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 Reverend’s Ravellings 

Dear Friends, 

Well here we are again, with the 

weather pendulating between mild 

and cold temperatures, the threat or 

promise of snow, depending on 

one’s perspective, and Christmas 

either coming too quickly or too 

slowly, again depending on one’s 

outlook. Already Christmas lights 

are starting to appear and even a lit 

Christmas tree has been spotted in-

side someone’s home, so there are 

definitely keeners out there! 

Some homes will be cheerier with 

the addition of new family members 

through marriage or birth and some 

will be quieter with family members 

having passed away or moved 

away. 

What will Christmas be like for you 

this year?  Whatever your circum-

stances, I hope the original Christ-

mas message will be real for you in 

that you are loved by God Who is  

Con’t... For unto us a child is born. 
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love, that He came in Jesus to share Himself with you through 

thick and thin, and that He promises His eternal life to those 

Who accept the gift of Himself, starting now. If we can hold 

these truths within us, Christmas will be meaningful. 

As usual for St. A’s there are a number of special events being 

planned: the annual Holly Tea, the Christmas luncheon for 

younger and older “seniors,” the White Gift Service and dra-

matic presentation involving our Sunday School, the Choir 

Service, and the Christmas Eve services. Please see the calen-

dar of upcoming events for the dates.  If you would like to 

come to any of these and don’t have a way of getting here, 

please phone us.   

As the days grow colder, may you all experience a warmth 

that comes from knowing God’s love for you. May the Christ-

mas angels announcement of good news, a Saviour is born, 

also be for you.   

Blessings to you all,  

Rev. Alice, Craig and Angus 

  

 

 

Rehearsal times for the Dec. 14th  

White Gift Dramatic Presentation 
 

 

 

Thursdays at 6 pm and Saturday mornings at 10 am or time 

agreed upon in accordance with the actors’ other commit-

ments.  There will be no rehearsal on Saturday, Dec. 6th due to 

the Holly Tea. Instead we will try and rehearse after Sunday 

morning worship on Dec. 7th. If you have any questions or 

problems with this schedule, please phone Rev. Alice at 450-

699-1412 
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1. Three things in life that once gone, never come back:  

Time — Words — Opportunity 

2. Three things in life that can destroy a person: 

Anger — Pride — Unforgiveness 

3. Three things in life that you should never lose: 

Hope — Peace — Honesty 

4. Three things in life that are most valuable: 

Love — Family & Friends — Kindness 

5. Three things in life that are never certain 

Fortune — Success — Dreams 

6. Three things that make a person: 

Commitment — Sincerity — Hard Work 

7. Three things that are truly constant: 

Father — Son — Holy Spirit 

 

I ask the Lord to bless you, as I pray for you today, 

To guide you and protect you, as you go along your way, 

God’s love is always with you, God’s promises are true, 

And when you give God all your cares, 

You know God will see you through. 

—With thanks to Irene Stevens 

 

 

“I will honor Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it 

all the year.” — Charles Dickens 

 

 

“Our hearts grow tender with childhood memories and 

love of kindred, and we are better throughout the year 

for having, in spirit, become a child again at 

Christmas-time.” —Laura Ingalls Wilder  

 

 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/5300.Laura_Ingalls_Wilder
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/239579.Charles_Dickens
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/5300.Laura_Ingalls_Wilder
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As stated in the letter from the Official Board a few weeks ago, St. 

Andrew’s is going through a challenging financial period at this 

time.  With a lot of hard work from many individuals and the ini-

tial generous response to the recent appeal, St. Andrew’s financial 

future is a little more hopeful. If you haven’t had a chance to re-

spond to the appeal, or make a regular contribution this year, 2014 

tax receipts will be issued for all donations received prior to Janu-

ary 1st, 2015.   

The dedication and commitment of the church community, includ-

ing members near and far, never fails to amaze me.  As we enter 

the Christmas season, please accept my best wishes and thanks for 

your continued support. 

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! 

—Nancy Christie 

 

  Fundscrip 
To date, St. Andrew’s has earned $1,590.05 this year from Fund-

scrip & $8,915.30 since enrolling in Fundscrip 4 years ago.   

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 do-

nated to St. Andrew’s.    Walmart has just recently joined the 

Fundscrip program and is available in $25, $50, $100 and $250 

denominations.  

If you buy gift cards for friends and family, or if you know you are 

going to be buying presents from stores featured by Fundscrip, 

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 

until Monday, December 15th, 2014 at 9 am to receive your order 

before Christmas.  Fundscrip orders will resume Sunday, January 

4th, 2015. 
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The Prayer Fellowship had a pot-luck lunch after our November 

25th  meeting.  We will not meet again until Tuesday, January 

16th  at 10:00 am.  We welcome new members. Prayer requests 

may be made by calling Shirley Christie at 450-692-4396. 

—Shirley Cristie 

 

Please remember these people in your thoughts & prayers. 
 

Jessie Amy, Catherine Antele, Antoine, Amber, Pat Ashworth, Shel-

ley Baumann, Bernice, Bonnie, Ian Brewster, Brigida, Carolyn, Col-

leen, Laura Cuthbertson, Dave, 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, Hannah, Jennifer,  Justin, 

Kristy, Lance & family, Roger Laplante, Marilyn Little, Dennis 

McKeating, Laura McLean, Jim Meldrum, Mile, Cheryl Miller, Terry 

Muncey, Nancy Pappin, Julie Patterson, Denise Pheeny, Gail 

Provencher, Gilles Provencher, Sarah Puskas, Don and Phyllis Reid, 
Robert Robertson, Chester Ross, Lou & Joan Sarka, Ken Semper, 

Sharon, Eileen & Donald Sim, Reynold Skeete, Joan Spurrell, Dylan 

Stanamir, Madeline Stevens, Phyllis Triangle, Margaret Whittal, Pat 

Wilkins, John Wiwcharyk, Shirley Yarnell 
 

 

 

 Sunday School 
The Sunday school had a lot of fun in the month of October, 

with ponies on October 19th and the Amazing Grace on October 

26th.  The junior and middle classes are about to complete Un-

frozen, a 4 week curriculum that studies the Christmas story 

loosely based on the Disney movie Frozen.  The children are 

preparing for the Christmas pageant on December 14th.  There 

will be no Sunday School December 28th, 2014 and January 4th, 

2015. 

Have a wonderful Christmas Holiday! 

—Nancy Christie 
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The Holly Tea is fast approaching on Saturday, Dec. 6, 

2014 between 11 am & 3 pm  and we are busy complet-

ing articles for sale and planning what we too will bake 

for the Bake Table and Tea Room. Each year we phone 

everyone in the congregation to request their delicious homemade 

baked goods to sell at our Bake Table and lovely squares to put on 

the plates along with the sandwiches  that we serve for the Tea 

Room Lunch that we hope you will all stay for. 

We have already made our Turkey Pot Pies and they will be 

available on the end of the Bake Table. Ask for them early as 

they sell out very quickly. 

 

The Stewards are still looking for articles to sell on their table and 

you can let them know early if you have something and they will 

be happy to receive it. 

Sophie loves her treasures on the Attic Treasure table  

and if you are finished with a worthwhile article she 

would be happy to pass it on for you. You can bring it 

to the church on Friday, Dec. 5 as there will be someone in the 

church for most of the day and again around 6:30 P.M. Friday 

night. This is also true for any baking that you have as we start to 

set the lunchroom plates up early on  Saturday ( Dec. 6).   

The Craft Table and the Jewellery Table are looking for  

donations of homemade, hand knitted or crocheted or miscellane-

ous articles they can sell. If you have a cute small article that you 

think will fascinate people, please make some and bring them 

along.  It is  not always the big articles that earn money for the 

church. 

You will all hear from us very soon as we once again rely on your 

generosity in the donation of homemade baking. We are looking 

forward to another successful HOLLY TEA with your help. 

 

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year from the UCW 
 

Carol Epps, President 
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Generous offer from Dr. Bruce Oliver 
  

Dr. Bruce Oliver, a well-known orthodontist in Chateauguay, 

has once again donated an orthodontic treatment (up to a 

maximum value of $6,600) for the benefit of St. Andrew’s 

United Church.  St. Andrew’s will offer this treatment to the 

individual who submits the highest bid (beyond a set mini-

mum) and who qualifies for treatment upon assessment by Dr. 

Oliver. 

In order to submit a bid, please drop off a sealed envelope at the 

church containing the following information: 

 

Name of Bidder 

Contact Information 

Amount of Bid 

  

Submissions must be received by Friday, December 19 at 5 

p.m. The successful bidder will be contacted shortly 

thereafter.  We thank Dr. Oliver for this generous offer 

that will benefit both the church and the recipient.   

 

A Special Gift: If you are looking for a gift for some-

one who has need of nothing, how about making a gift to someone 

who is destitute in your loved one’s name? There are a number 

of  “Gift Catalogues” at the church for your inspiration. 

  

Volunteers needed to decorate the Sanctuary for Christmas.  

Suggested dates: Thursday, December 4 / Friday December 5.  

Please call the office.   

 

Volunteers needed for the Senior’s Christmas Luncheon, Mon-

day, December 8.  If you can donate a salad, main dish or a dessert 

it would be greatly appreciated.  Also needed are volunteers to 

help serve and clean up.   
 

Warning:  Please be on the lookout for someone who may come 

to your door offering to do your roof. A senior citizen was re-

cently  “taken” by this person. Apparently the "roofer" has also 

been helping (himself) in the Beauharnois area. 

Announcements 
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 1. Kidnappers are not very interested in you. 

 2. In a hostage situation you are likely to be released first. 

 3. No one expects you to run--anywhere. 

 4. People call at 9 pm and ask, did I wake you? 

 5. People no longer view you as a hypochondriac. 

 6. There is nothing left to learn the hard way. 

 7. Things you buy now won't wear out. 

 8. You can eat supper at 4pm. 

 9. You can live without sex, but not your glasses. 

10. You get into heated arguments about pension plans. 

11. You no longer think of speed limits as a challenge. 

12. You quit trying to hold your stomach in no matter who 

walks into the room. 

 13. You sing along with elevator music. 

 14. Your eyes won't get much worse. 

 15. Your investment in health insurance is finally beginning 

to pay off. 

 16. Your joints are more accurate meteorologists than the 

national weather service. 

 17. Your secrets are safe with your friends because they can't 

remember them either. 

 18. Your supply of brain cells is finally down to manageable 

size. 

 19. You can't remember who sent you this list.  And you 

notice these are all in Big Print for your convenience. 

 Forward this to everyone you can remember right now! 

—With thanks to Rev. Alice 
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Hokusai says look carefully. 

Pay attention, notice. 

Keep looking, stay curious. 

There is no end to seeing. 

Look forward to getting old 

Keep changing, you just get more of who you really are. 

Get stuck, accept it, repeat yourself as long as it’s interesting. 

Keep doing what you love. 

Keep praying. 

Every one of us is a child, every one of us is ancient, every one of us 

has a body. 

Every one of us is frightened. 

Every one of us has to find a way to live with fear. 

Everything is alive — shells, buildings, people, fish, mountains, trees. 

Wood is alive. 

Water is alive. 

Everything has its own life. 

Everything lives inside us. 

Live with the world inside you. 

It doesn’t matter if you draw, or write books. 

It doesn’t matter if you saw wood, or catch fish. 

It doesn’t matter if you sit at home and stare at the ants on you veran-

dah or the shadows of the trees and grasses in your garden. 

It matters that you care. 

It matters that you feel. 

It matters that you notice. 

It matters that life lives through you. 

Contentment is life living through you. 

Joy is life living through you. 

Satisfaction and strength is life living through you. 

Peace is life living through you. 

Don’t be afraid. 

Look, feel, let life take you by the hand. 

Let life live through you. 

 

—Excerpted from a poem by Roger Keyes who was inspired by   

Japanese master artist and printmaker, Hokusai. 



Thoughts & Wishes Page 11 

 

 Christmas Dinner prayer by Martin Luther 
Ah, dearest Jesus, holy Child, 

Make thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 

Within my heart, that it may be 

A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 

 

My heart for very joy doth leap, 

My lips no more can silence keep,  

I too must sing, with joyful tongue, 

That sweetest ancient song,  

 

Glory to God in highest heaven, 

Who unto man His Son hath given 

While angels sing with pious mirth. 

A glad new year to all the earth!  

Happy New Year 
A new day rose upon me.  It was as if another sun had risen in the 

sky; The heavens were indescribably brighter; and the earth fairer; 

and that day has gone on brightening to the present hour. 

—Orville Dewey 

 

“I hope that in this year to come, you make mistakes. 

Because if you are making mistakes, then you are making new 

things, trying new things, learning, living, pushing yourself, 

changing yourself, changing your world. You're doing things 

you've never done before, and more importantly, you're Doing 

Something.  So that's my wish for you, and all of us, and my wish 

for myself. Make New Mistakes. Make glorious, amazing mis-

takes. Make mistakes nobody's ever made before. Don't freeze, 

don't stop, don't worry that it isn't good enough, or it isn't perfect, 

whatever it is: art, or love, or work or family or life. 

Whatever it is you're scared of doing, Do it. 

Make your mistakes, next year and forever.”  

― Neil Gaiman  

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/1221698.Neil_Gaiman
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 It's just a small, white envelope stuck among the branches of our 

Christmas tree. No name, no identification, no inscription. It has 

peeked through the branches of our tree for the past ten years. 

 

It all began because my husband Mike hated Christmas. Oh, not the 

true meaning of Christmas, but the commercial aspects of it – over-

spending and the frantic running around at the last minute to get a tie 

for Uncle Harry and the dusting powder for Grandma – the gifts 

given in desperation because you couldn't think of anything else. 

Knowing he felt this way, I decided one year to bypass the usual 

shirts, sweaters, ties and so forth. I reached for something special just 

for Mike. The inspiration came in an unusual way. 

Our son Kevin, who was 12 that year, was on the wrestling team at 

the school he attended. Shortly before Christmas, there was a non-

league match against a team sponsored by an inner-city church. 

These youngsters, dressed in sneakers so ragged that shoestrings 

seemed to be the only thing holding them together, presented a sharp 

contrast to our boys in their spiffy blue and gold uniforms and spar-

kling new wrestling shoes.  

As the match began, I was alarmed to see that the other team was 

wrestling without headgear, a kind of light helmet designed to protect 

a wrestler's ears. It was a luxury the ragtag team obviously could not 

afford.  

Well, we ended up walloping them. We took every weight class. 

Mike, seated beside me, shook his head sadly, "I wish just one of 

them could have won," he said. "They have a lot of potential, but los-

ing like this could take the heart right out of them." Mike loved kids 

– all kids. He so enjoyed coaching little league football, baseball and 

lacrosse. That's when the idea for his present came.  

That afternoon, I went to a local sporting goods store and bought an 

assortment of wrestling headgear and shoes, and sent them       

a n o n y m o u s l y  t o  t h e  i n n e r - c i t y  c h u r c h .           

 

On Christmas Eve, I placed a small, white envelope on the tree, the 

note inside telling Mike what I had done, and that this was his gift 

from me.  
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Mike's smile was the brightest thing about Christmas that year. And 

that same bright smile lit up succeeding years. For each Christmas, 

I followed the tradition – one year sending a group of mentally 

handicapped youngsters to a hockey game, another year a check to 

a pair of elderly brothers whose home had burned to the ground the 

week before Christmas, and on and on. 

The white envelope became the highlight of our Christmas. It was 

always the last thing opened on Christmas morning, and our 

children – ignoring their new toys – would stand with wide-eyed 

anticipation as their dad lifted the envelope from the tree to reveal 

its contents. As the children grew, the toys gave way to more 

practical presents, but the small, white envelope never lost its 

allure.  

The story doesn't end there. You see, we lost Mike last year due to 

dreaded cancer. When Christmas rolled around, I was still so 

wrapped in grief that I barely got the tree up. But Christmas Eve 

found me placing an envelope on the tree. And the next morning, I 

found it was magically joined by three more. Unbeknownst to the 

others, each of our three children had for the first time placed a 

white envelope on the tree for their dad. The tradition has grown 

and someday will expand even further with our grandchildren 

standing to take down that  special  envelope.  

 

Mike's spirit, like the Christmas spirit will always be with us. 

—By Nancy W. Gavi 
 
 

Christmas is not a time nor a season, 

but a state of mind. To cherish peace 

and goodwill, to be plenteous in mercy, 

is to have the real spirit of Christmas. 

—Calvin Coolidge  

http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/authors/c/calvin_coolidge.html


Church Happenings 
 

Regan Cornford and 

her little cousin Skylar 

Hall both in pink.   

 

Matthew, Laura & Luc Bergeron. 

 

 

Jordan King is enjoying the ride! 

Caleb 

Beaudry 

chose to lead 

the ponies 

from a safe 

distance!   

 

Shia Hall 

loves the  

gentle pony. 

 



Willdon Stables —Pony Rides 
 

 

From the youngest child... 

To the oldest child... 

It was a wondrous 

day.  Thanks to 

Nancy Carr of  

Willdon Stables for 

the pony rides.  You 

can reach her at 

514-444-8899 for 

your own            

adventure! 

Hurray 

for 

Caleb!  

His  

1st pony 

ride… 

Erich 

Bauer 

can’t re-

sist the 

fun! 

Tristan Cornford is a natural! 

Brenda & Bruce 

Ryan enjoying the 

show. 

Keith  

Motton’s 

newest 

buddy! 

 

Valerie & 

Lynn Butler 

watching 

Caleb. 

https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fcliparts%2F3%2F5%2F5%2Fb%2F1195438377985035919heart_jon_phillips_01.svg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-11530.html&docid=vbZIy1_69K9fKM&tbnid=985jgIIL9wbgQM%3A&w=793&h=1122&e
https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fcliparts%2F3%2F5%2F5%2Fb%2F1195438377985035919heart_jon_phillips_01.svg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-11530.html&docid=vbZIy1_69K9fKM&tbnid=985jgIIL9wbgQM%3A&w=793&h=1122&e
https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fcliparts%2F3%2F5%2F5%2Fb%2F1195438377985035919heart_jon_phillips_01.svg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-11530.html&docid=vbZIy1_69K9fKM&tbnid=985jgIIL9wbgQM%3A&w=793&h=1122&e
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I put my carry-on in the luggage compartment and sat 

down in my assigned seat. It was going to be a long flight. 

'I'm glad I have a good book to read. Perhaps I will get a short nap,' I 

thought. 

Just before take-off, a line of soldiers came down the aisle and filled all 

the vacant seats, totally surrounding me. I decided to start a conversation. 

'Where are you headed?' I asked the soldier seated nearest to me. 

'Petawawa. We'll be there for two weeks for special training, and then 

we're being deployed to Afghanistan.  

After flying for about an hour, an announcement was made that sack 

lunches were available for five dollars. It would be several hours before 

we reached the east, and I quickly decided a lunch would help pass the 

time.  As I reached for my wallet, I overheard a soldier ask his buddy if 

he planned to buy lunch. 'No, that seems like a lot of money for just a 

sack lunch. Probably wouldn't be worth five bucks. I'll wait till we get to 

base.'  His friend agreed. 

I looked around at the other soldiers. None were buying lunch. I walked 

to the back of the plane and handed the flight attendant a fifty dollar bill. 

'Take a lunch to all those soldiers.' She grabbed my arms and squeezed 

tightly. Her eyes wet with tears, she thanked me. 'My son was a soldier in 

Iraq ; it's almost like you are doing it for him.' 

Picking up ten sacks, she headed up the aisle to where the soldiers were 

seated.  She stopped at my seat and asked, 'Which do you like best - beef 

or chicken? ‘Chicken,’ I replied, wondering why she asked. She turned 

and went to the front of plane, returning a minute later with a dinner plate 

from first class. 'This is your thanks.' 

After we finished eating, I went again to the back of the plane, heading 

for the rest room. A man stopped me. 'I saw what you did. I want to be 

part of it. Here, take this.' He handed me twenty-five dollars. 

Soon after I returned to my seat, I saw the Flight Captain coming down  

the aisle, looking at the aisle numbers as he walked, I hoped he was not 

looking for me, but noticed he was looking at the numbers only on my  

side of the plane. When he got to my row he stopped, smiled, held out his 

hand and said, 'I want to shake your hand.' Quickly unfastening my  

seatbelt I stood and took the Captain's hand. With a booming voice he 

said, 'I was a soldier and I was a military pilot. Once, someone bought me 

a lunch. It was an act of kindness I never forgot.' I was embarrassed when 

applause was heard from all of the passengers.   Con’t... 

Sack Lunches 
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Later I walked to the front of the plane so I could stretch my legs. A  

man who was seated about six rows in front of me reached out his hand, 

wanting to shake mine. He left another twenty-five dollars in my palm. 

When we landed I gathered my belongings and started to deplane. Waiting 

just inside the airplane door was a man who stopped me, put something in 

my shirt pocket, turned, and walked away without saying a word. Another 

twenty-five dollars! 

Upon entering the terminal, I saw the soldiers gathering for their trip to the 

base. I walked over to them and handed them seventy-five dollars. 'It will 

take you some time to reach the base. It will be about time for a sandwich. 

God Bless You.' Ten young men left that flight feeling the love and respect 

of their fellow travelers. 

As I walked briskly to my car, I whispered a prayer for their safe return. 

These soldiers were giving their all for our country. I could only give them 

a couple of meals. It seemed so little...  

A veteran is someone who, at one point in his life, wrote a blank check 

made payable to 'citizens of United States /Canada ' for an amount of 'up to 

and including my life.'  That is Honour, and there are way too many people 

in this country who no longer understand it.'  

—With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair  

Incredible WWI Tribute In London Looks Like A River Of Blood  

The moat that surrounds the 

Tower of London has long stood 

empty and dry. But now, what 

may look like gushing blood 

from it's very walls, is actually 

something beautiful.  This 

summer, the moat has been filled 

with 888,246 red ceramic 

poppies, one for each British and 

Colonial soldier who perished 

during World War I.  For the 

past few weeks, a team of 150 

volunteers has been placing red ceramic poppies one by one around the 

Tower.  The last poppy was symbolically planted on the last day of the 

installation: November 11, Armistice Day.  May we always remember. 

—With thanks to James Meldrum 

River of Poppies 
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When minister Joe Wright was asked to open the new sessions 

of the Kansas Senate, everyone was expecting the usual gener-

alities, but this is what they heard: 

 

THE PRAYER 

Heavenly Father, we come before you today to ask Your forgive-

ness and to seek Your direction and guidance. We know Your 

Word says, "Woe to those who call evil good,," but that is exactly 

what we have done. We have lost our spiritual equilibrium and 

reversed our values. 

We confess: 

We have ridiculed the absolute truth of Your Word and called it 

Pluralism. 

We have worshipped other gods and called it multiculturalism. 

We have endorsed perversion and called it alternative lifestyle. 

We have exploited the poor and called it the lottery. 

We have killed our unborn and called it choice. 

We have shot abortionists and called it justifiable. 

We have neglected to discipline our children and called it building 

self-esteem. 

We have abused power and called it politics. 

We have coveted our neighbor's possessions and called it ambi-

tion. 

We have polluted the air with profanity and pornography and 

called it freedom of expression. 

We have ridiculed the time-honored values of our forefathers and 

called it enlightenment. 

Search us, Oh God, and know our hearts today; cleanse us from 

every sin and set us free. 

Guide and bless these men and women who have been sent to di-

rect us to the center of your will. I ask it in the Name of Your Son, 

the living Savior, Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

—With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair 

A fair transcription of an actual prayer delivered before the Kan-

sas House of Representatives by Central Christian Church Pastor 

Joe Wright on January 23, 1996. At least one legislator did walk 

out during the prayer, according to the Kansas City Star. Others 

made speeches criticizing what the House Minority Leader, a De-

mocrat, called "the extreme, radical views" reflected in the prayer. 
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 The girl you just called fat...she’s on diet pills.  The girl you just called 

ugly...she spends hours putting on makeup hoping people will like her.  

The boy you just tripped...he is abused enough at home.  See the man 

with the ugly scars...he fought for his country.  The 14-year-old girl with 

a kid that you just called an abusive name...she got raped.  That guy you 

just made fun of for crying… his mother is dying.  People have already 

enough sorrow to deal with — please don’t give them anymore just be-

cause you want to crack a joke!  Help stop bullying...show this to a bully.

—With thanks to Audrey Bauer 

Sitting by the window of her convent, Sister Barbara Headley opened a 

letter from home one evening. Inside the letter was a $100 bill her parents 

had sent.  Sister Barbara smiled at the gesture. As she read the letter by 

the window, she noticed a shabbily dressed stranger leaning against the 

lamp post below. 

Quickly, she wrote, "Don't despair. Sister Barbara Headley," on a piece of 

paper, wrapped the $100 bill in it, got the man's attention, and tossed it 

out the window to him. The stranger picked it up, and with a puzzled ex-

pression and a tip of his hat, went off down the street. 

The next day, Sister Barbara Headley was told that a man was at her 

door, insisting on seeing her. She went down, and found the stranger 

waiting. Without a word, he handed her a huge wad of $100 bills. 

"What's this?" she asked.  

"That's the $8,000 you have coming to you, Sister," he said. "Don't De-

spair came in at 80-to-1." 

“I heard the bells on Christmas Day 

Their old, familiar carols play, 

And wild and sweet 

The words repeat 

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”  
― Henry Wadsworth Longfellow  

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/2697.Henry_Wadsworth_Longfellow
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 Irene Stevens’ granddaughter, 

Amber and great grandson, 

Brodie who is 2 1/2 years, 

enjoying the first snowman of 

the season — September 9, 

2014, Calgary. 
Merry Christmas  

Amber & Brodie! 

The Worry Tree  
The carpenter I hired to help me restore an old farmhouse had just fin-

ished a rough first day on the job. A flat tire made him lose an hour of 

work, his electric saw quit, and now his ancient pickup truck refused to 

start. While I drove him home, he sat in stony silence.  

On arriving, he invited me in to meet his family. As we walked toward the 

front door, he paused briefly at a small tree, touching the tips of the 

branches with both hands. When opening the door, he underwent an 

amazing transformation. His tanned face wreathed in smiles and he 

hugged his two small children and gave his wife a kiss.  

Afterward he walked me to the car. We passed the tree and my curiosity 

got the better of me. I asked him about what I had seen him do earlier.  

'Oh, that's my trouble tree,' he replied. 'I know I can't help having troubles 

on the job, but one thing for sure, troubles don't belong in the house with 

my wife and the children. So I just hang them on the tree every night 

when I come home. Then in the morning I pick them up again.'  

'Funny thing is,' he smiled, 'when I come out in the morning to pick 'em 

up, there ain't nearly as many as I remember hanging up the night before.' 
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    Lending a Lick 

When I was growing up in Butler, Pennsylvania, my 

mom was a deaconess at our church.  After the Com-

munion service, I’d help her collect all the little glass cups. 

One day I decided to be especially helpful.  I handed her about 20 

cups and informed her, “You don’t even need to wash these.  I licked 

every single one clean for you.”  I can still see the look of horror on 

her face! 

—Thanks to Hazel Finlay for this little gem 

Sue texts Ralph on a cold winter’s morning: 

"Windows frozen, won't open." 

Ralph texts back: 

"Gently pour some lukewarm water over it." 

Sue texts back 5 minutes later: 

"Computer really caput now.” 

It was the day after Christmas at St Peter and St Paul's church in 

Borden, Kent, England. Father John, the vicar, was looking at the 

nativity scene outside when he noticed the baby Jesus was missing 

from the figures. 

Father John's thoughts turned to calling in the local policeman but 

as he was about to do so, he saw little Nathan with a red wagon, 

and in the wagon was the figure of the little infant, Jesus. 

Father John approached Nathan and asked him, 'Well, Nathan, 

where did you get the little infant?' Nathan looked up, smiled and 

replied, 'I took him from the church.' 

'And why did you take him?' With a sheepish grin, Nathan said, 

'Well, Father John, about a week before Christmas I prayed to Lord 

Jesus. I told him if he would bring me a red wagon for Christmas, I 

would give him a ride around the block in it.' 

 

https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun.jpg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2Fdetails%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun&docid=L2V1
https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun.jpg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2Fdetails%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun&docid=L2V1
https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun.jpg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Ffree.clipartof.com%2Fdetails%2F5-Free-Summer-Clipart-Illustration-Of-A-Happy-Smiling-Sun&docid=L2V1
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My grandma taught me everything about Christmas. I was just a kid. 

I remember tearing across town on my bike to visit her on the day 

my big sister dropped the bomb: "There is no Santa Claus," jeered 

my sister. "Even dummies know that!"  

My grandma was not the gushy kind, never had been. I fled to her 

that day because I knew she would be straight with me. I knew 

Grandma always told the truth, and I knew that the truth always went 

down a whole lot easier when swallowed with one of her world-

famous cinnamon buns. 

Grandma was home, and the buns were still warm. Between bites, I 

told her everything. She was ready for me.  

"No Santa Claus!" she snorted. "Ridiculous! Don't believe it. That 

rumor has been going around for years, and it makes me mad, plain 

mad. Now, put on your coat, and let's go."  

"Go? Go where, Grandma?" I asked. I hadn't even finished my 

second cinnamon bun. 

"Where" turned out to be Kerby's General Store, the one store in 

town that had a little bit of just about everything. As we walked 

through its doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars. That was a 

bundle in those days.  

"Take this money," she said, "and buy something for someone who 

needs it. I'll wait for you in the car." Then she turned and walked out 

of Kerby's.  

I was only eight years old. I'd often gone shopping with my mother, 

but never had I shopped for anything all by myself. The store seemed 

big and crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their Christmas 

shopping. For a few moments I just stood there, confused, clutching 

that ten-dollar bill, wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy 

it for. I thought of everybody I knew: my family, my friends, my 

neighbors, the kids at school, the people who went to my church.  

I was just about thought out, when I suddenly thought of Bobbie 

Decker. He was a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and he sat 

right behind me in Mrs. Pollock's grade-two class. Bobbie Decker 

didn't have a coat. I knew that because he never went out for recess 

during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling the teacher 

that he had a cough; but all we kids knew that Bobbie Decker didn't 

have a cough, and he didn't have a coat. 
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I fingered the ten-dollar bill with growing excitement. I would 

buy Bobbie Decker a coat. I settled on a red corduroy one that 

had a hood to it. It looked real warm, and he would like that. I 

didn't see a price tag, but ten dollars ought to buy anything. I put 

the coat and my ten-dollar bill on the counter and pushed them 

toward the lady behind it.  

 

She looked at the coat, the money, and me. "Is this a Christmas 

present for someone?" she asked kindly. "Yes," I replied shyly. 

"It's ... for Bobbie. He's in my class, and he doesn't have a coat." 

The nice lady smiled at me. I didn't get any change, but she put 

the coat in a bag and wished me a Merry Christmas.  

That evening, Grandma helped me wrap the coat in Christmas 

paper and ribbons, and write, "To Bobbie, From Santa Claus" on 

it ... Grandma said that Santa always insisted on secrecy.  

Then she drove me over to Bobbie Decker's house, explaining as 

we went that I was now and forever officially one of Santa's help-

ers. Grandma parked down the street from Bobbie's house, and 

she and I crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes by his front 

walk.  

Suddenly, Grandma gave me a nudge. "All right, Santa Claus," 

she whispered, "get going."  

I took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present 

down on his step, pounded his doorbell twice and flew back to 

the safety of the bushes and Grandma. Together we waited 

breathlessly in the darkness for the front door to open. Finally it 

did, and there stood Bobbie. He looked down, looked around, 

picked up his present, took it inside and closed the door.  
 

Forty years haven't dimmed the thrill of 

those moments spent shivering, beside 

my grandma, in Bobbie Decker's bushes. 

That night, I realized that those awful 

rumors about Santa Claus were just what 

Grandma said they were: Ridiculous! 

Santa was alive and well...  

 

AND WE WERE ON HIS TEAM! 
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A woman came home from work late, tired and irritated, to find her 5-year 

old son waiting for her at the door.  'Mummy, may I ask you a 

question?'  'What it is?' replied the woman.  

'Mummy, how much do you make an hour?'  

 'Why do you ask such a thing?' the woman said angrily.  

 'I just want to know. Please tell me how much do you make an hour?'  

 'If you must know, I make $20 an hour.'  

 'Oh,' the little boy replied, with his head down. "Mummy, may I please 

borrow $5?"  

The mother was furious, 'If the only reason you asked that is so you can buy 

a silly toy or some other nonsense, then you march yourself straight to your 

room and go to bed. Think about why you are being so selfish. I don't work 

hard every day for such childish frivolities.'  

The little boy quietly went to his room and shut the door. 

The woman sat down and started to get even angrier about the little boy's 

questions. How dare he ask such questions only to get some money? After 

about an hour or so, the woman had calmed down, and started to 

think: maybe there was something he really needed to buy with that $5 and 

he really didn't ask for money very often. The woman went to the door of the 

little boy's room and opened the door. 'Are you asleep, son?' she asked.  

'No Mummy, I'm awake,' replied the boy.  

'I've been thinking, maybe I was too hard on you earlier' said the woman. 'It's 

been a long day and I took out my aggravation on you. Here's the $5 you 

asked for.'  

The little boy sat straight up smiling. 'Oh, thank you Mummy!' he yelled. 

Reaching under his pillow he pulled out some crumpled bills. He slowly 

counted his money and then looked up at his mother.  

'Why do you want more money if you already have some?' she asked. 

'Because I didn't have enough, but now I do,' the little boy replied.  

'Mummy, I have $20 now. Can I buy an hour of your time? Please come 

home early tomorrow. I would like to have dinner with you.'  

The mother was crushed. She put her arms around her little son, and she 

begged for his forgiveness.       

            Con’t… 
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It's just a short reminder to all of you working so hard in life.  We should 

not let time slip through our fingers without having spent some time with 

those who really matter to us, those close to our hearts. Do remember to 

share that $20 worth of your time with someone you love. If we die 

tomorrow, the company that we are working for could easily replace us in 

a matter of hours. But the family & friends we leave behind will feel the 

loss for the rest of their lives.—With thanks to Rev. Alice 

 

 

We bid a fond farewell to Jane MacGregor 

who passed away October 18, 2014.  Jane will 

be well remembered by all of us for her 

beautiful smile.  She was a great help to the 

UCW and a faithful member of St. A’s. 

 

 

“My idea of Christmas, whether old-fashioned or 

modern, is very simple: loving others. Come to think 

of it, why do we have to wait for Christmas to do 

that?” — Bob Hope 

I know that we live in the lives of those we 

touch.  I have felt in me the living presence 

of many I have loved and who have loved 

me. —Elizabeth Watson 

Joy comes from simple and natural things, 

mists over meadows, sunlight on leaves, the 

path of the moon over water.  Even rain and 

wind and stormy clouds bring joy, just as 

Knowing animals and flowers and where 

they live. —Sigurd F. Olson 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/46085.Bob_Hope
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 December 2014 
Dec. 6    Holly Tea (11:00 – 3:00) 

Dec. 8    Seniors’ Lunch -- Casseroles, salads & desserts happily 

  accepted as well as volunteer help with serving & cleaning. 

Dec. 9  Steward’s Meeting (7:30 pm) 

Dec. 10  Session Dinner & Meeting (6:00 pm) 

Dec. 14  White Gift Sunday & Dramatic Presentation 

Dec. 21  Choir Christmas Service 

Dec. 24  Christmas Eve Services:  Family Service 7:00 pm /  

  Candlelight Service 10:00 pm  

January 2015 
Jan. 1  New Year’s Day 

Jan. 4  Family Service 

Jan. 13  Steward’s Meeting (7:30 pm) 

Jan. 14  Session Meeting (7:30 pm) 

Jan. 20  UCW Meeting (1:30 pm) 

Jan. 25  Men’s Breakfast 

February 2015 
Feb. 10     Stewards’ Meeting (7:30 pm) 

Feb. 11     Session Meeting (7:30 pm) 

Feb. 14  Valentine’s Day — Remember those you love!  

Feb. 15    Valentine’s Breakfast & Chapel in the Hall & 

     Annual General Meeting in pm… please bring your lunch. 

Feb. 17     UCW Meeting (1:30 pm) 

Feb. 17  Shrove Tuesday –  

  Pancake Supper in Memorial Hall (5:00 – 7:00 pm) 

Feb. 18  Ash Wednesday 

Feb. 22  Men’s Breakfast (8:00 am) 

 

 

  

 * This is our proposed schedule of events.  Dates may 

change & there may be additional events.  We will keep you informed. 

https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fcliparts%2F3%2F5%2F5%2Fb%2F1195438377985035919heart_jon_phillips_01.svg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-11530.html&docid=vbZIy1_69K9fKM&tbnid=985jgIIL9wbgQM%3A&w=793&h=1122&e
https://www.google.ca/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fcliparts%2F3%2F5%2F5%2Fb%2F1195438377985035919heart_jon_phillips_01.svg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-11530.html&docid=vbZIy1_69K9fKM&tbnid=985jgIIL9wbgQM%3A&w=793&h=1122&e
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Minister:            Alice McAlpine 699-1412 

Clerk of Session:  Les Sorg   691-5227 

Elders:  

Jo Gaston (temp.)  District 1  692-8729 

Barbara Batten  District 2 & 3   691-2434 

Madeline Stevens  District 4   692-3687  

Sophie Cessford  District 5  691-8209    

Les Sorg   District 6  691-5227 

Llewellyn Hall  District 7  699-0408 

Richard Fortier  District 8 & 9  699-7013 

Audrey Bauer   District 10  692-6396 

Bruce Snair   District 11  699-9152 

Erich Bauer   District 12 & 13 692-6396 

Patricia Nielsen  District 14  692-2566 

  

Chairman/Stewards:  Eric Robinson  692-4141 

Treasurer:   Nancy Christie 691-7673 

Envelope Steward:  Serge Bergeron 691-7673  

Roll Clerk   Richard Fortier 699-7013 

Organist & Choir Dir: Doreen Gilbert  698-1078 

Sunday School:  Nancy Christie 691-7673 

Church Office:  Sandra Fortier 698-1050 

Janitor:    Ted Ross      514-594-9113 

 

 

 

  

 

Thanks to all our volunteers ~ those listed above and all of you 

who help throughout the year.  Your efforts are so very much 

appreciated.   



 

 

 

ST. ANDREW’S UNITED CHURCH 

46 Dupont St. West,  

Chateauguay QC  J6J 1G3 

Telephone:  (450) 698-1050 

e-mail:  sandrewsunitedchurch@bellnet.ca 

 

Website:  saintandrewsunitedchurch.org 

We’re on the Web in glorious color! 

Please find us at — 

saintandrewsunitedchurch.org 
 

The newsletter is printed 4 times a year.  The next one will 

be our  Spring Issue (March, April & May).  Deadline for 

submissions:  February 15, 2015. 

 

If you wish to receive our newsletter, Reaching Out, kindly 

pick up your copy at the church.  If you would like to re-

ceive it by mail, please send us a cheque for $15 to cover the 

cost of mailing.  Thank you for your support! 

 

—Sandra Fortier, editor 

May your Christmas sparkle with moments of 

love, laughter and goodwill, and may the year 

ahead be full of contentment and joy. 

Have a Merry Christmas.  


