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Reverend’s Ravellings
Dear Friends,
Well, with this frigid weather and
ample snow covering in mid-February,
it is an ideal example of faith as being
“belief in things unseen” when it comes
to warmer weather! But spring is coming, when the flowers will bloom and
the leaves will bud — likely by the time
we need to print the next newsletter.
For people of the Christian faith we are
also moving into the season of remembering when our Lord faced death
squarely on the cross and defeated the
threat of it. Eventually death will be destroyed forever. For some, that seems
like a myth. Yet, the reality of Christ’s
existence is for real. The historical
documents are valid, and eyewitness
accounts of the Lord’s death and resurrection are likewise credible.
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Reverend’s Ravellings

In a world where each era has its share of pain and suffering, Jesus
continues to hold out His offer of hope for the world. “Those who
believe in Me will live,” He says. In a world of hate, He says to
“love one another as I have loved you.”
How different our world would be if we just took Him seriously.
Jesus did not come to start another religion; He came to enable us to
have a renewed relationship with God Who loves us. This is good
news! Really good news!
As we move into this season of renewed hope, we ask you to take
note of the gatherings in the “Calendar of Events” we are planning
in keeping with this important time. We’d love to have you with us.
Again, if anyone would like a home visit, please feel welcome to
call the church office and we will get back to you. We also take
prayer requests!
God bless you all! Rev. Alice

Wishing you all a Joyous and
Blessed Easter!

Concise Explanation of Easter
Our condition: No matter how good we try to be, none of us is perfect; we all need a Saviour. (Romans 3: 23) All of us have a death
sentence.
God’s answer: For God so loved this broken world, that He gave
His only begotten Son, Jesus (Who came to earth and died on the
cross for our wrong doing) that whoever believes in Him will not
perish (be separated from God Who is life) but have eternal life.
(John 3: 16 paraphrased)
Jesus died and rose from the grave defeating death for all who
believe in Him: “I am the Resurrection and the Life: whoever believes in Me, though s/he may die, s/he shall live. And whoever lives
and believes in Me shall never die. Do you believe this?” (John 11:
25, 26)

Reverend’s Ravellings
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Through Christ we are given new life; it is the gift from God, not
by our own trying to be good enough. And now, in appreciation
for the new life He gives us, we seek to share His love by the way
we live and talk. (Paraphrase of Ephesians 2: 1-10)
By the way, no other world faith leader died for his followers; no
other world faith leader ever claimed to be God; no other world
faith leader has come back from the dead. Jesus did.

The Little Things
As you might remember, the head of a company survived 9/11
because his son started kindergarten.
Another fellow was alive because it was his turn to bring donuts.
One woman was late because her alarm clock didn't go off in time.
One was late because of being stuck on the NJ Turnpike because of
an auto accident.
One of them missed his bus.
One spilled food on her clothes and had to take time to change.
One's car wouldn't start.
One couldn't get a taxi.
The one that struck me was the man who put on a new pair of
shoes that morning, took the various means to get to work but
before he got there, he developed a blister on his foot. He stopped
at a drugstore to buy a Band-Aid. That is why he is alive today.
Now when I am stuck in traffic, miss an elevator, turn back to
answer a ringing telephone... all the little things that annoy me... I
think to myself, this is exactly where God wants me to be
at this very moment.
Next time your morning seems to be going wrong, you can't seem
to find the car keys, you hit every traffic light, don't get mad or
frustrated; it may be just that God is at work watching over
you. May God continue to bless you with all those annoying little
things and may you remember their possible purpose.
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Treasurer’s Report

Despite a $20,528 deficit, there is something positive to be
found within the 2014 financial reports. Thanks to a Special
Appeal, the hard work of the UCW, the Stewards who
worked on a shoestring budget, the donation of work from
Dr. Oliver and the popularity of the Match Game, St. Andrew’s revenue was 10% higher than anticipated. The high
cost of oil caused our expenses to be 3% higher than estimated but overall we were able to shave 25% or $7,540 off
our projected deficit.
That said the financial future of St. Andrew’s remains precarious as we face a projected shortfall of $22,464 for 2015,
with a bank balance of $68,852.47 as of December 31st,
2014.
Thank you to everyone, both near and far, who donate their
time, energy and money. Together, we can make a difference in the future of St. Andrew’s.
—Nancy Christie

Sunday School
The cold weather has not helped Sunday School attendance
in the beginning of 2015. We are gearing up for the Easter
season, as we begin working on a play to be held on Palm
Sunday, March 29th, 2015.

Fundscrip
Fundscrip raised $1,815.70 for 2014, and has already raised
$283 in the new year. Please see the enclosed order form to
discover if there are any shopping needs we can help you
meet.

The Match Game

Page 5

While looking for creative ways to increase our financial contributions, we’ve established a new fundraiser that has proven to be a
fun way to put a little money in our coffers. It is called The
Match Game which will begin again March 1st.

There are 3 ways to participate—
1.
Make a dessert;
2.
Buy a dessert; or
3.
Match the proceeds for any given
Sunday.
For more info, please call Serge or Nancy
at 450-691-7673.

Listen to the Experts!
Dessert is probably the most important stage of the meal,
since it will be the last thing your guests remember before
they pass out all over the table.—William Powell
Work is the meat of life, pleasure the dessert.—B. C. Forbes
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Prayer Fellowship

Unfortunately, due to the bad weather and a number of members having colds, the Prayer Fellowship has only met three
times in the New Year. We are about to embark on a DVDbased 8-week study entitled “C.S. Lewis: Reluctant Disciple
- Faith Reason and the Power of the Gospel”. New members are always welcome. Just join us in the Parlour on
Tuesdays at 10 AM.
Shirley Christie
(450) 692-4396

Please remember these people in your thoughts & prayers...
Antoine, Pat Ashworth, Shelley Baumann, Roger Benoit, Bernice,
Bonnie, Ian Brewster, Brigida, Carolyn, Colleen, Laura Cuthbertson, Hugh Davidson, Carol Delisle, Dianah, Heather Downs, Eric
Drakeford, Elizabeth Eastman, Lynn Edwards, Karen Elkin, Mary
-Alice Epps, Madeline Gagnon, Gail, Linda Gallant, Jo Gaston,
George, Gladys, Jennifer, Justin, Kristy, Lance & family, Patricia
Langevin, Roger Laplante, Marilyn Little, Marcelle, Dennis
McKeating, Laura McLean, Mile, Cheryl Miller, Terry Muncey,
Paige, Nancy Pappin, Julie Patterson, Denise Pheeny, Anne &
Ernie Presseau, Gail Provencher, Gilles Provencher, Sarah Puskas,
Don and Phyllis Reid, Robert Robertson, Chester Ross, Diana
Salter, Lou & Joan Sarka, Ken Semper, Sharon, Eileen & Donald
Sim, Reynold Skeete, Joan Spurrell, Dylan Stanamir, Madeline
Stevens, Phyllis Triangle, Christina Vincent, Margaret Whittal,
John Wiwcharyk, Shirley Yarnell.
Please keep us updated— we would like to hear how our friends
are doing.

Your Significant Life
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A PENCIL MAKER TOLD THE PENCIL 5 IMPORTANT
LESSONS JUST BEFORE PUTTING IT IN THE BOX:
1.) Everything you do will always leave a mark.
2.) You can always correct the mistakes you make.
3.) What is important is what is inside of you.
4.) In life, you will undergo painful sharpening, which will
only make you better.
5.) To be the best pencil, you must allow yourself to be held
and guided by the Hand that holds you.
We all need to be constantly sharpened. This parable may
encourage you to know that you are a special person, with
unique God-given talents and abilities. Only you can fulfill
the purpose which you were born to accomplish. Never allow yourself to get discouraged and think that your life is
insignificant and cannot be changed and, like the pencil, always remember that the most important part of who you are
is what's inside of you
—With thanks to Rev. Alice
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UCW

Happy New Year everyone and welcome back to St. A’s and
probably the most consistently frigid winter that I can
remember.
I want to start by thanking any and all that contributed to the
success of yet another Holly Tea. The ambiance was wonderful
Our schedule of events for 2015 is as follows;
World Day of Prayer at St. George’s Anglican Church on
Friday, March 6, 2015 at 1 P.M.
Coffee Party & Bake Sale at St. A’s on Tuesday, April 21,
2015 between 10 A.M. and 12 noon. This event is by
ticket only.
Strawberry Luncheon at St. A’s on Thursday,
June 25, 2015 at 12 noon. This event is also by ticket
only.
Please watch for further information on these events
and the availability of tickets.
It’s early to imagine the return of the Holly Tea, but it seems to
come up faster and earlier each year. If you are stuck behind
closed doors during this cold weather, crafts are always a good
outlet for frustration and it is not too early to make articles for
the Christmas event. You can only clean your house so many
times and it is not nearly as much
fun.
Thanks again to all of you for your
constant support and dedication.
We wish you all a Happy Easter!!
Carol Epps, President

A Special Thanks
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Dr. Bruce Oliver has again offered his services to a person
requiring an orthodontic treatment with the proceeds of his work
going to St. Andrew’s. This is the second year he has done this
and St. Andrew’s is very grateful for this substantial donation.
Dr. Oliver is well known for his excellent work throughout the
Chateauguay area and hopefully you will keep his name in mind
should you know of anyone requiring orthodontic work.
Again, we extend our thanks for his
generosity. It has been a big help to St.
Andrew’s in these difficult times.
The Board of Stewards
St. Andrew’s United Church, Chateauguay

March 8 — A Date to Remember
Peace be with you Alice!!!
The Lord sends us the warmth of a summers eve and the icy
breath of winter. I should have been born a bear......this would be
hibernating time!!!
We shall be there to celebrate with you March 8. We are looking
forward with much anticipation to worshiping with you again!!!
Please convey our love to all at St. Andrew's. Until then, be well
and may God bless you with an abundance of warmth!!!

Daniel Garvin, Aeternal
We are so fortunate to have Group Aeternal join us for this
special Sunday worship, March 8. We hope you join us!
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Hold on tight to the ones you love!!!!

To realize the value of a sister/brother ask someone who
doesn't have one.
To realize the value of ten years ask a newly divorced couple.
To realize the value of four years ask a graduate.
To realize the value of one year ask a student who has
failed a final exam.
To realize the value of nine months ask a mother who gave
birth to a stillborn.
To realize the value of one month ask a mother who has
given birth to a premature baby.
To realize the value of one week ask an editor of a weekly
newspaper. To realize the value of one minute ask a person who has missed the train, bus or plane.
To realize the value of one second ask a person who has
survived an accident.
Time waits for no one. Treasure every moment you have.
You will treasure it even more when you can share it with
someone special.
To realize the value of a friend or family member—
LOSE ONE.

Harsh Encouragement

venture

and

Page 11

My husband's grandmother, Mary,
had always been an agriculture artist.
She took such painstaking joy in her
beautiful gardens, and each component of her yard vividly illustrated
her passion for plants. When she and
Grandpa moved from one part of
southern California to another, she
viewed her new garden as a new adimmediately
went
to
work.

However, there was a fruit tree in the middle of the yard that refused to bear fruit despite Grandma's nurturing. As a voracious
reader, she studied all she could on fruit trees in an attempt to find
some hint to encourage her fruit tree to blossom. She spoke to the
tree, sang to the tree, reasoned with this tree -- all to no avail.
Finally, she contacted the California Department of Agriculture
and asked to speak to a manager. She explained her challenges to
the man on the other end of the phone, took notes on his every
word, and determined that she would adhere to
his advice. After reciting a long list of hints, all of which she had
already done, he made a dramatic suggestion. He told her to hit the
base of the tree with a broomstick "to stimulate its roots." Concerned about what the neighbors might think of a woman in her
seventies beating a tree, Grandma looked both ways before taking
the end of a broom to the stubborn fruit tree. She knew that the vibrations would indeed find their way down to the atrophied root
system and invigorate the tree, but she doubted that fruit would be
t he res ult of s uch an u nort ho do x a ppr oac h.
To her shock and amazement, the next spring the tree bore much
fruit. Her grandchildren enjoyed the product of the tree for years to
come, and each year the fruit was more plentiful and healthy. We
would often laugh together at how silly this beautiful elderly
woman must have looked to anyone watching as she hit the defenceless tree. The story will always serve as a great source of joy
for our family.
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Some Things to Think About

RE: Science and Belief in God:
Scientist and former atheist Dr. Antony Flew: “I now believe that the
universe was brought into existence by an infinite intelligence. I believe that this
universe’s intricate laws manifest what scientists have called the Mind of God. I
believe that life and reproduction originate in a divine Source. Why do I believe
this, given that I expounded and defended atheism for more than a half century?
The short answer is this: this is the world picture, as I see it, that has emerged
from modern science.”
Dr. Arno Penzias, Nobel-winning physicist : “The best data we have ( concerning the origin of universe) are exactly what I would have predicted, had I nothing to go on but the five books of Moses, the Psalms, and the Bible as a whole.”
Dr. Vera Kistiakowski, professor of physics emeritus at MIT : ”The exquisite
order displayed by our scientific understanding of the physical world calls for
the divine.”
Dr. James Tour, Nanoscientist, Rice University: “I stand in awe of God because
of what he has done through his creation. Only a rookie who knows nothing
about science would say science takes away from faith. If you really study science, it will bring you closer to God.”
RE: Jesus’ Death & Resurrection
“Jesus’ death by execution under Pontius Pilate is as sure as anything historical can ever be.” Critical scholar John Dominic Crossan
“Jesus’ death as a consequence of crucifixion is indisputable.” Atheist
scholar Gerd Ludemann
It may be taken as historically certain that Peter and the disciples had experiences after Jesus’ death in which Jesus appeared to them as the risen
Christ.” Atheist scholar Gerd Ludemann
(Quotes taken from Lee Strobel & Mark Mittelberg’s “The Case for Christianity” notes)

Want to talk?
There are many aspects to what people believe these days. We have many resources on hand that people may borrow in regards to the Christian faith in comparison with other world views. Also, if you’d like to be part of a group, there
are two already in existence: The Prayer Fellowship which meets on Tuesday
mornings from 10-12, and the Deep and Wide Group which normally meets on
Wednesday evenings from 7-9. If these don’t suit your times/needs we can start
another group. For more information, please contact the church office.

A Date to Remember
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May 10th — Mother’s Day
Flowers, Maman! He cried to me
As running in for me to see
He thrust a bunch upon my knee
Wilted, true, with some gone to seed,
But I thanked him for his thoughtful
deed,
Then tenderly placed my little boy’s
weeds
In a vase, with water, to care for
their needs.
Then I looked to Thee, Lord, in
heaven above
And thanked Thee for sending my
little boy’s love!
***
Best friends forever mom and me
picking flowers and climbing trees.
a shoulder to cry on, secrets to share
Warm hearts and hands that really
care.
kick off
1. Sports To begin or resume play with a kickoff.
2. Informal To begin; start: kicked off the promotional tour with a press conference.
3. Slang To die.

Isn’t it interesting that two out three
definitions for kick off has to do with a beginning? For football the season is the lead up for
the Grey Cup or the Super Bowl. The kick off is
what starts the big game.
The third definition of kick off has
to do with death. Possibly it is just the start of
something new.
—George Christie Jr.

The resurrection gives my life
meaning and direction and the
opportunity to start over no
matter what my circumstances. ~Robert Flatt
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The Black Telephone

When I was a young boy, my father had one of the first telephones in our
neighborhood. I remember the polished, old case fastened to the Wall. The
shiny receiver hung on the side of the box. I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when my mother talked to it.
Then I discovered that somewhere inside the wonderful device lived an
amazing person. Her name was "Information Please" and there was nothing
she did not know. Information Please could supply anyone's number and the
correct time.
My personal experience with the genie-in-a-bottle came one day while my
mother was visiting a neighbor. Amusing myself at the tool bench in the
basement, I whacked my finger with a hammer, the pain was terrible, but
there seemed no point in crying because there was no one home to give sympathy. I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving at the stairway. The telephone! Quickly, I ran for the footstool in the parlor and dragged it to the landing. Climbing up, I unhooked the receiver in the
parlor and held it to my ear.
"Information, please," I said into the mouthpiece just above my head. A click
or two and a small clear voice spoke into my ear. "Information."
"I hurt my finger..." I wailed into the phone, the tears came readily enough
now that I had an audience. "Isn't your mother home?" came the question.
"Nobody's home but me," I blubbered. "Are you bleeding?" the voice asked.
"No,"I replied. "I hit my finger with the hammer and it hurts." "Can you
open the icebox?" she asked. I said I could.
"Then chip off a little bit of ice and hold it to your finger," said the voice..
After that, I called "Information Please" for everything. I asked her for help
with my geography, and she told me where Philadelphia was. She helped me
with my maths. She told me my pet chipmunk that I had caught in the park
just the day before, would eat fruit and nuts.
Then, there was the time Petey, our pet canary, died. I called, "Information
Please," and told her the sad story. She listened, and then said things grownups say to soothe a child. But I was not consoled. I asked her, "Why is it that
birds should sing so beautifully and bring joy to all families, only to end up
as a heap of feathers on the bottom of a cage?" She must have sensed my
deep concern, for she said quietly, " Wayne , always remember that there are
other worlds to sing in.” Somehow I felt better.
Another day I was on the telephone, "Information Please." "Information,"
said in the now familiar voice. "How do I spell fix?" I asked.

WithThanks to Eric Robinson
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All this took place in a small town in the Pacific Northwest . When I was nine
years old, we moved across the country to Boston. I missed my friend very
much. "Information Please" belonged in that old wooden box back home and I
somehow never thought of trying the shiny new phone that sat on the table in the
hall. As I grew into my teens, the memories of those childhood conversations
never really left me. Often, in moments of doubt and perplexity I would recall
the serene sense of security I had then. I appreciated now how patient,
understanding, and kind she was to have spent her time on a little boy.
A few years later, on my way west to college, my plane put down in Seattle . I
had about a half-hour or so between planes. I spent 15 minutes or so on the
phone with my sister, who lived there now. Then without thinking what I was
doing, I dialed my hometown operator and said, "Information Please."
Miraculously, I heard the small, clear voice I knew so well. "Information."
I hadn't planned this, but I heard myself saying,"Could you please tell me how to
spell fix?"
There was a long pause. Then came the soft spoken answer, "I guess your finger
must have healed by now." I laughed, "So it's really you," I said. "I wonder if
you have any idea how much you meant to me during that time?"
"I wonder," she said, "if you know how much your call meant to me. I never had
any children and I used to look forward to your calls."
I told her how often I had thought of her over the years and I asked if I could call
her again when I came back to visit my sister.
"Please do," she said. "Just ask for Sally."
Three months later I was back in Seattle. A different voice answered,
"Information."
I asked for Sally.
"Are you a friend?" she said.
"Yes, a very old friend," I answered.
"I'm sorry to have to tell you this," She said. "Sally had been working part time
the last few years because she was sick. She died five weeks ago."
Before I could hang up, she said,
"Wait a minute, did you say your name was Wayne ?" "
"Yes." I answered.
Well, Sally left a message for you. She wrote it down in case you called. "Let me
read it to you."
The note said, "Tell him there are other worlds to sing in. He'll know what I
mean."
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The Old Dented Bucket

Our house was directly across the street from the clinic entrance of Johns
Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore . We lived downstairs and rented the upstairs
rooms to out-patients at the clinic.
One summer evening as I was fixing supper, there was a knock at the door. I
opened it to see a truly awful looking man. "Why, he's hardly taller than my 8
-year-old," I thought as I stared at the stooped, shriveled body. The appalling
thing was his face, lopsided from swelling, red and raw.
Yet his voice was pleasant as he said, "Good evening. I've come to see if
you've a room for just one night. I came for a treatment this morning from the
eastern shore, and there's no bus 'til morning."
He told me he'd been hunting for a room since noon but with no success, no
one seemed to have a room. "I guess it's my face .... I know it looks terrible,
but my doctor says with a few more treatments ..."
For a moment I hesitated, but his next words convinced me: "I could sleep in
this rocking chair on the porch. My bus leaves early in the morning."
I told him we would find him a bed, but to rest on the porch.. I went inside
and finished getting supper. When we were ready, I asked the old man if he
would join us. "No, thank you I have plenty." And he held up a brown paper
bag.
When I had finished the dishes, I went out on the porch to talk with him a few
minutes. It didn't take a long time to see that this old man had an over sized
heart crowded into that tiny body. He told me he fished for a living to support
his daughter, her 5 children, and her husband, who was hopelessly crippled
from a back injury.
He didn't tell it by way of complaint; in fact, every other sentence was preface
with a thanks to God for a blessing. He was grateful that no pain accompanied
his disease, which was apparently a form of skin cancer. He thanked God for
giving him the strength to keep going...
At bedtime, we put a camp cot in the children's room for him. When I got up
in the morning, the bed linens were neatly folded and the little man was out
on the porch.
He refused breakfast, but just before he left for his bus, haltingly, as if asking
a great favor, he said, "Could I please come back and stay the next time I have
a treatment? I won't put you out a bit. I can sleep fine in a chair." He paused a
moment and then added, "Your children made me feel at home. Grownups are
bothered by my face, but children don't seem to mind."
I told him he was welcome to come again.

With Thanks to Eric Robinson
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And, on his next trip, he arrived a little after 7 in the morning. As a gift, he
brought a big fish and a quart of the largest oysters I had ever seen! He said he
had shucked them that morning before he left so that they'd be nice and fresh. I
knew his bus left at 4:00 a.m. And I wondered what time he had to get up in
order to do this for us.
In the years he came to stay overnight with us, there was never a time that he
did not bring us fish or oysters or vegetables from his garden.
Other times we received packages in the mail, always by special delivery; fish
and oysters packed in a box of fresh young spinach or kale, every leaf
carefully washed. Knowing that he must walk 3 miles to mail these, and
knowing how little money he had made the gifts doubly precious.
When I received these little remembrances, I often thought of a comment our
next-door neighbor made after he left that first morning.
"Did you keep that awful looking man last night? I turned him away! You can
lose roomers by putting up such people!"
Maybe we did lose roomers once or twice. But, oh! if only they could have
known him, perhaps their illnesses would have been easier to bear.
I know our family always will be grateful to have known him; from him we
learned what it was to accept the bad without complaint and the good with
gratitude to God.
Recently I was visiting a friend, who has a greenhouse, as she showed me her
flowers; we came to the most beautiful one of all, a golden chrysanthemum,
bursting with blooms. But to my great surprise, it was growing in an old
dented, rusty bucket. I thought to myself, "If this were my plant, I'd put it in
the loveliest container I had!"
My friend changed my mind. "I ran short of pots," she explained, "and
knowing how beautiful this one would be, I thought it wouldn't mind starting
out in this old pail. It's just for a little while, till I can put it out in the garden."
She must have wondered why I laughed so delightedly, but I was imagining
just such a scene in heaven.
"Here's an especially beautiful one," God might have said when he came to the
soul of the sweet old fisherman. "He won't mind starting in this small body."
All this happened long ago - and now, in God's garden, how tall this lovely
soul must stand.
The LORD does not look at the things man looks at. Man looks at the outward
appearance, but the LORD looks at the heart." (1 Samuel 16:7b)
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Life, Love & Laughter

This is dedicated to all of us who are seniors, to all of you
who know seniors, and to all of you who will become seniors.

"WHERE is my SUNDAY paper?!"
The irate customer calling the newspaper office, loudly demanded to know where her Sunday edition was.

"Madam", said the newspaper employee, "today is Saturday.
The Sunday paper is not delivered until tomorrow, on SUNDAY".
There was quite a long pause on the other end of the phone,
followed by a ray of recognition as she was heard to mutter...
..."Well, that explains why no one was at church either.
--With thanks to George Christie Jr.

Thank You Dear Elizabeth
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For many years now, Elizabeth Edwards has been
our Pancake Supper organizer, supplier, flipper, and
all around pancake chef. She has a special stool in
the kitchen where until last year she directed us with kind but firm
instructions. Because of health reasons, this year she elected to sit
on the sidelines although she was available with sound advice.
While we were all industrious and worked to the best of our ability,
we were a bit lost at times without the guidance of our Chef. But
Elizabeth still played the role of organizer and supplier; she thought
up and provided every single element of the Pancake Supper…
from aluminum trays, baked beans, delicious sausages, applesauce,
her fresh pancake ingredients all bagged and ready to be mixed and
flipped...along with beverages for the youngest to the oldest.
Thank you, thank you, thank you dear friend! We have now been
enjoying your wonderful Pancake Supper for many years.
Thanks also goes to her family, her daughter Jetta and her grandson, Robert, who have also played a major roll in helping her and
us. A note of great appreciation goes to Terry Cessford for stirring
the batter for hours, Vera Esdon and Lyla Parkinson who flipped
pancakes throughout the evening, Audrey Bauer who sizzled sausages Brain Ford who served plates in the kitchen, Rev. Alice and
her crew of young women & a man, Erica, Brook, Theresa and
Aidan who served our clientele and did a splendid job in bringing
hot food to the tables. And a thank you to all the others not mentioned who washed dishes and cleaned the kitchen, and did the hundred and one tasks needed to bring success to this event. We thank
Ted Ross who so gallantly offered to put up the tables and chairs
and Erich Bauer and his crew for putting everything away. Keith
Motton who was on hand to help
where needed...and a last thank
you to Robert Robertson who so
often brings the place alive with
his sound of music. It was a
lovely event — thank you to all
who attended. We know you enjoyed it as you happily lingered.
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The Train

At birth we boarded the train and
met our parents, and we believe
they will always travel on our side. However, at some station our
parents will step down from the train, leaving us on this journey
alone. As time goes by, other people will board the train; and they
will be significant i.e. our siblings, friends, children, and even the
love of your life.
Many will step down and leave a permanent vacuum. Others will
go so unnoticed that we don't realize they vacated their seats. This
train ride will be full of joy, sorrow, fantasy, expectations, hellos,
goodbyes, and farewells. Success consists of having a good
relationship with all passengers requiring that we give the best of
ourselves.

The mystery to everyone is: We do
not know at which station we
ourselves
will step down. So, we must live in the best way, love, forgive, and
offer the best of who we are. It is important to do this because
when the time comes for us to step down and leave our seat empty
we should leave behind beautiful memories for those who will
continue to travel on the train of life.
I wish you a joyful journey on the train of life. Reap success and
give lots of love. More importantly, thank God for the journey.

Lastly, I thank you for being one of
the passengers on my
train.
—With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair

Spring Gardens
"And Spring arose on the garden
fair,
Like the Spirit of Love felt everywhere;
And each flower and herb on Earth's
dark breast
rose from the dreams of its wintry
rest."
~Percy Bysshe Shelley~
The Sensitive Plant
***
"Spring would not be spring without
bird songs."
~Francis M. Chapman~
***
"That God once loved a garden we
learn in Holy writ.
And seeing gardens in the Spring I
well can credit it."
~Winifred Mary Letts~
***

A special thanks to Jo Gaston
For preparing the after-service coffee
for several years. Due to health problems, she now has to pass on the task.
Please see her letter and suggestions
on the bulletin board.
Thank you Jo for taking such good
care of us. We’ve enjoyed your
coffee! Now it’s your turn to sip our
coffee and relax!
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The Little Angel

Every Sunday afternoon, after the morning service at the church, the Pastor
and his eleven year old son would go out into their town and hand out
Gospel Tracts. This particular Sunday afternoon, as it came time for the
Pastor and his son to go to the streets with their tracts, it was very cold
outside, as well as pouring rain. The boy bundled up in his warmest and
driest clothes and said, 'OK, dad, I'm ready.'
His Pastor dad asked, 'Ready for what?'
'Dad, it's time we gather our tracts together and go out.'
Dad responds, 'Son, it's very cold outside and it's pouring rain.'
The boy gives his dad a surprised look, asking, 'But Dad, aren't people still
going to Hell, even though it's raining?'
Dad answers, 'Son, I am not going out in this weather.'
Despondently, the boy asks, 'Dad, can I go? Please?'
His father hesitated for a moment then said, 'Son, you can go. Here are the
tracts, be careful son..' 'Thanks Dad!'
And with that, he was off and out into the rain. He walked the streets of the
town going door to door and handing everybody he met in the street a
Gospel Tract .
After two hours of walking in the rain, he was soaking, bone-chilled wet and
down to his VERY LAST TRACT. He stopped on a corner and looked for
someone to hand a tract to, but the streets were totally deserted. Then he
turned toward the first home he saw and started up the sidewalk to the front
door and rang the doorbell. He rang the bell, but nobody answered. He rang
it again and again, but still no one answered. He waited but still no answer.
Finally, this eleven year old trooper turned to leave, but something stopped
him. Again, he turned to the door and rang the bell and knocked loudly on
the door with his fist. He waited, something holding him there on the front
porch! He rang again and this time the door slowly opened.
Standing in the doorway was a very sad-looking elderly lady. She softly
asked, 'What can I do for you, son?' With radiant eyes and a smile that lit up
her world, this little boy said, 'Ma'am, I'm sorry if I disturbed you, but I just
want to tell you that * JESUS REALLY DOES LOVE YOU * and I came to
give you my very last Gospel Tract which will tell you all about JESUS and
His great LOVE.'
With that, he handed her his last tract and turned to leave. She called to him
as he departed. 'Thank you, son! And God Bless You!'
Well, the following Sunday morning in church Pastor Dad was in the pulpit.
As the service began, he asked, 'Does anybody have testimony or want to
say anything?'

With thanks to Eric Robinson
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Slowly, in the back row of the church, an elderly lady stood to her feet. As
she began to speak, a look of glorious radiance came from her face, 'No one in
this church knows me. I've never been here before. You see, before last
Sunday I was not a Christian. My husband passed on some time ago, leaving
me totally alone in this world. Last Sunday, being a particularly cold and
rainy day, it was even more so in my heart that I came to the end of the line
where I no longer had any hope or will to live. So I took a rope and a chair
and ascended the stairway into the attic of my home. I fastened the rope
securely to a rafter in the roof, then stood on the chair and fastened the other
end of the rope around my neck. Standing on that chair, so lonely and brokenhearted I was about to leap off, when suddenly the loud ringing of my
doorbell downstairs startled me. I thought, 'I'll wait a minute, and whoever it
is will go away.'
I waited and waited, but the ringing doorbell seemed to get louder and more
insistent, and then the person ringing also started knocking loudly...
I thought to myself again, 'Who on earth could this be? Nobody ever rings
my bell or comes to see me.' I loosened the rope from my neck and started for
the front door, all the while the bell rang louder and louder.
When I opened the door and looked I could hardly believe my eyes, for there
on my front porch was the most radiant and angelic little boy I had ever seen
in my life. His SMILE, oh, I could never describe it to you!
The words that came from his mouth caused my heart that had long been
dead, TO LEAP TO LIFE as he exclaimed with a cherub-like voice, 'Ma'am, I
just came to tell you that JESUS REALLY DOES LOVE YOU .' Then he
gave me this Gospel Tract that I now hold in my hand. As the little angel
disappeared back out into the cold and rain, I closed my door and read slowly
every word of this Gospel Tract. Then I went up to my attic to get my rope
and chair. I wouldn't be needing them anymore. You see-- -I am now a
Happy Child of the KING. Since the address of your church was on the back
of this Gospel Tract, I have come here to personally say THANK YOU to
God's little angel who came just on time and by so doing, spared my soul
from an eternity in hell..'
There was not a dry eye in the church. And as shouts of praise and honor to
THE KING resounded off the very rafters of the building, Pastor Dad
descended from the pulpit to the front pew where the little angel was seated..
He took his son in his arms and sobbed uncontrollably.
Probably no church has had a more glorious moment, and probably this
universe has never seen a Papa that was more filled with love & honor for his
son.... Except for One.
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Calendar of Events

March
March 6
March 8
“
“
March 10
March 11
March 17
March 29
March 30

World Day of Prayer – St. George’s 1:00 pm
Spring Ahead! Daylight Saving Time begins.
Morning Worship with Group Aeternal
Stewards’ Meeting 7:30 pm
Session Meeting 7:30 pm
UCW Meeting 1:30 pm
Palm Sunday — Men’s Breakfast 8:00 am &
Palm Sunday Dramatic Presentation, Memorial HallHoly Week Services: Monday—Thursday 7-7:30 pm
Good Friday 10:30 am service

April
April 3
April 4
April 5

April 14
April 15
April 21
April 26
“
“

Good Friday Service 10:30 am
Evening Concert (details to follow)
Easter Sunday — Sunrise Service in the Hall 9:00 am
Hot Cross Bun Breakfast 9:30 am &
Holy Communion Service in Sanctuary 10:30 am
Stewards’ Meeting 7:30 pm
Session Meeting 7:30 pm
UCW Coffee Party & Bake Sale 10:00 – 12:00pm &
UCW Meeting in pm
Men’s Breakfast 8:00 am —
Sunday Worship Hymn Sing

May
May 3

May 10
May 12
May 13
May 18
May 19
May 23
May 24
May 31

182ndAnniversary Service — with guest speaker,
Rev. Arijan Groeneveld & Informal Lunch
Salads, sandwiches & baked goods happily accepted.
Mother’s Day – Breakfast prepared by the gentlemen –
—Service in Chapel in the Hall
Stewards’ Meeting 7:30 pm
Session Meeting 7:30 pm
Victoria Day
UCW Meeting (1:30 pm -- last meeting until September)
Garage Sale (details to follow)
Pentecost / Holy Communion Service
Men’s Breakfast 8:00 am

Gotta Love Spring!
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“I hope Summer falls on a Weekend this year!”
And we hope that by the time this newsletter reaches you, the frigid
temperatures have abated and the snow has turned to puddles.

"March is a month of considerable frustration - it is so near spring
and yet across a great deal of the country the weather is still so
violent and changeable that outdoor activity in our yards seems
light years away."
—Thalassa Cruso
"The sun was warm but the wind was chill.
You know how it is with an April day.
When the sun is out and the wind is still,
You're one month on in the middle of May.
But if you so much as dare to speak,
a cloud come over the sunlit arch,
And wind comes off a frozen peak,
And you're two months back in the middle of March."
—Robert Frost, Two Tramps in Mud Time, 1926
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A Changing World

—With Thanks to Jim Meldrum

Working for You
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Minister:
Clerk of Session:

Alice McAlpine
Les Sorg

699-1412
691-5227

Elders:
Jo Gaston (temp.)
Barbara Batten
Sophie Cessford
Les Sorg
Llewellyn Hall
Richard Fortier
Audrey Bauer
Bruce Snair
Erich Bauer
Patricia Nielsen

District 1
District 2 & 3
District 4 & 5
District 6
District 7
District 8 & 9
District 10
District 11
District 12 & 13
District 14

692-8729
691-2434
691-8209
691-5227
699-0408
699-7013
692-6396
699-9152
692-6396
692-2566

Chairman/Stewards:
Treasurer:

Eric Robinson
Nancy Christie

692-4141
691-7673

Envelope Steward:
Roll Clerk
Organist & Choir Dir:
Sunday School:

Serge Bergeron
Richard Fortier
Doreen Gilbert
Nancy Christie

691-7673
699-7013
698-1078
691-7673

Church Office & Editor: Sandra Fortier
698-1050
Janitor:
Edward Ross (Ted)
Thanks to all our volunteers ~ those listed above and all of you
who help throughout the year. Your efforts are so very much
appreciated.
Our summer newsletter will be available May 31. Deadline to
send features is May 17.
Sandra Fortier, Editor

ST. ANDREW’S UNITED CHURCH
46 Dupont St. West, Chateauguay QC J6J 1G3
Telephone: (450) 698-1050
New email:
office@saintandrewsunitedchurch.org
—Check our Website—
saintandrewsunitedchurch.org

Be kind to your pets!

