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Dear Friends, 

     “Merry Christmas and Happy New 

Year!”  It doesn’t seem that long ago 

since we were sending out those greet-

ings from the previous year. And now, 

here we are again, the temperatures hint-

ing at winter to come, as some leaves still 

hang tenaciously onto the trees, and 

every now and then we get a delicious 

whiff of wood smoke wafting on the 

cool air. Already we are seeing the 

Christmas lights going up on some 

homes and definitely in the stores! 

     Besides our own personal prepara-

tions, at St. A’s we are preparing to cele-

brate our Lord’s birth with the excite-

ment and activities that are so much a 

part of our tradition at this time of 

year.  People are gearing up for the Holly 

Tea, the White Gift Service and  Sunday 

School drama presentation, the Choir 

Carol Service, and the Christmas Eve 

Services.  We hope you will be able to 

join with us. 
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 This year, due to a number of reasons, we will not have the 

Seniors’ Christmas Luncheon. We hope, though, that you will be 

able to enjoy food and fellowship at some of the other activities that 

are being planned as we head into the 180th year of this congrega-

tion, including the Robbie Burns supper on January 25th. 

 This is a time of year when our thoughts turn to loved ones 

and family get-togethers.  Sadly, we know that for a number of peo-

ple, this Christmas will be different; there will be “the empty 

chair.”  Our thoughts go out to you who will face this Christmas 

without your loved one(s) present.  We hope the memory of Jesus 

coming to earth to defeat death will give you hope in your sorrow. 

 We sing about “Our Lord Emmanuel” meaning “God with 

us.” May we remember His presence with us through the highs and 

lows of this holy season. May His sweet presence be with you all. 

Blessings, Rev. Alice 

 

 
What a lady! 
Congratulations to Jessie Boyd, mother of Jessie Amy, who just 

recently had her first book published.  Not bad for a young woman 

of 96 years of age! What an inspiration 

to us all! The name of the delightful 

270-page book of memoirs is ti-

tled:  “Still Kicking — But Not as 

High”.  Rev. Alice is willing to lend 

her copy if you’d like to read it, or you 

might ask Jessie if you can still pur-

chase your own copy. 

  

Christmas Gift Ideas for the person 

who has everything.    

There are a number of charitable organizations who have gift ideas 

to help those in need, in the name of a friend or family 

member.  St. A’s has a number of catalogues on hand if 

you would like some ideas. 
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Rev. Alice writes... 
 

Dear Friends:  

When I was a little girl I wanted to know without any doubt  about 

how to get to heaven.  …I was grateful when someone pointed out 

that eternal life comes as a gift from Jesus.  We can’t earn our way 

into heaven; we can’t be that good. 

Christianity tells us we can be part of God’s life-enjoying family by 

saying yes to the gift of Himself. Because of this, even the poorest of 

the poor, and the most limited intellectually and physically can be-

long; the doors are wide open to all…. 

We can tell others the good news that it’s not that we (have to be) per-

fect, - it’s that He is and when we’re with Him, we’re safe.  I like 

that.  But there’s more, much more to our faith. Our faith is not just 

singular, it is also communal.  Dr. Timothy Keller of Redeemer    

Presbyterian Church in New York City explains it well….    

“When we look at the whole scope of this story line, we see clearly 

that Christianity is not only about getting one’s individual sins for-

given so we can go to heaven. That is an important means of God’s 

salvation, but not the final end or purpose of it. The purpose of      

Jesus' coming is to put the whole world right, to renew and restore the 

creation, not to escape it. It is not just to bring personal forgiveness 

and peace, but also justice and shalom to the world. God created both 

the body and soul, and the resurrection of Jesus shows that he is going 

to redeem both body and soul. The work of the Spirit of God is not 

only to save souls but also to care and cultivate the face of the earth, 

the material world.” (― Timothy Keller, The Reason for God: Belief 

in an Age of Skepticism) 

 At Christmas, as we gather to celebrate the coming of our Lord, we 

are onto something really big; it is not just celebrating a baby born 

under very unusual circumstances , but we are welcoming Someone 

Who when given the opportunity wants to transform whole communi-

ties.  I also like that.   We really can sing “Joy to the World” ! 

—Rev. Alice 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/847789.Timothy_Keller
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/2306323
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/2306323
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United Church Women 
 

The HOLLY TEA will be held on Sat. Dec. 1, 2012 be-

tween 11 a.m. and 3 p.m.  We count on your support in 

order to make this event a success and hope that you  are 

even now working on items that we can sell. The following 

tables are in need…. 

             

  Home Baking  Barbara Meldrum 

        Sewing & Knitting Eileen Sim 

        & Crafts  Norma McKeating 

        Crafts & Dolls Lorna Walsh 

        Jewellery  Joan  & Les Spurrell 

        Kitchen  Betty Lloyd                    

        Tea Room  Carol Epps 

        Attic Treasures Sophie Cessford 

 

The call is out to all who love to bake for the Holly Tea. 

The bake table needs items to sell and the Tea Room is in 

need of squares, cookies and small cup cakes. Thank you in 

advance to all who support us; it would not be possible with-

out you. 

Our Turkey Pot Pies are available again this year. The 

cost is $4.00 each. Come early as they sell out fast. 

They will be at the left end of the Bake Table. Debbie 

& Sabrina will be selling them. 

The Tea  Room serves a lovely light lunch of assorted sand-

wiches and desserts along with tea & coffee for a donation 

of $5 for adults and $2.50 for children over 12.  Ask Betty 

for our new Church calendar ($8) or our Millennium Cook 

Book ($8). 
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UCW 
 

The Jewellery Table is in need of any jewellery that 

you no longer want. Bring it in as soon as possible along 

with any spare small jewellery boxes that you have no 

need of. 

Last but never least, if you have anything for the Stewards 

Table they would be so grateful. The article must be new. 

We hope to see all of you there. Merry Christmas to 

you and your families. 

Carol Epps,  

UCW President 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“There are few hours in life more agreeable 

than the hour dedicated to the ceremony 

known as afternoon tea.”  

― Henry James, The Portrait of a Lady  

The Tea Party 

 

I had a little tea party 

This afternoon at three. 

'Twas very small- 

Three guests in all- 

Just I, myself and me. 

 

Myself ate all the sandwiches, 

While I drank up the tea; 

'Twas also I who ate the pie 

And passed the cake to me. 

― Jessica Nelson North  

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/159.Henry_James
http://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/1434368
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/3121346.Jessica_Nelson_North
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Prayer Fellowship 
 

We are currently viewing a video called “The New Testament” 

put out by The Great Courses Professor Bart D. Ehronan at the 

University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, USA.  The video leads 

to new insights and lots of discussion. 

We will not be meeting in the month of December.  Meetings will 

begin January 15th weather permitting. 

New members are always welcome — just come Tuesday morn-

ings at 10:00 am. 

—Shirley Christie (450-692-4396) 

 

Prayer List 
 

Please remember these people in your thoughts and prayers... 

Amber, Loyd Ainslie, Pat Ashworth, Shelley Baumann, Bernice, 

Ian Brewster, Caroline, Carolyn, Chuck & Erika, David Chun, 

Laura Cuthbertson, Dave, Hugh Davidson, Dianah, Heather 

Downs, Jane Eason, Aurele & Gloria Gadoury, Madeline 

Gagnon, Linda Gallant, George, Lesia Ghany, Gladys, Jennifer, 

Joan, Justin, Kristy, Sharon, Dennis McKeating, Michael, Mile, 

Cheryl Miller, Terry Muncey Alexa Parkin, Julie Patterson, 

Phyllis, Gail Provencher, Robert Robertson, Linda Robinson, 

Suzanne Ross, Lou & Joan Sarka, Ken Semper, Reynold Skeete, 

Dylan Stanamir, Madeline Stevens, Marilyn Tennant, Barbara 

Tyler, Ian Wiedow, John Wiwcharyk, Shirley Yarnell. 
 

 

 

Please keep us updated— we would like to hear how our friends are 

doing . 

 

Isaiah 41:10 "So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dis-

mayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I 

will uphold you with my righteous right hand." 
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Prayer  

Prayer is a complex phenomenon and there are times in 

life when God seems not to answer our prayers involving 

very important issues such as a death or an accident of a loved 

one, a struggle, or a painful situation. We cannot understand how 

God works or His nature, or explain why some people regularly 

receive answers to prayers, while others do not, though these per-

sons may be equally as faithful to God. In some prayers, the an-

swers are instantaneous, but as we know, some answers to prayer 

may come slowly and quietly after many years. Why will God 

answer a prayer for a lost item, but seem quiet in the face of trag-

edy?  Such is the mystery of God. 

But God has many things He wants to teach us and has His rea-

sons for doing what He does. There are countless times that God 

does answer our prayers, yet we are blind to recognize them. And 

though it may seem that God is against us or has abandoned us, 

we may never understand what it all means until it is revealed to 

us in the future. 

So though we wish God would answer all of our prayers, all of 

the time, we have come to understand that though we don’t get 

what we want most of the time, we trust in God’s infinite wisdom 

and thank Him for His faithfulness to us and hope to one day   

understand the whys for our existence here on earth when we do 

see Him. 

 
  

Isaiah 58:8-9 

“Then my favor will shine on you like the morning sun, and 

your wounds will be quickly healed.  I will always be with you 

to save you; my presence will protect you on every side.  When 

you pray, I will answer you.  When you call to me, I will     

respond.” 

(Good News Bible) 
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Treasurer’s Report 
 

Despite a decrease in regular giv-
ings, St. Andrew’s is financially sta-
ble thanks in large part to the funds 
earned from the filming of the 
movie this fall.  At this time, it ap-
pears as though, with the help of 

Presbytery, the necessary repairs to the Memorial Hall 
roof will be carried out.  These projects have required 
hours of dedication on the part of many Stewards to 
whom I am very thankful.   
Thank you for your continued support and have a very 
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. 

—Nancy Christie 
 

Fundscrip 
 
FundScrip is a fundraising program that asks you to pay 
for your everyday purchases with gift cards bought 
through the FundScrip program. A percentage of the 
cards that you purchase is then donated to St. Andrew’s.  
As the gift giving season approaches, please look over the 
order form found in this newsletter and let us take care of 
your holiday shopping for you.  Orders can be placed un-
til Sunday, December 16th, 2012 to receive the gift cards 
before Christmas.  Fundscrip orders will resume on Sun-
day, January 6th, 2013. 

Thank you and Merry Christmas. 

—Nancy Christie 
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Sunday School 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

The Sunday School was blessed with a number of new 
children this fall.  It’s very gratifying for the teachers to 
have more children attending on a regular basis, allow-
ing us to learn more from each other every week.  The 
Christmas Pageant will be held on December 9thand 
practices are underway.  There will be no Sunday 
School on December 30th, 2012 and January 6th, 2013.   
Have a safe and happy holiday season. 
—Nancy Christie 

DID NOAH FISH?  
A Sunday school teacher asked, "Johnny, do you think 
Noah did a lot of fishing when he was on the Ark?" " 
No," replied Johnny.   "How could he, with just two 
worms." 
 
The Sunday school teacher was telling her class that when 
Lot’s wife looked back at Sodom, she turned into a pillar of 
salt when Bobby interrupted.  “My mommy looked back 
once while she was driving,” he announced, “and she turned 
into a telephone pole.”—With thanks to Allen Rathwell  
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Family Faith 
You are My Sunshine 

Like any good mother, when Karen found out that another baby was on 

the way, she did what she could to help her 3-year-old son, Liam, pre-

pare for a new sibling.  They found out that the new baby was going be 

a girl, and day after day, night after night, Liam sang to his sister in 

mommy's tummy.  He was building a bond of love with his little sister 

before he even met her. 

The pregnancy progressed normally for Karen.  In time, the labor pains 

came. Soon it was every five minutes, every three, every minute. But 

serious complications arose during delivery and Karen found herself in 

hours of labor.  Would a C-section be required? Finally, after a long 

struggle, Liam's little sister was born. But she was in very serious con-

dition. With a siren howling in the night, the ambulance rushed the in-

fant to the neonatal intensive care unit. 

The days inched by. The little girl got worse. The pediatrician had to 

tell the parents there is very little hope.  Be prepared for the worst.  

Karen and her husband contacted a local cemetery about a burial plot. 

They had fixed up a special room in their house for their new baby but 

now they found themselves having to plan for a funeral. 

Liam however, kept begging his parents to let him see his sister. I want 

to sing to her, he kept saying.  Week two in intensive care looked as if a 

funeral would come before the week was over.  Liam kept nagging 

about singing to his sister, but kids are never allowed in Intensive Care. 

Karen decided to take Liam whether they liked it or not.  If he didn't see 

his sister right then, he may never see her alive. She dressed him in an 

oversized scrub suit and marched him into ICU. He looked like a walk-

ing laundry basket.  The head nurse recognized him as a child and bel-

lowed, 'Get that kid out of here now. No children are allowed!'  The 

mother rose up strong in Karen, and the usually mild-mannered lady 

glared steel-eyed right into the head nurse's face, her lips a firm line.  

'He is not leaving until he sings to his sister' she stated.   

Con’t... 



Then Karen towed Liam to his sister’s bedside.  He gazed at the tiny 

infant losing the battle to live.  After a moment, he began to sing.  In the 

pure-hearted voice of a 3-year-old, Liam sang: 

 

'You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, 

you make me happy when skies are gray.' 

 

Instantly the baby girl seemed to respond.  Her pulse rate began to calm 

down and become steady.  'Keep on singing, Liam,' encouraged Karen 

with tears in her eyes. 

 

'You never know, dear, how much I love you, 

please don't take my sunshine away.' 

 

As Liam sang to his sister, the baby's ragged, strained breathing became 

as smooth as a kitten's purr.  'Keep on singing, sweetheart.' 

 

'The other night, dear, as I lay sleeping,  

I dreamed I held you in my arms' 

 

Liam's little sister began to relax as rest, healing rest, seemed to sweep 

over her.  'Keep on singing, Liam.' Tears had now conquered the face of 

the bossy head nurse.  Karen glowed. 

 

‘You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.   

Please don't take my sunshine away.' 

 

The next day...the very next day, the little girl was well enough to get 

out of ICU..... She went home two weeks later. 

Woman's Day Magazine called it The Miracle of a Brother's Song.  The 

medical staff just called it a miracle.  Karen called it a miracle of God's 

love.  

'The evidence of God's presence far outweighs the proof of His         

absence.' 
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Never ever give up on the people you love.  

LOVE IS SO INCREDIBLY POWERFUL. 
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Tidbits 

Take time to think – It is the source of power. 

Take time to play – It is the secret of perpetual youth. 

Take time to read – It is the fountain of wisdom. 

Take time to pray – It is the greatest power on earth. 

Take time to love and be loved – It is a God-given privilege. 

Take time to be friendly – It is the road to happiness. 

Take time to laugh – It is the music of the soul. 

Take time to give – It is too short a day to be selfish. 

Take time to work – It is the price of success. 

—Thanks to Audrey Bauer for this thoughtful piece 

 

Feed the Birds… 

but don’t forget 

the squirrels! 

Good Morning 

When I say good 

morning I mean to say: 

G-od 

O-ffers us His 

O-utstanding 

D-evotion to 

M-ake us 

O-bedient and 

R-eady for a 

N-ew day with Him. 

I-nspire others please and  

N-ever forget  

G-od loves you! 

—Author Unknown 

A great big thanks to all who helped with the Harvest Supper & special 

thanks to the Baden Powell Guild who s generously gave of their time.   



My First Christmas in Heaven 

I see the countless Christmas trees around the world below 

With tiny lights like Heaven's stars reflecting on the snow. 

The sight is so spectacular-- please wipe away the tear 

For I am spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this year. 

 

I hear the many Christmas songs that people hold so dear 

But the sound of music can't compare                                         

With the Christmas choir here. 

I have no words to tell you the joys their voices bring 

For it's beyond description to hear the angels sing. 

 

I know how much you miss me, I see the pain inside your heart 

But I am not so far away, we really aren't apart. 

So be happy for me dear ones you know I hold you dear 

And be glad I'm spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this year. 

 

I sent you each a special gift from my heavenly home above, 

I sent you each a memory of my undying love.  

After all, love is a gift more precious than pure gold. 

It was always most important in the stories Jesus told. 

 

Please love and keep each other as my Father said to do. 

For I can't count the blessing of love he has for each of you. 

So have a Merry Christmas and wipe away that tear. 

Remember I am spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this year. 

This poem was written by a 13 year old boy named Ben.  

He died of a brain tumor that he had battled with for 

over four years.  He lost the fight on December 14, 1997 

and gave this poem to his mum before he died.              

—Submitted by Rev. Alice 
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The Importance of Friendship 
 

A mouse looked through the crack in the wall to see the 

farmer and his wife open a package.  "What food might 

this contain?" The mouse wondered. He was devastated to 

discover it was a mousetrap. Retreating to the farmyard, 

the mouse proclaimed this warning: "There is a 

mousetrap in the house! There is a mousetrap in the 

house!"  

The chicken clucked and scratched, raised her head and 

said, "Mr. Mouse, I can tell this is a grave concern to you, 

but it is of no consequence to me. I cannot be bothered by 

it."  

The mouse turned to the pig and told him, "There is a 

mousetrap in the house! There is a mousetrap in the 

house!" The pig sympathized, but said, "I am so very 

sorry, Mr. Mouse, but there is nothing I can do about 

it but pray. Be assured you are in my 

prayers."  

The mouse turned to the cow and said, "There is a 

mousetrap in the house! There is a mousetrap in the 

house!" The cow said, "Wow, Mr. Mouse. I'm sorry for 

you, but it's no skin off my nose."  

So, the mouse returned to the house, head down and de-

jected, to face the farmer's mousetrap.... Alone. . .  

That very night a sound was heard throughout the 

house -- the sound Of a mousetrap catching its prey. 

The farmer's wife rushed to see what was caught. In 

the darkness, she did not see it. It was a venomous 

snake whose tail was caught in the trap. The snake bit the 

farmer's wife.  

The farmer rushed her to the hospital. When she re-

turned home she still had a fever. Everyone knows you 

treat a fever with fresh chicken soup. So the farmer 

took his hatchet to the farmyard for the soup's main 

ingredient: chicken! 
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But his wife's sickness continued. Friends and neighbors came to sit 

with her around the clock. To feed them, the farmer butchered the pig. 

But, alas, the farmer's wife did not get well... She died. So many people 

came for her funeral that the farmer had the cow slaughtered to provide 

enough meat for all of them for the funeral luncheon. And the mouse 

looked upon it all from his crack in the wall with great sadness.  

So, the next time you hear someone is facing a problem and you think it 

doesn't concern you, remember --- When one of us is threatened, we are 

all at risk. We are all involved in this journey called life. We must keep 

an eye out for one another and make an extra effort to encourage one 

another.  

You may want to give this to everyone who has ever helped you out… 

and let them know how important they are.  Each of us is a vital thread 

in another person’s tapestry.  Our lives are woven together for a reason.  

One of the best things to hold onto in this world is a friend. 

 

“Friendship is born at that moment when one person says to another: "What! 

You too? I thought I was the only one.”  

― C.S. Lewis 

 

“I would rather walk with a friend in the dark, than alone in the light.”  

― Helen Keller 

 

“Silence makes the real conversations between friends. Not the saying, but the 

never needing to say that counts.”  

― Margaret Lee Runbeck 

 

“We'll be Friends Forever, won't we, Pooh?' asked Piglet. 

Even longer,' Pooh answered.”  

― A.A. Milne, Winnie-the-Pooh 
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Erik’s Old Man 
If you judge people, you have no time to love them. 

   —Mother Teresa 

 

Our family was driving from San Francisco to Los Angeles on 

Christmas Day.  That year Christmas came on Sunday and we 

needed to be in Los Angeles on Monday morning, having spent 

Christmas Eve and Christmas morning with my husband’s par-

ents.   

We stopped for lunch at a diner in King City.  I was enjoying a 

review of the happiness and meanings of the day when my reverie 

was interrupted.  I heard Erik, our one-year-old-son, scream with 

glee in his high chair.  “Hi there.”  (Two words he thought were 

one.)  He pounded his fat baby hands — whack, whack — on the 

metal tray of the high chair.  His face was alive with excitement, 

eyes wide, gums bared in a toothless gin.  He wriggled and 

chirped and giggled, and then I saw the source of his merriment. 

A tattered rag of a coat — greasy, worn.  Baggy pants, both they 

and the zipper at half mast over a spindly body.  Toes that poked 

out of would-be shoes.  A shirt that had ring-around-the-collar all 

over and a face like none other.  Gums as bare as Erik’s.  Hair 

unwashed, uncombed, unbearable.  Whiskers too short for a beard 

but way beyond the shadow stage.  And a nose so varicose that it 

looked like the map of New York.  I was too far away to smell 

him, but I knew he smelled. 

His hands were waving in the air, flapping about on loose wrists.  

“Hi there, baby; hi there, big boy.  I see ya, buster.”  Erik contin-

ued to laugh and call, “Hi there.”  Every call was answered.  I 

shoved a cracker at Erik and he pulverized it in his tray.  I turned 

the high chair.  Erik screamed and twisted around to face his old 

buddy. 

The waitresses’ eyebrows were rising.  Several diners went 

“ahem.”  This old geezer was creating a nuisance with my beauti-

ful baby!  Now the bum was shouting from across the room, “Do 

ya know peek-a-boo?  Hey look, he knows peek-a-boo.” 
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The old guy was drunk.  Nobody thought anything was cute.  My 

husband was embarrassed.  I was humiliated.  Even our six-year-

old wanted to know why that man was talking so loud.   

We ate hurriedly and in silence, all except Erik, who continued to 

run through his repertoire with the bum. 

My husband rose to pay the check, telling me to meet him in the 

parking lot.  I grabbed Erik and headed for the exit.  The old man 

sat poised and waiting, his chair directly between me and the 

door.  Lord, let me out of here before he speaks to me or Erik.   

I tried to side-step to put my back between Erik and any air the 

old man might be breathing.  But Erik, with his eyes riveted on 

his best friend, leaned far over my arm, reaching out with both 

arms in a baby’s pick-me-up gesture.  In the split second of bal-

ancing my baby and turning to counter his weight, I came eye-to-

eye with the old man.  His eyes were imploring.  “Would you let 

me hold your baby?” 

There was no need to answer.  Erik propelled himself from my 

arms into the man’s and immediately laid his head on the man’s 

ragged shoulder.  The man’s eyes closed and I saw tears hover 

beneath his lashes.  His aged hands, full of grime and pain and 

hard labor, gently, so gently, cradled my baby’s bottom and 

stroked his back. 

The old man stroked and rocked Erik for a moment, then opened 

his eyes and looked squarely in mine.  He said in a firm, com-

manding voice, “You take care of this baby.”  

I said, “I will.” 

He pried Erik from his chest, unwillingly, long-

ingly, as though he were in pain.  I held my arms 

open to receive my baby, and again the gentle-

man addressed me.  “God bless you, ma’am.  

You’ve given me my Christmas present.”—Nancy Dahlbert 

—Thanks to Erich and Audrey Bauer for this lovely story. 
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Enjoy Life Now —  
It Has an Expiry Date! 
 

When I was a kid, my Mom liked to make breakfast food for din-

ner every now & then & I remember one night in particular when 

she had made breakfast after a long, hard day at work. On that 

evening so long ago, my Mom placed a plate of eggs, sausage, 

and extremely burned biscuits in front of my dad. I remember 

waiting to see if anyone noticed! 

Yet all my dad did was reach for his biscuit, smile at my Mom 

and ask me how my day was at school. I don't remember what I 

told him that night, but I do remember hearing my Mom apolo-

gize to my dad for burning the biscuits. And I'll never forget what 

he said: "Honey, I love burned biscuits." 

Later that night, I went to kiss Daddy good night and I asked him 

if he really liked his biscuits burned. He wrapped me in his arms 

and said, "Your momma put in a long hard day at work today and 

she's real tired.  Besides ... A burnt biscuit never hurt anyone!" 

You know, life is full of imperfect things... and imperfect people. 

I'm not the best at hardly anything, and I forget birthdays and   

anniversaries just like everyone else. What I've learned over the 

years is that learning to accept each other’s faults and choosing to 

celebrate each other’s differences is one of the most important 

keys to creating a healthy, growing, and lasting relationship. 

So...please pass me a biscuit. And yes, the burned one will do just 

fine! 

And please pass this along to someone who has enriched your 

life...I just did! Life is too short to wake up with regrets... Love 

the people who treat you right and forget about the ones who 

don't. 

—Thanks to Rick Cessford for this lovely read! 
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Letter to God 
 

Dear God, 

I want to thank you for what you have already done. I am not go-

ing to wait until I see results or receive rewards;  

I thank you right now. 

I am not going to wait until I feel better or things look better; I 

thank you right now.  I am not going to wait until people say they 

are sorry or until they stop gossiping about me;  

I thank you right now. 

I am not going to wait until the pain in my body disappears; I 

thank you right now.  I am not going to wait until my financial 

situation improves; I thank you right now. 

I am not going to wait until the children are asleep and the house 

is quiet; I thank you right now.  I am not going to wait until I get 

promoted at work or until I get a job; I thank you right now. 

I am not going to wait until I understand every experience in my 

life that has caused me pain or grief; I thank you right now.  I am 

not going to wait until the journey gets easier and the challenges 

are removed; I thank you right now. 

I thank you because I am alive. 

I thank you because I made it through the day’s difficulties. 

I thank you because I have walked around the obstacles. 

I thank you because I have the ability and the opportunity to do 

more and do better. 

I thank you because you have not given up on me. 

Thank you for loving me just as I am. 

God, You’re so good to me all the time whether or not I realize it 

or whether I deserve it or not. Thank you Dear God for every-

thing.  I praise you in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 

—Submitted by a friend 



St. A’s Happenings —  
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Dianna & Donald with baby daughter 

Jayna & their little son, Regan. 

Elder Bruce Snair 

Two Baptisms ... 

Lorne, Brianna 

& baby Finley. 
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And a Wedding... 

Isabel Sacucchi & Jim O’Connor 
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How to Have Real Christmas 
Joy 

Anyone over the age of 35 remembers Paul McCartney's lyrics 

in "Eleanor Rigby." He asks who is she putting on the face 

cream for -- and poor Father McKenzie who's writing a sermon 

that no one will hear. Both very lonely people described by 

Paul, and he asks where all these lonely people come from and 

where they belong. I think about this song during this Christmas 

Season. 

I think about the widow who devoted her life to her husband for 

fifty years and now he's gone. She's left with memories that just 

make her lonelier during this "festive" season. Who cares about 

her? Who makes time to make sure she is invited to Christmas 

Dinner, or who pays for her to have her hair done so she can 

feel pretty again? 

Then my mind wanders to the 37 year-old single mother of 

three small boys. Her husband decided he didn't want to be a 

father anymore and he just left. Who cares if she has enough 

food for breakfast, much less for a Christmas Dinner? Who ca-

res if her children have a tree, much less any small gift under it? 

And then there's the 65 year old man whose wife has just died. 

How could she leave him just before Christmas? She was the 

one who always decorated the house, put on the Bing Crosby 

LPs, and filled the house with spicy fragrances from her ginger 

bread men. She's the one who made sure he talked to his daugh-

ter and his grandchildren on the other side of the world. Why 

don't they just shut down Christmas and all of its happy music? 

He sits in his chair and wishes it had been him who left. Life is 

just too hard now, and hearing all of this happy stuff just makes 

him feel worse.  How many of us are so absorbed in our 

own little world of "Merry Christmas!" that we never 

think about those who are struggling through this "happy" 

time of year?  I fantasize about living in a world where chil-

dren are taught to adopt a senior citizen in a home for Christ-

mas; where the focus is on giving time and attention to those  



whose loneliness is magnified during this season; where children 

save their nickels to buy some bath powder for their adopted sen-

ior citizen so she can feel special when she sits down to Christmas 

Dinner with them; where kids take time to play checkers with 

their adopted "grandpa." Would it really be so hard to give 10% of 

our time and attention to someone who's alone during this season 

when we celebrate the birth of Christ? 

My parents took me to Senior Citizens’ homes from the time I was 

six.  We took small gifts, talked to them like they mattered, and 

then all of us gathered to sing Christmas Carols while Mama 

played either the piano or the accordion. Sometimes I took my dog 

"Freckles" so they could pet her while she licked their hands. 

These were the forgotten people who were never touched unless it 

was a medical procedure! They cherished Freckles' licks! 

As an adult I continue to visit the forgotten and entertain them 

with songs that make them feel vibrant and alive! It's always the 

same pattern: a few Christmas Carols, then it is the old hymns 

they want to hear. Occasionally, there are residents who play the 

violin or some other instrument, and we have a quasi-orchestra 

going! And then we get real! 

"Honey, do you know any of the World War II songs?" Do I know 

them! I did musical gigs for years that were strictly songs from the 

forties! These were supper clubs that had walls decorated with 

Humphrey Bogart, John Wayne, and the entire array of beautiful 

movie stars from that era. Thankfully, I had access to my mom's 

sheet music, and I learned them all! I even learned songs from the 

'30s, so I was armed and ready for all requests! 

The look of rapture on these old folks' faces was all I needed to 

motivate me to give everything I had during these performances! 

They were listening in their wheel chairs, but they were decades 

back in memory. I always wondered what wonderful memories 

they were having as they sang along. Touching people at Christ-

mas is what Christ would have done. And because Christmas is, to 

me, a time when I should exhibit His love the most, it's only natu-

ral that I would want to bring joy and affection to those who have 

been forgotten. I know how it feels to be forgotten, and I want to 

do all I can to erase that feeling from others, even if it's only dur-

ing the happiest time of the year. I get a bigger blessing than 

they do! That's what Christmas means to me! 
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January — Happy New Year! 
 

New Year's Eve is like every other night; there is no pause in the 

march of the universe, no breathless moment of silence among cre-

ated things that the passage of another twelve months may be noted; 

and yet no man has quite the same thoughts this evening 

that come with the coming of darkness on other nights.   

~Hamilton Wright Mabi 
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Never Borrow Sorrow From Tomorrow 

 

 Deal only with the present, 

 Never step into tomorrow, 

 For God asks us just to trust Him 

 And to never borrow sorrow - 

 

For the future is not ours to know 

 And it my never be, 

 So let us live and give our best 

 And give it lavishly - 

 

For to meet tomorrow's troubles 

 Before they are even ours 

 Is to anticipate the Savior 

 And to doubt His all-wise powers - 

 

So let us be content to solve 

 Our problems one by one, 

 Asking nothing of tomorrow 

 Except "Thy Will Be Done." 

 

 ~ Helen Steiner Rice ~ 

Glory to God in highest heaven, 

Who unto man His Son hath given; 

While angels sing with tender mirth, 

A glad new year to all the earth. 

~Martin Luther 

We spend January 1 

walking through our 

lives, room by room, 

drawing up a list of 

work to be done, 

cracks to be 

patched.  Maybe this 

year, to balance the 

list, we ought to walk 

through the rooms of 

our lives... not look-

ing for flaws, but for 

potential.   

~Ellen Goodman 



February — Here’s to Love  
Dare to Love 

“Love suffers long and is kind;  

Love does not envy; 

 Love does not parade itself, is not puffed up; 

 Does not behave rudely, does not seek its own,  

is not provoked, 

Thinks no evil, does not rejoice in iniquity,  

but rejoices in the truth; 

Bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things,  

endures all things, love never fails.” 

1 Corinthians 13:4-8a 
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"Love is when my mommy 
makes coffee for my daddy 
and she takes a sip before giv-
ing it to him, to make sure the 
taste is OK." —Danny - age 7  

"You really shouldn't 
say 'I love you' unless 
you mean it. But if you 
mean it, you should 
say it a lot. People for-
get," — Jessica - age 8  

"Love is what 
makes you 
smile when 
you're tired." 
Terri - age 4  

"Love is like a little old 
woman and a little old 
man who are still friends 
even after they know 
each other so well."  
Tommy - age 6  



 

 

 

Winter Calendar —  

Please mark your calendar for the following events… 
December 2012 
 Saturday, Dec. 1, Holly Tea, 11:00 am — 3:00 pm 

 Sunday, Dec. 2, 10:30 Worship, Advent 1 

 Sunday, Dec. 9, 10:30 Worship in Memorial Hall, 

       White Gift Service/Sunday School presentation 

 Wednesday, Dec. 12, Session Christmas Supper   

 Sunday, Dec. 16, 10:30 Worship & 

 Choir Carol Service 

 Sunday, Dec. 23, 10:30 Worship 

 Monday, Dec. 24 Christmas Eve ~ 

 7:00 Family Service &  

 10:00 p.m. Candlelight Communion Service 

 Sunday Dec. 30 10:30 Worship (Baptism) 

 January 2013 
 Sunday, Jan. 6, 10:30 Worship ~ Family Service 

 Wednesday, Jan. 9, Session Meeting 7:30 pm 

 Tues. Jan. 15 Stewards’ Meeting, 7:30 pm 

 Friday, Jan. 25 Robbie Burns Supper 

 February 2013 
 Sun. Feb. 10,  9:30 Breakfast & 10:30 Valentine’s 

 Day Family Worship, “Chapel in the Hall” 

 Tuesday Feb. 12, Shrove Tuesday Pancake Supper 5pm  

 Wednesday, Feb. 13 Session meeting 7:30 p.m. 

 Tues. Feb. 19, Stewards’ Meeting 7:30 p.m. 

 Sun. Feb. 24 Annual Congregational meeting after 

 morning worship; please submit your reports to the 

 office by Feb. 3 or earlier. 

 Advance notices: 
 Friday, Mar. 1, World Day of Prayer, St. A’s  

 Sunday, Mar. 10, 10:30 Worship, Guests Group Aeternal 
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The newsletter is printed 4 times a year ~ the next 

one will be Spring / March, April, & May ~  

Deadline for submissions February 17/13. 

 

Sandra Fortier, editor (450-698-1050) 
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If your would like to bring a poinsettia in memory of a loved one, it 

will also serve to decorate our beautiful sanctuary during the     

Christmas /Advent Season.  Thank you for this lovely gesture. 

 

Please remember we are now collecting donations (monetary or food) 

for our Christmas Baskets.  Thank you for your  great generosity. 



ST. ANDREW’S UNITED CHURCH 

46 Rue Dupont Ouest, Chateauguay QC  J6J 1G3 

Telephone:  (450) 698-1050 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Wishing you all a  

Happy & Blessed New Year! 

“For unto you is born this day in the city of 

David a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” 

Merry Christmas! 

One of the most glorious messes in the world is the mess     

created in the living room on Christmas day.  

Don't clean it up too quickly! 


