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done it again. Now people are hard at work manicuring their lawns and clearing out cobwebs the
darker winter months hid.
Here at St. Andrew’s we are also going
strong. Thanks to Brian Ford and the Stewards,
the church sign at the front has been renewed,
and the lawns are green and shorn. The women’s
group (the UCW) has put on a lovely spring tea;
the Session is preparing to officially welcome
new members, and the Sunday School (happy
40th year of teaching, Rick), Choir, and
Prayer Fellowship continue faithfully to
carry on with their ministries. Various
members of our congregation are also
quietly going about being involved in service to
others. Thank you! We are looking forward to
welcoming the Montreal Welsh Choir at 3 pm on
May 27th. We hope you can come and bring your
friends. Cost is $15; $20 at the door.
Con’t p. 2
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We are busy now, but many are also preparing for a bit of a summer siesta,
when life will get a little quieter around here before the autumn activities.
There will still be summer worship, however, to which we hope you will
attend when you are “in town”. I would like to say an advance thank you to
the committees who will be conducting the worship services when I am on
vacation and taking study time.
Since the last newsletter, our congregation has been saddened in bidding farewell to three beloved members: Errol Mullahoo, Angus Tackoor,
and Beryl Grant. Our sympathies and prayers go to each of these families
as they entrust their loved ones to God’s eternal peace. We also recognized
long-time members Bert and Margaret Grindlay as they are moving to
Cornwall, Ontario. With Cornwall only being an hour’s drive from here
we hope to see them/you often!
As we head into the summer months, let us remember that wherever we are, we are the Church, the body of Christ, called to be as our St.
A’s Mission Statement says, “compassionate and understanding”. We may
not feel qualified to do so, but let us remember that our Lord loves us, and
wants to shine through us despite our feelings of inadequacies. Maybe we
can share some really interesting stories when we come together in the
summer and in the fall!
God bless you all,
Rev. Alice

Dear God, is our Reverend a friend of
yours or do you just know her through
business? — Questions from a 6-year old
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Prayer Fellowship
The Prayer Fellowship will end the season with a pot-luck lunch after their
regular meeting on Tuesday, May 29th.
Meetings will start again on September 18th when we will continue our
study of the book of Acts in the New Testament using two DVDs called
“Christianity — The First Two Thousand Years.”
Prayer requests may be made throughout the year by calling Shirley
Christie (450-692-4396) who will contact the other members of our group.
There are nine members at present and anyone interested is welcome to join
us Tuesday mornings at 10 am or a little earlier if you wish to have coffee
or tea.
—Shirley Christie

Prayer List
Please remember these people in your thoughts and prayers...
Amber, Pat Ashworth, Barry, Shelley Baumann, Bernice, Ian Brewster,
Carolyn, Chuck & Erika, Laura Cuthbertson, Hugh Davidson, Dianah,
Heather Downs, Jane Eason, Aurele & Gloria Gadoury, Madeline Gagnon,
Linda Gallant, George, Gladys, Joan, Justin, Kristy, Sharon, Marcel, Dennis
McKeating, Michael, Mile, Shelly Mota, Julie Patterson, Phyllis, Matthew
Regimballe, Eleanor & Robert Robertson, Linda Robinson, Bernice Rodger,
Suzanne Ross, Lou & Joan Sarka,
Reynold Skeete, Dylan Stanamir,
Madeline Stevens, Barbara Tyler, Shannon Webb, Ian Wiedow, John
Wiwcharyk, Eleanor Williams, Ethel Yarnell, Shirley Yarnell.
Jeremiah 17:14
Heal me, LORD, and I will be healed; save me and I will be saved, for
you are the one I praise.

Please keep us updated— we would like to hear how our friends are doing
so that we can pray for them more appropriately.
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UCW Birthday & Farewell Luncheon— During a recent UCW luncheon
honoring Margaret Grindlay who is leaving us for new beginnings in
Cornwall Ontario —
We wish Margaret & Bert great happiness in their new venture.

Till we meet again,
Dear Margaret!
"Friends are not only together
when they are side by side, even
one who is far away... is still in our
thoughts."
Margaret giving us the directions
to their penthouse condo!

UCW Luncheon
May 2012
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United Church Women
Summer is quickly approaching, we hope, and our plans are
underway for the STRAWBERRY LUNCHEON that will take
place on TUESDAY, JUNE 26,2012 AT 12 NOON. DONATION ADULTS $10.00 AND $2.50 for children under
12.
We hope to see everyone that can make it at our last
fundraiser before the summer really sets in. The luncheon
includes a plate of sandwiches, a bowl of strawberries and
ice cream and home baked cookies. This event is by ticket
only, so please watch for the posters and get your tickets
early as they sell out very quickly!
Thank you to all who came and supported the Coffee
Party and Bake Sale. It was once again a huge success.
Thank you also to those that donated clothes for our
Clothing Drive; it too was very successful.
It is not too early to plan for the Holly Tea that will be
held on SATURDAY, DECEMBER 1, 2012 this year. Anyone that does crafts, e.g. sewing, knitting or crocheting…
we are counting on your generous donations of your projects to make our Tea a success. Like all of us in the UCW,
we realize that it takes a good portion of the year to finish in time and we have already started ours. We so appreciate all the donations that we receive and it is very gratifying at the end of the Holly Tea to be able to give St. Andrew’s a large donation to keep our church going.
Have a great summer, stay safe and don’t get too much
sun. We will meet again in the October Newsletter.
God Bless,
Carol Epps, President
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Treasurer’s Report
Despite a decrease in regular givings in the first quarter of the year, St.
Andrew’s remains financially stable thanks in large part to last year’s
surplus. We are entering summer, the most challenging financial period
for St. Andrew’s as regular givings suffer greatly while people travel or
simply enjoy the beautiful weather. If you are expecting to be away,
please consider joining PAR – the automatic withdrawal system or
postdated cheque. Thank you to everyone, near and far, for their continued support.
Have a wonderful and safe summer.
—Nancy Christie

Fundscrip
Fundscrip continues to be a profitable fundraiser for St. Andrew’s. To
date from June 2010, we have earned $4,529.45. From January 2012 to
present, we have earned approximately $700.00. Please look in this
newsletter for an order form and consider placing an order. Thank you
to the many individuals who participate. Please note that if I am not in
church to take your order I can be reached at (450)691-7673.
Thank you once again.
—Nancy Christie

Sunday School
I’m happy to report there has been a recent increase in Sunday School
attendance, warming the hearts of St. Andrew’s Sunday School teachers. Sunday School will soon be drawing to a close
on June 17th, 2012 and commencing on September
16th, 2012. We hope to see the children at church
with their families as they enjoy the summer
months.
—Nancy Christie
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The View from the Pew
Spring Birds
Oh, every year has its winter,
And every year has its rain —
But a day is always coming
When the birds come north again.
When the new leaves swell in the forest,
And the grass springs green on the plain,
And the alder’s veins turn crimson —
And the birds come north again.
Oh, every heart has its sorrow,
And every heart has its pain —
But a day is always coming
When the birds come north again.
‘Tis the sweetest thing to remember,
If courage is on the wane —
When the cold, dark days are over,
Why the birds come north again.
—Sumitted by Brian Verschoote
“Red Winged Blackbird Has Spoken”
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Summer
"Then followed that beautiful season...Summer....Filled
was the air with a dreamy and magical light; and the
landscape lay as if new created in all the freshness of
childhood."
— Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Blue Jay
I asked some local birdwatchers about the
blue. What they told me was fascinating!
One told me the blue jay is the most playful
and intelligent of birds, amused by shiny
objects, attentive to other birds’ behavior,
and apt to follow humans who carry food,
knowing that we often clumsily let crumbs
fall.
A second birdwatcher characterized blue jays primarily as
thieves., with a reputation for raiding other birds’ territory and for
stealing nests, eggs, or even chicks.
A third expressed awe for the blue jay. She said these birds are
fierce warriors—territorial, tactical, and aggressive, they’ll plunder and take advantage of weaker and smaller birds.
Perhaps this is one way in which “a bird of the air may carry your
voice” (Eccl. 10:20b)—how the humble blue jay will bear out
varied judgments and prejudices without apparent concern. Like
our greatest heroes of faith, they have no apparent regard for the
opinions of others. What a blessing!
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Noah's Ark
Everything I need to know, I learned
from Noah's Ark .
1. Don't miss the boat.
2. Remember that we are
all in the same boat!
3. Plan ahead. It wasn't
To see the Summer Sky
raining when Noah
To see the Summer Sky
built the Ark.
Is Poetry,
4. Stay fit. When you're
though never in a Book it lie -60 years old, someone
True Poems flee -may ask you to do
by Emily Dickinson
something really big.
5. Don't listen to critics;
just get on with the job
that needs to be done.
6. Build your future on high ground.
7. For safety's sake, travel in pairs.
8. Speed isn't always an advantage. The snails were on board
with the cheetahs.
9. When you're stressed, float awhile.
10. Remember, the Ark was built by amateurs; the Titanic by
professionals.
11. No matter the storm, when you are with God,
there's always a rainbow waiting.
A five-year-old’s version of John 3:16…
“For God so loved the world He gave His only begotten Son, that
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have ever
laughing life.”
Laugh often!

“A day without laughter is a day wasted.”
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Rain
As I was lying sick in bed,
I heard them patter overhead;
And turning to the window there,
I saw them glitter through the air.
I heard them clinking, clinking plain
And range into a clear refrain—
A million, million drops of rain!
On every blade of grass and tree
The raindrops splashed divinity;
While every crack and every chink
Puts up its eager lips to drink.
My senses, freed from bonds and bars,
Beheld it all a rain of stars
With every drop a blazing sun:
A swift deluging never done
Of music merging into one
With every note of fire spun…
For every rounded drop of rain
Kept ringing clear and clean and plain—
Kept ringing clear again, again,
As if from bells of crystal rolled,
And bells of bronze and bells of gold—
Oh, every big, round drop set chiming
A vast and universal rhyming!
The shower, pouring on my need,
Flooded my heart which was a seed
That, soaking, swelling, bursting, grew
To all the scenes I ever knew;
To meadows brightening in my brain,
To cities flashing in the rain;
Until my heart with a new birth—
My heart became the earth, the earth!
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The Mayonnaise Jar
A professor stood in front of his philosophy class with some items.
When the class began, wordlessly, he picked up a very large and empty
mayonnaise jar and filled it with golf balls. He asked the students if the
jar was full. They agreed that it was.
The professor then picked up a box of pebbles and poured it into the jar.
He shook the jar lightly. The pebbles rolled into the open areas between
the golf balls. He asked the students again if the jar was full. They
agreed it was. The professor next picked up a box of sand and poured it
into the jar. Of course, the sand filled up everything else. He asked once
more if the jar was full. The students responded with a unanimous 'yes.'
The professor then produced two cups of coffee and poured the entire
contents into the jar, effectively filling the empty space between the
sand. The students laughed.
'Now,' said the professor, ‘I want you to recognize that this jar represents your life. The golf balls are the important things - God, family,
children, health, friends, and favorite passions -- things that if everything else was lost and only they remained, your life would still be full.
The pebbles are the things that matter like your job, house, and car. The
sand is everything else -- the small stuff. If you put the sand into the jar
first,' he continued, ‘there is no room for the pebbles or the golf balls.
The same goes for life. If you spend all your time and energy on the
small stuff, you will never have room for the things that are important
to you.
So... pay attention to the things that are critical to your happiness. Play
with your children. Take time to get medical checkups. Take your partner out to dinner. There will always be time to clean the house and fix
the dripping tap. 'Take care of the golf balls first -- the things that really
matter. Set your priorities. The rest is just sand.'
One of the students raised her hand and inquired what the coffee represented. The professor smiled. 'I'm glad ! You asked.' It
just goes to show you that no matter how full your life may
seem, there’s always room for a couple of cups of coffee with a
friend.'—Thanks to Rick Cessford for this bit of wisdom!
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Family Faith
"Dear God, when my mom makes leftovers, do I
have to pray for the food again?"

Give me a good digestion, Lord,
And something to digest;
Give me a healthy body, Lord,
With sense to keep it at its best.
Give me a healthy mind, good Lord,
To keep the good and pure in sight,
Which, seeing sin, is not appalled,
But finds a way to set it right.
Give me a mind that is not bored,
That does not whimper, whine or sigh;
Don’t let me worry overmuch
About the fussy thing called “I,”
Give me a sense of humour, Lord,
Give me the grace to see a joke,
To get some pleasure out of life
And to pass it on to other folk.
—Submitted by Lorna Walsh

Letter from Heaven
Our 14-year-old dog Abbey
died last month. The day after
she passed away my 4-year-old
daughter Meredith was crying
and talking about how much she
missed Abbey. She asked if we
could write a letter to God so
that when Abbey got to heaven,
God would recognize her. I told
her that I thought we could so,
and she dictated these words...
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Letter from Heaven
Dear God,
Will you please take care of my dog? She died yesterday and is with you
in heaven. I miss her very much. I’m happy that you let me have her
as my dog even though she got sick. I hope you will play with her.
She likes to swim and play with balls. I am sending a picture of her so
when you see her you will know that she is my dog. I really miss her.
Love, Meredith
We put the letter in an envelope with a picture of Abbey & Meredith, addressed it to God/Heaven. We put our return address on it. Meredith
pasted several stamps on the front of the envelope because she said it
would take lots of stamps to get the letter all the way to heaven. That afternoon she dropped it into the letter box at the post office. A few days
later, she asked if God had gotten the letter yet. I told her that I thought
He had.
Yesterday, there was a package wrapped in gold paper on our front porch
addressed, 'To Meredith' in an unfamiliar hand. Meredith opened it. Inside
was a book by Mr. Rogers called, 'When a Pet Dies.' Taped to the inside
front cover was the letter we had written to God in its opened envelope. On the opposite page was the picture of Abbey & Meredith and this
note:
Dear Meredith,
Abbey arrived safely in heaven. Having the picture was a big help and I
recognized her right away. Abbey isn't sick anymore. Her spirit is here
with me just like it stays in your heart. Abbey loved being your dog.
Since we don't need our bodies in heaven, I don't have any pockets to
keep your picture in so I'm sending it back to you in this little book for
you to keep and have something to remember Abbey by. Thank you for
the beautiful letter and thank your mother for helping you write it and
sending it to me. What a wonderful mother you have. I picked her especially for you. I send my blessings every day and remember that I love
you very much. By the way, I'm easy to find. I am wherever there is
love.
Love, God
We don’t know who replied, but there’s a beautiful soul working in
the dead-letter office at the post office.
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179th Anniversary, May 6, 2012
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179th Anniversary, May 6, 2012
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One hundred and seventy-five years ago

175 Anniversary, May 4 , 2008
th

th

A kirk in the town was envisioned, you know,
Founders were united – buildings were supplied,
Visions always there, but on faith they relied.
From a house to a brick, then to a stone church,
With faith, hope and trust, they were strong in their search,
Prophecies from scripture will be proven true
As many years advance and we live anew.
A warm, inviting church welcomes one and all,
The Lord’s teachings will answer to their call,
Our church serves Baby Boomers and the Elder ones,
When we all cooperate, then the work gets done.
Our faithful flock and organist we do enjoy,
Reverends Drakeford, Wright and Parkes were in our employ,
First team ministry with Rosemary and Alice
Proved to be for us all in perfect balance.
Twenty-seven years for Audrey, now in retirement,
Sandra, in 2008, is her new replacement,
Twenty years for Alice, serving in her field,
Keeps St. Andrew’s going, that’s food for us to heal.
Blessed with many talents, helps us to really strive,
Faithful choir, Sunday School, Church Women alive,
Holly teas, bazaars and dinners are not rare,
Fellowship with Station 7, youth, ALPHA and prayer.
Restoration projects – both inside and out,
Keeps our Stewards busy as they go about.
On the spirit side, our Elders help us thrive,
Dynamic “lay” back-ups keep the church alive.
African Children’s Choir and Group “AEternal”
Delighted worshippers you could surely tell,
Memorial Hymn Sings, shoeboxes, pageants and skits,
Enlightened all members as they did their bits.
Tie quilts, pew bibles and memorial bricks,
Communion cloth, brass planters, Lord’s Prayer print – a good mix,
Church piano, donations, gifts, both large and small,
Contributors remembered as they shared them all.
The ’98 ice storm, we could not foretell,
But life at St. Andrew’s is still doing well,
Internet, e-mail and computer to date,
Almost record snowfalls in 2008.

-17Enthusiastically, we’re here to celebrate,
As Rev. Groeneveld speaks to us on this special date.
May we happily look forward to many more years
As our grandchildren and youth have no further fears.
We’ll truly miss all those who’ve passed on through the years,
Memories of their presence will oft bring joys and tears,
We’re all getting older as membership declines,
All the more reason to keep in touch over time.
“NEVER MISS AN OCCASION SUE” --HAZEL FINLAY

A Hiker’s Psalm
He has hiked this trail before. He knows which side-trails are
worth taking. To a lake or to a falls, and which ones lead to a
dead-end, that would cause me to have to double back. We come to an overlook, and he knows all the mountains by name. He knows the birds by their
song, and the edible plants (and the ones that will make me sick...). We come
to a rock-face to climb and he is always there with a helping hand outstretched
or (better!) a word of encouragement for me to scramble the ones I must climb
on my own.
Sometimes, we come to a fork in the road, and I get obstinate, and insist on
going my own way. Then, he carries on down his trail, and I go down
mine. But when I do, the woods seem darker, the trail - less defined. My pack
grows heavy and the way is steep. Eventually, I find my way back to the main
trail— his trail (which may involve a mile or more of heavy bushwhacking.) When I do, I never fail to find him there to greet me, with his arms open
wide, and camp already set up. Next to the fire is simmering something really
good.
I remember well the day we came to the crossroads for the trail to the mountain
called Calvary. I argued and pleaded with him not to go.
"See?" I said. "Down this way! The trail is wide and the forest is bright! I am
sure there is a stream down here, with a waterfall!
We could have lunch beside it. Bannock bread and mulled wine...."
"Go that way," he said, "If you wish. But I must carry on down this trail. This
pack is heavy, even for me and I could never expect you to follow me to the
end. Our paths to that camp are much different but I hope the destination is the
same."
To see me hike today, it may appear that I hike alone. But come
on over, and walk a mile with me. You will find that I do, in
fact, have a guide. He is right here by my side.
Written on a solo hike of les sentiers de l'estrie, Kingsbury to
Glen Sutton 1994.—G Keith Motton
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It's the little things that count...
Lisa Beamer on Good Morning America - If you remember, she's the wife of Todd Beamer who said 'Let's Roll!'
He helped take down the plane over Pennsylvania that was
heading for Washington, DC on 9/11.
She said it's the little things that she misses most about Todd, such as
hearing the garage door open as he came home, and her children running to meet him. She's now the Mom of a beautiful little girl, Mary.
Lisa recalled this story:
"I had a very special teacher in high school many years ago whose husband died suddenly of a heart attack. About a week after his death, she
shared some of her insight with a classroom of students. As the late
afternoon sunlight came streaming in through the classroom windows
and the class was nearly over, she moved a few things aside on the edge
of her desk and sat down there.
With a gentle look of reflection on her face, she paused and said, ' Class
is over, I would like to share with all of you, a thought that is unrelated
to class, but which I feel is very important. Each of us is put here on
earth to learn, share, love, appreciate and give of ourselves. None of us
knows when this fantastic experience will end. It can be taken away at
any moment.
Perhaps this is the powers way of telling us that we must make the most
out of every single day. Her eyes, beginning to water, she went on, 'So
I would like you all to make me a promise. From now on, on your way
to school, or on your way home, find something beautiful to notice.
It doesn't have to be something you see, it could be a scent, perhaps of
freshly baked bread wafting out of someone's house, or it could be the
sound of the breeze slightly rustling the leaves in the trees, or the way
the morning light catches one leaf as it falls gently to the ground. Please
look for these things, and cherish them. For, although it may sound
trite to some, these things are the "stuff" of life. The little things we are
put here on earth to enjoy. The things we often take for granted.
Con’t...
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The class was completely quiet. We all picked up our books and filed
out of the room silently. That afternoon, I noticed more things on my
way home from school than I had that whole semester. Every once in a
while, I think of that teacher and remember what an impression she
made on all of us, and I try to appreciate all of those things that sometimes we all overlook.
Take notice of something special you see on your lunch hour today. Go
barefoot. Or walk on the beach at sunset. Stop off on the way home
tonight to get a double dip ice cream cone. For as we get older, it is not
the things we did that we often regret, but the things we didn't do.
A Summer To Do List:













Go for a pic-nic — take along a friend or someone who is shut-in.
Eat lunch straight from the garden… veggies are good food.
Go to a beach or a pool. Float & listen to your thoughts… or
don’t think at all!
Take a close-up look at the mysterious interior of flowers.
Sit in your backyard with an enjoyable book & a glass filled with
tinkling ice cubes...add whatever beverage pleases you.
Take a walk in the country or through a bird sanctuary. When
it’s really hot, take a walk along a lake, a river, an ocean.
Listen to the birds. Their song will fill your soul.
Bake something with strawberries & rhubarb.
Spend time with people under 4 & over 80. They have a lot to
say. Listen! (Those in-betweeners are great too!)
Dance in the rain.
See a sunset.
Give thanks!
"Dear God,

I didn't think orange went
with purple until I saw the
sunset you made on Tuesday night. That was really
cool."
— Emma, 8 years old

-20-

Calendar — June
June 3 — Environment Sunday
Prayer for creation
God said, 'Let the waters be gathered together, and let dry land
appear.' We thank you for the beauty of the earth, for the diversity
of land and sea, for the resources of the earth. Give us the will to
cherish this planet and to use its riches for the good and welfare
of all. God of life: hear our prayer.
Common Worship: Seasons & Festivals of the Agricultural Year

June 10 — 87th Anniversary of Church Union
Dear God, Thank you for the amazing journey of this United Church.
And for all who have been part of it. Thank you for the way you bring
us together, inspiring connections with you, with others, with the world.

June 17 — Father’s Day
Q. Which day are there more collect calls than any other
day of the year?
A. Father's Day

June 17 — Aboriginal Sunday
A national day of celebration and reflection on the history and contributions of Aboriginal peoples in Canada.
It is traditionally a sacred time marking the summer
equinox and coming of new growth.
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Tribute to Dad
What Makes a Dad
God took the strength of a mountain,
The majesty of a tree,
The warmth of a summer sun,
The calm of a quiet sea,
The generous soul of nature,
The comforting arm of night,
The wisdom of the ages,
The power of the eagle's flight,
The joy of a morning in spring,
The faith of a mustard seed,
The patience of eternity,
The depth of a family need,
Then God combined these qualities,
When there was nothing more to add,
He knew His masterpiece was complete,
And so,
He called it ... Dad
"The greatest gift I ever had
Came from God, and I call him Dad!"
A perfect summer day is when the sun is shining, the breeze is
blowing, the birds are singing, and the lawn mower is broken.
~James Dent

Let’s hope for a perfect summer day for Dads everywhere!
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July
July 1 — Canada Day ~Happy 145thBirthday!
God keep our land glorious and free!

September
September 3 — Labour Day
Labour Day has its origins in the labour union movement, specifically
the eight-hour day movement, which advocated eight hours for work,
eight hours for recreation, and eight hours for rest.

September 9 — Creation Time begins
Creation Time in the Season of Pentecost begins the Sunday after Labour Day and ends on Thanksgiving Sunday. It is not a church season,
but a period in which congregations celebrate the fact that creation is an
integral part of the whole Christian year.

September 9 — Grandparent’s Day

“Dear God, my Grandpa says you were around when
he was a little boy. How far back do you go?”
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Grandpa’s Hands
Grandpa, some ninety plus years, sat feebly on the patio bench. He didn't move, just sat with his head down staring at his hands. When I sat
down beside him he didn't acknowledge my presence and the longer I
sat, I wondered if he was OK. Finally, not really wanting to disturb him
but wanting to check on him at the same time, I asked him if he was
OK. He raised his head and looked at me and smiled. "Yes, I'm fine.
Thank you for asking," he said in a clear strong voice.
"I didn't mean to disturb you, Grandpa, but you were just sitting here
staring at your hands and I wanted to make sure you were OK," I explained to him.
"Have you ever looked at your hands," he asked. "I mean really looked
at your hands?"
I slowly opened my hands and stared down at them. I turned them over,
palms up and then palms down. No, I guess I had never really looked at
my hands as I tried to figure out the point he was making.
Grandpa smiled and related this story: "Stop and think for a moment
about the hands you have, how they have served you well throughout
your years. These hands, though wrinkled, shrivelled, and weak have
been the tools I have used all my life to reach out and grab and embrace
life.
They put food in my mouth and clothes on my back. As a child my
mother taught me to fold them in prayer. They tied my shoes and pulled
on my boots. They have been dirty, scraped and raw, swollen and bent.
Decorated with my wedding band they showed the world that I was
married and loved someone special. They were uneasy and clumsy
when I tried to hold my newborn son. They trembled and shook when I
buried my parents and spouse and walked my daughter down the aisle.
They have covered my face, combed my hair, and washed and cleansed
the rest of my body. They have been sticky and wet, bent and broken,
dried and raw. And to this day, when not much of anything else of me
works real well, these hands hold me up, lay me down, and again continue to fold in prayer.
Con’t...

These hands are the mark of where I've been and the ruggedness of my
life. But more importantly it will be these hands that God will reach out
and take when he leads me home. And with my hands He will lift me to
His side and there I will use these hands to touch the face of Christ."
I will never look at my hands the same again. But I remember God
reached out and took my grandpa's hands and led him home. When my
hands are hurt or sore I think of Grandpa. I know he has been stroked
and caressed and held by the hands of God. I, too, want to touch the
face of God and feel His hands upon my face.
—Submitted by Rick Cessford

Grandparent’s Day — September 9, 2012
Grandma’s Wings
Grandma I wonder
where you keep your
wings.
Are they hung in your
closet with the rest of your
things?
Do you put them away
and just use them at night
Or give them to Rosie
to polish up bright.
I know you have wings,
for this must be ture,
‘cause God always gives
them
to Angels just like you.
—Ricky R. Hernandez

Grandma's Hugs Are
Made Of Love
Author: Unknown

Everything my grandma does
is something special made with
love.
She takes time to add the extra
touch
that says, "I love you very much."
She fixes hurts with a kiss and
smile
and tells good stories grandmastyle.
It's warm and cozy on her lap
for secret telling or a nap.
And when I say my prayers at
night
I ask God to bless and hold her
tight.
Cause when it comes to giving
hugs
my grandma's arms are filled with
love!
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The History of Aprons
I don't think our kids know what an apron is. The principal use of Grandma's apron was to protect the dress underneath because she only had a few. It was also because
it was easier to wash aprons than dresses and aprons used
less material. But along with that, it served as a potholder
for removing hot pans from the oven. It was wonderful
for drying children's tears, and on occasion was even used
for cleaning out dirty ears.
From the chicken coop, the apron was used for carrying
eggs, fussy chicks, and sometimes half-hatched eggs to
be finished in the warming oven. When company came, those aprons were
ideal hiding places for shy kids. And when the weather was cold Grandma
wrapped it around her arms.
Those big old aprons wiped many a perspiring brow, bent over the hot wood
stove. Chips and kindling wood were brought into the kitchen in that
apron. From the garden, it carried all sorts of vegetables. After the peas had
been shelled, it carried out the hulls. In the fall, the apron was used to bring in
apples that had fallen from the trees.
When unexpected company drove up the road, it was surprising how much
furniture that old apron could dust in a matter of seconds. When dinner was
ready, Grandma walked out onto the porch, waved her apron, and the men
folk knew it was time to come in from the fields to dinner.
It will be a long time before someone invents something that will replace that
'old-time apron' that served so many purposes.
Grandma used to set her hot baked apple pies on the window sill to cool. Her
granddaughters set theirs on the window sill to thaw. They would go crazy
now trying to figure out how many germs were on that apron. I don't think I
ever caught anything from an apron — but love...
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Chuckles!
A preacher was completing a temperance sermon: with great expression she
said, "If I had all the beer in the world,
I'd take it and throw it into the river."
With even greater emphasis, she said,
"And if I had all the wine in the world,
I'd take it and throw it into the river."
And then, finally, she said, "And if I had all the whiskey in the world,
I'd take it and throw it into the river." She sat down.
The choir director then stood very cautiously and announced with a
pleasant smile, "For our closing song, let us sing Hymn #365: 'Shall
We Gather At the River.'"

A song the choir sang recently:
Immoral, impossible, God only know
how tenors & basses, sopranos, altos
at service on Sunday are rarely the same
as those on Thursday to choir practice came.
Unready, unable to sight-read the notes,
nor counting, nor blending, they tighten their throats.
The descant; so piercing, is soaring above
the melody only a mother could love.
They have a director; but no one knows why,
no one in the choir deigns to turn her an eye.
It’s clear by her waving, she wants them to look,
but all of them stand with their noses in books.
Despite the offences, the music rings out.
The folks in the pews are enraptured, no doubt.
Their faces are blissful, their thoughts are so deep;
But it is no wonder, for they are asleep.

Thank you to our wonderful choir for a year filled with melody.
Enjoy your well-deserved break — see you in September.
And one last word from church bulletin bloopers...
At the morning service, the sermon topic will be 'What Is Hell?'
Come early and listen to our choir practice.
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Please mark your calendar for the following events…
June
 Wed. June 6, 6 p.m. Session/Stewards Bar B Q and meetings
 Fri. June 8th, 8 pm — 2 am Bands & Dancing Fundraiser for Station 7at Del
Mondo Restaurant (Jean Coutu Strip Mall, D’Anjou) Entry Fee $5.00.
 Sun. June 17, Father’s Day breakfast 9:30am (for all) and worship (incl. Sunday School closing for summer) in Memorial Hall
 Sun. June 24, St. Jean Baptiste Day 10:30 worship
July
 Sat. July 1 Canada Day & Celebrations
 Sun. July 8 Morning worship 10:30 / Memorial Service at Protestant Cemetery (a time to remember loved ones resting there and elsewhere) In case of
rain the gathering will be postponed to the following Sunday.
 Sat. July 14, Station 7/Options Golf Tournament at Bel Vue Golf Course
 July 16 – Aug. 21 Rev. Alice will be on vacation and study leave. Various
committees will once again be in charge of the Sunday worship services.
August
 August: Sandra Fortier will be on vacation. In an emergency, please contact
your/a session member.
September
 Sunday, Sept. 9, 10:30 worship Grandparents Day
 Wed. Sept. 12, 7:30 pm. Session meets
 Sun. Sept. 16, 10:30 worship, 4 p.m. welcome back bar-b-q and corn roast
 Tues. Sept. 18 7:30 pm Stewards meet
 Sat. Sept. 22 Station 7/Options Walk-a-thon
 Sat. Sept. 29 Chateauguay Food Bank Drive, Starting at Centre Evangelique.
Volunteers greatly needed.
October
 Sun. Oct. 7, 10:30 am worship Thanksgiving Sunday and World wide Communion Service.

Most people walk in and out of your life,
But FRIENDS leave footprints in your
heart.

ST. ANDREW’S UNITED CHURCH
46 Rue Dupont Ouest, Chateauguay QC J6J 1G3
Telephone: (450) 698-1050

The newsletter is printed 4 times a year:


Fall / Oct. & November
(Deadline for submissions: September 16, 2012)



Winter / December, January, & February
(Deadline for submissions: November 11, 2012)



Spring / March, April, & May
(Deadline for submissions: February 10, 2013)



Summer / June, July, August, & September
(Deadline for submissions: May 12, 2013)

I hope to hear from you… If you have articles, poems, etc. you would
like to have printed in the newsletter, please call the church office or
send by email: sandrewsunitedchurch@bellnet.ca
—Sandra Fortier, editor
After Adam stayed out late a few nights, Eve
became suspicious.
“You’re running around with another
woman...admit it!” she demanded.
“What other woman?” Adam shot back,
“You’re it!”
That night Adam was fast asleep when he was
awoken by Eve poking him in the chest.
“What are you doing?” asked Adam.
“Counting your ribs!!
—Thanks to Vera Esdon for this chuckle!

Have a safe and happy summer! May God bless & keep you.

