"No, no!" George moans as we keep running. I hear barking. They have the dogs out. I smile as a song
comes to my head. 'Who let the dogs out? Woof woof. Who let the-'

George trips on a crack in the sidewalk. I stop to help him up, but he waves me away. 
"Go! Go! Don't let them get you! Those jewels are yours. They are the robbers!" George yells. What he's

yelling is the literal truth. I sprint once again, thinking about my sorrow over the loss of these precious jewels.
I cannot lose these jewels. The only family heirloom I own. Or owned. The most powerful possessions in the
universe. More powerful than a nuclear power plant. They have the power to turn back time, and there's only
thirteen left. 

I pant and slow down as I duck into a dark alley. 
"Give me the jewels, kid, and you can see another day." A man hisses in my ear. I tense. 
"I'll have to think about it. But for now, I'll be seeing another day and you'll be seeing stars." I swing around

and punch the man in the face. He stumbles and I run. How does he know about the jewels? This puzzles me,
but for now, I guess I'll have to go back to my hideout. I wouldn't really call it a hideout. It's just a concealed
cave underneath the bridge that tourists go on. Nothing special. But I've been there ever since my parents
died. 

I sigh with relief as I reach the familiar bridge. I glance around to make sure there's nobody looking, and
I dive into the bushes. I open the small wood door and step inside. In the corner there's a bed of hay and old
blankets. The right side of the cave has a bunch of pictures of my parents and me. On this very bridge, in
Paris, in the car singing. I sigh. On the other side of the cave is my little food storage in a cardboard box. I grab
whatever food I can find. I didn't inherit much from my parents. My greedy relatives threatened to argue the
inheritance in court, so I backed off. I now live here. 

Since I'm safe now, I'll reveal my backstory. It was a normal summer day, and I was inside, laughing with
George, my best friend. The jewels were on the mantel. All twenty of them. I was always told not to touch it,
so at the time, I was not thinking about them. George snorted milk out of his nose and we howled with
laughter. A paper airplane flew in the open window. Curious and still chuckling, I opened the airplane. There
was a note written in poetic form. It read, 

Parents are dead. 
Prepare for ahead. 
Give me the jewels. 

You won't be able to follow the rules. 
That moment was horrible. The windows crashed and the jewels were stolen. I had chased after them, and

realized that they had forgotten the only thing that can make the jewels work. The dagger. The only way to
turn back time with the jewels was to cut one in half with the dagger and select the time that you wanted. Only
one slice, and you had your pick. And only that dagger could do it. 
From there, everything was a blur of signing contracts, being kicked out, funerals, newspapers, interviews. I
hated it. I didn't think any of it was necessary. I had just wanted to grieve my parents in peace. 

There was a knock on my door. I picked up the dagger and held it in my left hand. But I realized that there
was a rhythmic beat to it. Knock knock pause. Knockity pause knock pause knock knock. 

"Come in, George." I say lazily, placing the dagger beside the sack of jewels in a hidden compartment. 
"Oh I'm not George, but he is." Came the same whispery voice from the alley. The figure was hooded and

he pointed to George. George was tied and unconscious with a nasty scrape on his head.  
"George." I say, biting my lip. 
"He put up a good fight. Now, enough with the chit chat. Give me the jewels, kid." The man held out his

hand, holding onto George. "And I'll give you your friend." I started to tremble. 
"Were you the one….?" I hesitate to finish my sentence, afraid of the answer. 
"Yes. That paper airplane was mine." The hooded man didn't even sound sorry. He sounded...pleased. 
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"Monster!" I spit on the ground. The man sighs. 
"I'm not a monster. I just want the jewels somewhere safe. Not in the hands of a thirteen year old. The

temptation to bring your parents back will be too great, kid. You'll use the jewels and then the world will
descend into chaos. 

"But...you used seven of them." I complain. The man shook his head. 
"No, they fell into the lake and exploded." He said casually. I scoff. 
"Let me get this straight. You killed my parents, wasted jewels, hurt my friends, and now you want to steal

from me. What is your problem? Am I some important kid or something? I'm just a homeless orphan." I argue.
"No, no." The whispery voice now had an edge to it. "You are the most important thing to me in the world.

Now give me the jewels." He held out his hand again. I sigh and open the compartment and snatch the jewels
grumpily. 

"Fine." I snap, handing him my precious stones. I felt like my soul was being ripped out, but I knew that
he didn't have the one thing to work it. "Now give me George." I say angrily. The man laughs and let's go of
George, letting him slump to the ground. He turns to leave. 

"One more thing." I stop him before he can leave. "How did you find out our secret knock? Only two people
in the world know this place, and they are dead." The man laughs. 

"No. West, only one of them is dead." He says in between chuckles. My jaw drops. 
"Dad…?" I ask in amazement. 
"Miss me, son?" He laughs, spreading his arms wide, and taking off his hood. There was the man from

the picture frames. The man I got my looks from. The man I thought I'd never see again. The man who was
supposed to be dead for five years. 

"Why would you do this? To mom, to me?" I ask, on the verge of tears. Dad's smile drops. 
"You don't think I miss her? This is all to get her back!" He yelled. 
"What about your son?" I shout back. "Why'd you leave me? We could've gotten her back together!"  My

father shakes his head mournfully. 
"I never loved you." He spat. "I never wanted a son. I wanted to travel in time with your beautiful mother,

and all I get is this." He gestured to me, clearly disappointed. 
"If you wanted her so bad, why'd you kill her?" I am in danger of tears again. 
"I didn't! We were hunted down for the jewels. I got away, but she didn't make it. It's all my fault." My dad

sobs, but I don't feel sorry for him. Not one bit. 
"One slice." I say as a finger the dagger that I snatched. "And the world goes downhill. You were presented

with the jewels because they thought you were worthy!" I'm still fingering the dagger, pretending to be oblivious
to the fact that my father is watching with sorrowful, hungry eyes. 

"I'm willing to take the risk." My father held his hand out for the dagger. 
"Well, I'm not." I kick my father and he stumbles, surprised. I snatch the bag of jewels from his hand and

burst through my wooden door. 
"Come back here!" My father roars, but I hold the jewels over the lake. 
"If they touch the water, they'll explode, right?" I ask as he lumbers towards me. Understanding dawns and

he trembles. 
"If you do that, you will have no chance to get your  mother back." He says shakily. 
"I'll do what I have to do to save the world." I manage to say through tears. I already knew she would stay

dead, but thinking about that hurt. There had always been one part of me that hoped I could use a jewel. Just
one jewel, to get her back. Thinking about never seeing her again hurt, a lot. But I ignore my pain. One slice.
That's all I need. One slice. It becomes a chant in my head. Once slice, one slice, one slice. JUST DO IT! The
voice in my head screams. I impulsively cut the bag with one long slice of the dagger and the jewels fall. 

It all seems to happen in slow motion, but I drop the bag in the water and throw the dagger into the darkest
depths of the lake. My father runs to save the jewels, (not his own son) and we are blown backwards by the
force of the explosion of the jewels. Ears ringing, I stand up. My father's feet are sticking out from the bushes.
I run over to find him still. Lifeless. Dead. I bow my head but I know what I did was right. I saved the world, but
that one slice cost me dearly. The End
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