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Hello Everyone,
Well, here we are, almost at the back
steps of an old year and on the front
steps of a new year. And here we are
again, with many of us baking, decorating, and shopping for this celebration
of Jesus’ birth.
With so much world upheaval and even
in our personal lives, it may seem out
of place to celebrate. Still, let us recall
that the real celebration of Christmas
has its basis the reality of God entering
this broken world as a human being,
and offering His love that brings peace
and hope and joy. I like the words ascribed to Pope Francis: “In moments of
sin, in moments of weakness, in moments of failure, I have seen Jesus and
I trusted Him. He has not left me
alone.” This is the essence of our faith,
and it is good news! It is worth celebrating, whether alone or with others.
As much as you are able, we hope you
can join us for some or all of our gatherings. Please note them in the Calendar of Events listed elsewhere in this
newsletter.

For unto us a child is born.

Continued p. 2
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Reverend’s Ravellings

This newsletter will also take us into the season of Lent, the days
preceding Easter. Easter is the action of God which defeated death.
The grave could not hold Jesus, and for those who trust Him, who
accept His offer of forgiveness, it won’t hold us either.
So let us sing, let us pray, let us give thanks. God’s blessings on you
all! Joyous Christmas, Happy New Year! Joyous Easter!
—Rev. Alice

Lenten thoughts:
The rejection of God is not an intellectual one, it is a moral one.
Rev. Dr. Ravi Zacharias
Pope Francis: The crucifix does not signify defeat or failure. It reveals to us the love that overcomes evil and sin.
Why is Russia in such a state? Because we have forgotten God.
Alexander Solzhenitsyn

Jesus had no servants, yet they called Him Master. Had no degree,
yet they called Him Teacher. He had no medicines, yet they called
Him Healer. Had no army, yet kings feared Him. He won no military battles, yet He conquered the world. He committed no crime,
yet they crucified Him. He was buried in a tomb, yet He lives today. Feel honored to serve such a Leader who loves us.

Prayer Fellowship
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What if you woke up
today with only the
things that you thanked
God for yesterday?

The Prayer Fellowship will start Tuesday, January 12, 2016 at 10
am. We will be looking at the video The Seven Spiritual Laws of
Success by Deepak Chopra. New members are always welcome.
Shirley Christie (450)692-4396

Please remember these people in your thoughts & prayers:
Marsk, Rennie & Keifer, Antoine, Catherine Amy, Jessie Amy,
Keith Amy, Pat Ashworth, Shelley Baumann, Bernice, Bonnie, Ian
Brewster, Brigida, Carol, Caroly, Laura Cuthbertson, Dianah,
Heather Downs, Eric Drakeford, Elizabeth Eastman, Andrew Eccles, Lynn Edwards, Karen Elkin, Mary-Alice Epps, Gail, Linda
Gallant, Jo Gaston, George, Gladys, Myrna Hall, Jennifer, Justin,
Lance & family, Mike Lajoie, Patricia Langevin, Roger Laplante,
Marilyn Little, Brian Llewellyn, Jemma Mahabir, Marcelle, Dennis
McKeating, Laura McLean, Mile, Cheryl Miller, Sharon Miller,
Shirley Morrison, Marjorie Mulahoo, Sandra Murphy, Paige, Nancy
Pappin, Julie Patterson, Anne & Ernie Presseau, Gail Provencher,
Sarah Puskas, Don and Phyllis Reid, Chester Ross, Diana Salter,
Lou & Joan Sarka, Sharon, Eileen & Donald Sim, Reynold Skeete,
Sharon Smith, Joan Spurrell, Dylan Stanamir, Madeline Stevens,
Christina Vincent, Margaret Whittal, John Wiwcharyk, Sandy Yarnell, Shirley Yarnell.
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Treasurer’s Report

Thanks to a lot of hard work from many individuals and some generous donations this year, our financial situation is a little more
hopeful. The dedication and commitment of the church community, including 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. 2015 tax receipts will be
issued for all donations received prior to January 1st, 2016.

Fundscrip
To date, St. Andrew’s has earned $2,007.10 this year from Fundscrip and $11,259.80 since enrolling in Fundscrip 5 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 donated to St. Andrew’s.
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 14th, 2015 at 9 am to receive your order
before Christmas. Fundscrip orders will resume Sunday, January
3rd, 2016.
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!
—Nancy Christie

Sunday School
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The junior Sunday School opened with an 8-week curriculum
Jesus Loves Us and is now both classes are beginning on the
Christmas story while we prepare for the Christmas pageant. We
have approximately 10 children who attend regularly. There
will be no Sunday School on December 27, 2015 and January 3,
2016.
Merry Christmas.
—Nancy Christie

Match Game
We would like to thank you for your support of the Match
Game! In 2015, we have now raised more than $1,600 thanks to
our great chefs, dedicated clients, and those who have matched
along the way. Our goal is to exceed $2,000 by Christmas.
Desserts are sold after church every Sunday for a cost ranging
from $2 to $10, picked out of a hat.
Anyone who wishes to match the weekly proceeds can also sign
up on Sunday. The cost depends on the number of desserts sold.
The maximum matching amount is $75, although you can set a lower limit at your convenience. A tax receipt will be issued for all
matching donations.
Stop by this Sunday to receive your just desserts!
—Serge Bergeron
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UCW

Our largest fundraiser of the year is upon us in a very short time.. It will
take place on Saturday, Dec. 5, 2015 between 11am & 3pm. Much
will be needed from all of you as there are a great many things to do to
make this event a success.
The Bake Table & the Tea Room need donations of baked goods.
The Jewellery Table is in dire need of JEWELLERY & SMALL
BOXES TO PUT IT IN; we would be grateful for donations of both.
The Attic Treasures are always looking for that special something for
somebody sooo if you have something that you no longer need or want,
someone else might just be looking for it. Bring it on down to Sophie.
The Knitting, Crocheting, Sewing & Craft Table needs whatever you
have the time to make and Eileen, Norma and Lorna will be very grateful
for your donations.
Don’t forget the Stewards. They are a tremendously large part of this
church and they are on the lookout for many varieties of things to sell. If
you have any donations or ideas that could be valuable, speak to Eric
Robinson. The Stewards have some wonderful surprises this year so be
sure to stop at their table.
Come visit and have lunch in our Tea Room and don’t forget to ask for
our TURKEY POT PIES — they sell out quickly! You will find them
at the end of the Bake Table.
If you would like to buy one of our Church calendars, or a Millennium
Cook book, you will find both on the table where you buy tickets for the
Tea Room lunch.
Thank you all in advance for your support and cooperation. Without
you, the Holly Tea would not succeed. Thank you, again.
*Please note that the World Day of Prayer will take place on Friday,
March 4,2016 at 2 p.m. here at St. Andrew’s.

Carol Epps, UCW President

Merry Christmas & Happy New Year from the UCW!!

Spring into Action
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Rags to Riches
OLPH & St. George’s Church were the first to raise awareness
for the lack of feminine hygiene products for clients of the Chateauguay Food Bank & the Chateauguay Woman's Shelter.
This year St. A’s will take a leading role and host this special
event —
Rags to Riches luncheon, March 13, 2016 at 12:30 pm at
St. Andrew’s United Church, Chateauguay.
Please join us and bring along your friends — everyone is
welcome. Tickets for this lunch will be $5 and we ask all our
guests to bring one or more feminine hygiene products, soaps,
shampoos, etc. Thank you for your valuable support.
Joanne Goodfellow

Please mark your 2016 calendars for the following:
March 4, 2016 at 2:00pm — World Day of Prayer at St. A’s
March 13, 2016 at 12:30 pm — Rags to Riches lunch
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Choir Christmas Service

Country Choir Practice
It is on the eve of Christmas,
In the now-forgotten days,
Country church lamps have been lighted,
And its yard is full of sleighs
Horses tied there to the hitch racks
Now are wearing strands of bells
Tinkling with their restless movements
To enhance the sound that swells
From the organ in the chapel,
And the carols of the choir.
They practice for tomorrow,
Seated near the blazing fire
Which is roaring now and snapping
In the tall, old Bridge Beach stove,
Stoked with wood chunks brought in autumn
From the nearby woodland grove.
And the picture in the darkness
That the lighted church now makes
Is the kind that leaves impressions
Which no memory forsakes.
It will come in recollection,
Through the years in many ways,
How the country church stood lighted
And its yard was full of sleighs.
Arthur Thatcher
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Pack of Cookies
A young woman was waiting for her flight
in the boarding room of a big airport. As
she would need to wait many hours, she
decided to buy a book to spend her time.
She also bought a packet of cookies.

She sat down in an armchair, in the VIP
room of the airport, to rest and read in
peace. Beside the armchair where the packet of cookies lay, a man sat
down in the next seat, opened his magazine and started reading.
When she took out the first cookie, the man took one as well. She felt
irritated but said nothing. She just thought: “What a nerve! If I was in
the mood I would punch him for daring!”
For each cookie she took, the man took one too. This was infuriating
her but she didn’t want to cause a scene. When only one cookie remained, she thought: “What would this abusive man do now?”
Then, the man, taking the last cookie, divided it into half, giving her
one half. “This is too much,” she thought. She was much too angry
now! She took her book and her things and stormed to the boarding
place. When she sat down in her seat, she looked into her purse for
her eyeglasses. And to her surprise, her packet of cookies was there.
Untouched and unopened! She felt so ashamed! She realized that she
was wrong. She had forgotten that her cookies were still in her purse.
The man had divided his cookies with her, without feeling anger or
bitterness while at the same time she was highly irritated and even
angry. She thought she was loosing some of her cookies while she was
actually gaining some from him, a complete stranger! And now there
was no chance to explain herself nor to apologize….or, to say
THANK –YOU!

By Julette Millien
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Here’s a challenge for you: the very next time you are irritated or angry
in a situation or towards someone, FORCE yourself to stop and consider the event from their perspective. Seriously stand in their shoes and
see the world from where they stand…as best as you can. Even go so
far as imagine a scenario that COULD be true and see how your emotions respond. Just try this as an experiment. Also, consider all the facts
as you understand them and DOUBLE CHECK their accuracy!
Remember YOU are in charge of your emotions and your reactions; NOT the other way around. Often, we just don’t have enough
information or facts to justify our extreme reactions.
Wishing you all that is good, true and wonderful.
—Thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair

People with a healthy attitude concerning anger understand the
difference between constructive and destructive anger. Anger is
constructive when your anger expression affirms and acknowledges your
integrity and boundaries without intending to threaten or violate another
person's integrity or boundaries. Destructive anger is when your
expression of anger is a defensive and rigid attempt to protect your
vulnerability and boundaries by intending to threaten or violate another's
integrity and boundaries (whether the intention is conscious or not). If
you have a healthy relationship with anger, you have learned how to
transform anger from a weapon that wounds others and yourself to a tool
that promotes understanding and healthy change in relationships. Anger
is most constructive when it is used to solve a problem, rather than
merely to prove a point or vent your feelings.
BEVERLY ENGEL, Honor Your Anger
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Lipstick in Catholic School

According to a news report, a certain private Catholic school was recently
faced with a unique problem. A number of 12-year-old girls were beginning to use lipstick and would put it on in the bathroom. That was fine provided it was of a natural or neutral skin tone, but after they put on their lipstick, they would press their lips to the mirror leaving dozens of little lip
prints. Every night the maintenance man would remove them; and the next
day the girls would put them back.
Finally, the principal, Sister Mary, decided that something had to be done.
She called all the girls to the bathroom and met them there with the maintenance man. She explained that all these lip prints were causing a major
problem for the custodian, who had to clean the mirrors every night (you
can just imagine the yawns from the little princesses).
To demonstrate how difficult it had been to clean the mirrors, Sister Mary
asked the maintenance man to show the girls how much effort was required. He took out a long-handled squeegee, dipped it in the toilet, and
cleaned the mirror with it. Since then, there have been no lip prints on the
mirror
.

There are teachers....and then there are educators! If Sister Mary ran for
office I would vote for her!
Matt..18:4-5
"Therefore, whoever humbles
himself like this child is the
greatest in the kingdom of
heaven. And who ever welcomes a little child like this in
my name welcomes me. "
Johnny's Mother looked out the
window and noticed him
"playing church" with their cat.
He had the cat sitting quietly
and he was preaching to it. She smiled and went about her work. A while
later she heard loud meowing and hissing and ran back to the open window
to see Johnny baptizing the cat in a tub of water. She called out, "Johnny,
stop that! The cat is afraid of water!"
Johnny looked up at her and said, "He should have thought about that before he joined my church."

What Goes Around Comes Around
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His name was Fleming, and he was a poor Scottish farmer. One
day, while trying to make a living for his family, he heard a cry for
help coming from a nearby bog. He dropped his tools and ran to the
bog.
There, mired to his waist in black muck, was a terrified boy,
screaming and struggling to free himself. Farmer Fleming saved the
lad from what could have been a slow and terrifying death.
The next day, a fancy carriage pulled up to the Scotsman's sparse
surroundings. An elegantly dressed nobleman stepped out and
introduced himself as the father of the boy Farmer Fleming had
saved.
'I want to repay you,' said the nobleman. 'You saved my son's life.'
'No, I can't accept payment for what I did,' the Scottish farmer
replied waving off the offer. At that moment, the farmer's own son
came to the door of the family hovel.
'Is that your son?' the nobleman asked.
'Yes,' the farmer replied proudly
'I'll make you a deal. Let me provide him with the level of
education my own son will enjoy If the lad is anything like his
father, he'll no doubt grow to be a man we both will be proud of.'
And that he did.
.

Farmer Fleming's son attended the very best schools and in time,
graduated from St. Mary's Hospital Medical School in London, and
went on to become known throughout the world as the noted Sir
Alexander Fleming, the discoverer of Penicillin.
Years afterward, the same nobleman's son who was saved from the
bog was stricken with pneumonia.
What saved his life this time? Penicillin.
The name of the nobleman? Lord Randolph Churchill ... His son's
name? Sir Winston Churchill.
—With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair

Church Happenings

St. Andrew’s Christmas Concert, 2014. Our congregation is truly blessed with a
wonderful choir. Mark your calendars for this year’s concert, December 20, 2015.

Our children…Jason, Bryson, Lee, Jordan, Victoria,
Sarah, Laura, Luc & Matthew listening to Rev. Alice’s
message during the
Children’s Time.

Baptisms

Jake David Neville with
parents Matthew & Sarah.

J
A
K
E

James Andrew Sexton; parents Corey
& Kaylea; godparents Trevor & Erika
J
A
M
E
S

With godparents Emily & Jonathan
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The Christmas Pageant
My husband and I had been happily married (most of the time) for five
years but hadn't been blessed with a baby. I decided to do some serious
praying and promised God that if he would give us a child, I would be a
perfect mother, love it with all my heart and raise it with His word as my
guide. God answered my prayers and blessed us with a son.
The next year God blessed us with another son. The following year, He
blessed us with yet another son. The year after that we were blessed with
a daughter. My husband thought we'd been blessed right into poverty.
We now had four children, and the oldest was only four years old. I
learned never to ask God for anything unless I meant it. As a minister
once told me, "If you pray for rain, make sure you carry an umbrella."
I began reading a few verses of the Bible to the children each day as they
lay in their cribs. I was off to a good start. God had entrusted me with
four children and I didn't want to disappoint Him. I tried to be patient the
day the children smashed two dozen eggs on the kitchen floor searching
for baby chicks. I tried to be understanding when they started a hotel for
homeless frogs in the spare bedroom, although it took me nearly two
hours to catch all twenty-three frogs. When my daughter poured ketchup
all over herself and rolled up in a blanket to see how it felt to be a hot
dog, I tried to see the humor rather than the mess. In spite of changing
over twenty-five thousand diapers, never eating a hot meal and never
sleeping for more than thirty minutes at a time, I still thank God daily for
my children.
While I couldn't keep my promise to be a perfect mother -- I didn't even
come close... I did keep my promise to raise them in the Word of God. I
knew I was missing the mark just a little when I told my daughter we
were going to church to worship God, and she wanted to bring a bar of
soap along to "wash up" Jesus, too. Something was lost in the translation
when I explained that God gave us everlasting life, and my son thought it
was generous of God to give us his "last wife."
My proudest moment came during the children's Christmas pageant. My
daughter was playing Mary, two of my sons were shepherds and my
youngest son was a wise man. This was their moment to shine. My fiveyear-old shepherd had practiced his line, "We found the babe wrapped in
swaddling clothes." But he was nervous and said, “The baby was rapped
in wrinkled clothes." My four-year-old "Mary" said, "That's not
'wrinkled clothes,' silly. That's dirty, rotten clothes."
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The Christmas Pageant
A wrestling match broke out between Mary and the shepherd and was
stopped by an angel, who bent her halo and lost her left wing. I slouched a
little lower in my seat when Mary dropped the doll representing Baby
Jesus, and it bounced down the aisle crying, "Mama-mama." Mary
grabbed the doll wrapped it back up and held it tightly as the wise men
arrived. My other son stepped forward wearing a bathrobe and a paper
crown, knelt at the manger and announced, "We are the three wise men,
and we are bringing gifts of gold, common sense and fur." The
congregation dissolved into laughter, and the pageant got a standing
ovation. "I've never enjoyed a Christmas program as much as this one,"
laughed the pastor, wiping tears from his eyes "For the rest of my life, I'll
never hear the Christmas story without thinking of gold, common sense
and fur." "My children are my pride and my joy and my greatest
blessing," I said as I dug through my purse for an aspirin.
—With thanks to Rick Cessford
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Three Trees
Once there were three trees on a hill
in the woods. They were discussing
their hopes and dreams when the
first tree said, ‘Someday I hope to be
a treasure chest. I could be filled
with gold, silver and precious gems.
I could be decorated with intricate
carving and everyone would see the
beauty.’
Then the second tree said, ‘Someday
I will be a mighty ship. I will take
Kings and queens across the waters
and sail to the corners of the world.
Everyone will feel safe in me be-

cause of the strength of my hull.’
Finally the third tree said, ‘I want to grow to be the tallest and straightest
Tree in the forest. People will see me on top of the hill and look up to my
branches, and think of the heavens and God and how close to them I am
reaching. I will be the greatest tree of all time and people will always remember me.’
After a few years of praying that their dreams would come true, a group of
woodsmen came upon the trees. When one came to the first tree he said,
‘This looks like a strong tree, I think I should be able to sell the wood to a
carpenter’, and he began cutting it down. The tree was happy, because he
knew that the carpenter would make him into a treasure chest.
At the second tree the woodsman said, ‘This looks like a strong tree. I
should be able to sell it to the shipyard.’ The second tree was happy because he knew he was on his way to becoming a mighty ship.
When the woodsmen came upon the third tree, the tree was frightened
because he knew that if they cut him down his dreams would not come
true. One of the woods-men said, 'I don't need anything special from my
tree, I'll take this one’, and he cut it down.
When the first tree arrived at the carpenters, he was made into a feed box
for animals. He was then placed in a barn and filled with hay. This was
not at all what he had prayed for. The second tree was cut and made into
a small fishing boat. His dreams of being a mighty ship and carrying kings
had come to an end. The third tree was cut into large pieces, and left
alone in the dark.

By Angela Elwell Hunt
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The years went by, and the trees forgot about their dreams.
Then one day, a man and woman came to the barn. She gave birth and
they placed the baby in the hay in the feed box that was made from the
first tree. The man wished that he could have made a crib for the baby,
but this manger would have to do. The tree could feel the importance of
this event and knew that it had held the greatest treasure of all time.
Years later, a group of men got in the fishing boat made from the second
tree. One of them was tired and went to sleep. While they were out on the
water, a great storm arose and the tree didn't think it was strong enough to
keep the men safe. The men woke the sleeping man, and He stood and
said 'Peace' and the storm stopped. At this time, the tree knew that it had
carried the King of Kings in its boat.
Finally, someone came and got the third tree. It was carried through the
streets as the people mocked the man who was carrying it. When they
came to a stop, the man was nailed to the tree and raised in the air to die
at the top of a hill. When Sunday came, the tree came to realize that it
was strong enough to stand at the top of the hill and be as close to God as
was possible, because Jesus had been crucified on it.
The moral of this story is that when things don't seem to be going your
way, always know that God has a plan for you. If you place your trust in
Him, God will give you great gifts.
Each of the trees got what they wanted, just not in the way they had
imagined. We don't always know what God's plans are for us. We just
know that His Ways are not our ways, but His ways are always best.
—Angela Elwell Hunt
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Life Is Good!

PASTOR: "Praise the Lord!"
CONGREGATION: Hallelujah!"
PASTOR: "Will everyone please turn on their tablet, PC, iPad, smart
phone, and Kindle Bibles to 1 Corinthians 13:13. And please switch on
your Bluetooth to download the sermon."
P-a-u-s-e...
"Now, Let us pray committing this week into God's hands. Open your
Apps, BBM, Twitter and Facebook, and chat with God"
S-i-l-e-n-c-e...
"As we take our Sunday tithes and offerings, please have your credit and
debit cards ready. You can log on to the church Wi-Fi using the password
'Lord909887. The ushers will circulate mobile card swipe machines among
the worshipers:
1. Those who prefer to make electronic fund transfers are directed to
computers and laptops at the rear of the church.
2. Those who prefer to use iPads can open them.
3. Those who prefer telephone banking, take out your cell phones to
transfer your contributions to the church account.
The holy atmosphere of the Church becomes truly electrified as ALL the
smart phones, iPads, PCs and laptops beep and flicker!
Final Blessing and Closing Announcements
1. This week's ministry cell meetings will be held on the various
Facebook group pages where the usual group chatting takes
place. Please log in and don't miss out.
2. Thursday's Bible study will be held live on Skype at 1900hrs GMT.
Please don't miss out.
3. You can follow your Pastor on Twitter this weekend for counselling
and prayers.
God bless and have a nice day.

And Jesus wept... John 11:35
—With thanks to Eric Robinson

Roadside Church Signs
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CH??CH What’s Missing?
The Family that prays together, stays together.
If God is you co-pilot, switch seats.
If at first you don’t succeed, read the instructions. (Bible)
The best Christmas gift ever was wrapped in a manger.
God is always online. Never a busy signal.
People we like the least need our love the most.
God’s last name is not “damn”
I pray only on days that end with a “Y”
Of you can’t sleep, don’t count sheep, talk to the Shepherd.
Don’t have anything to be thankful for? Check your pulse.
Do you spell your best friend’s name D=O-G or G-O-D?
Home improvement: Take your family to church.
God so loved the world that He did not send a committee.

Wal-Mart is not
the only Saving
Place.
We aren’t Dairy Queen,
but our Sundays are
great!

—With thanks to Audrey Bauer
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The Old One

A brother and sister made their usual hurried, obligatory pre-Christmas
visit to the little farm where their elderly parents lived with their small
herd of horses. The homestead was called Lone Pine Farm because of the
huge pine which topped the hill behind the farm. Through the years the
tree had become a talisman to the old man and his wife, and a landmark
in the countryside. The young siblings had fond memories of their
childhood here, but the city hustle and bustle added more excitement to
their lives, and called them away to a different life.
The old folks no longer showed their horses, for the years had taken their
toll, and getting out to the barn on those frosty mornings was getting
harder, but it gave them a reason to get up in the mornings and a reason
to live. They sold a few foals each year, and the horses were their reason
for joy in the morning and contentment at day's end.
As they prepared to leave, the young couple confronted the old folks
"Why do you not at least dispose of 'The Old One?' She is no longer of
use to you. It's been years since you've had foals from her. You should
cut corners and save so you can have more for yourselves. How can this
old worn out horse bring you anything but expense and work? Why do
you keep her anyway?"
The old man looked down at his worn boots, holes in the toes, scuffed at
the barn floor and replied, “Yes, I could use a pair of new boots." His
arm slid defensively about the Old One's neck as he drew her near with
gentle caressing he rubbed her softly behind her ears. He replied softly,
"We keep her because of love. Nothing else, just love."
Baffled and irritated, the young folks wished the old man and his wife a
Merry Christmas and headed back toward the city as darkness stole
through the valley. The old couple shook their heads in sorrow that it had
not been a happy visit. Why didn’t their children understand the love that
filled their hearts? So it was that because of the unhappy leave-taking,
no one noticed the insulation smouldering on the frayed wires in the old
barn. No one saw the first spark fall. In a matter of minutes, the whole
barn was ablaze and the hungry flames were licking at the loft full of hay.
With a cry of horror and despair, the old man shouted to his wife to call
for help as he raced to the barn to save their beloved horses. But the
flames were roaring now, and the blazing heat drove him back. He sank
sobbing to the ground, helpless before the fire's fury. His wife back from
calling for help cradled him in her arms, clinging to each other, they wept
at their loss.

By Rev. David L. Griffith
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By the time the fire department arrived, only smoking, glowing ruins
were left, and the old man and his wife, exhausted from their grief,
huddled together before the barn. They were speechless as they rose
from the cold snow-covered ground. They nodded thanks to the firemen as there was nothing anyone could do now. The old man turned to
his wife, resting her white head upon his shoulders as his shaking old
hands clumsily dried her tears with a frayed red bandana. Brokenly he
whispered, "We have lost much, but God has spared our home on this
eve of Christmas. Let us gather strength and climb the hill to the old
pine where we have sought comfort in times of despair. We will look
down upon our home and give thanks to God that it has been spared
and pray for our beloved most precious gifts that have been taken from
us. And so, he took her by the hand and slowly helped her up the
snowy hill as he brushed aside his own tears. The journey up the hill
was hard in the steep snow and they paused to rest; looking up to the
top of the hill the old couple gasped and fell to their knees
in amazement at the incredible beauty before them.
Seemingly, every glorious, brilliant star in the heavens was caught up
in the glittering, snow-frosted branches of their beloved pine, and it
was aglow with heavenly candles. And poised on its top, a crystal crescent moon glistened like spun glass. Never had a mere mortal created a
Christmas tree such as this. They were breathless as the old man held
his wife tighter in his arms. Suddenly, the old man gave a cry of wonder and incredible joy. There, beneath the tree, in resplendent glory, a
mist hovering over and glowing in the darkness was their Christmas
gift. Bedded down about the "Old One" close to the trunk of the tree,
was the entire herd, safe. At the first hint of smoke, she must have
pushed the door ajar with her muzzle and led the horses through it. She
must have had a difficulty leading the skittish yearlings and the frightened mares that were in foal with a new year’s crop of babies. But
"Old One" moved calmly up the hill and to safety beneath the pine.
And now she lay among them and gazed at the faces of the old man
and his wife. Those she loved she had not disappointed. Her body was
brittle with years, tired from the climb, but the golden eyes were filled
with devotion as she offered her gift-- because of love.
Tears flowed as the old couple shouted their praise and
joy... and again the peace of love filled their hearts.
--With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair
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A Wonderful Life

I have seen too many dear friends leave this world, too soon; before
they understood the great freedom that comes with aging.
Whose business is it, if I choose to read, or play on the computer, until
4 AM, or sleep until noon? I will dance with myself to those
wonderful tunes of the 50’s, 60’s & 70’s, and if I, at the same time,
wish to weep over a lost love, I will.
I will walk the beach, in a swim suit that is stretched over a bulging
body, and will dive into the waves, with abandon, if I choose to,
despite the pitying glances from the jet set. They, too, will get old.
I know I am sometimes forgetful. But there again, some of life is just
as well forgotten. And, eventually, I remember the important things
.

Sure, over the years, my heart has been broken. How can your heart
not break, when you lose a loved one, or when a child suffers, or even
when somebody's beloved pet gets hit by a car? But broken hearts are
what give us strength, and understanding, and compassion. A heart
never broken, is pristine, and sterile, and will never know the joy of
being imperfect.
I am so blessed to have lived long enough to have my hair turning
gray, and to have my youthful laughs be forever etched into deep
grooves on my face. So many have never laughed, and so many have
died before their hair could turn silver.
As you get older, it is easier to be positive. You care less about what
other people think. I don't question myself anymore. I've even earned
the right to be wrong. I like being old. It has set me free. I like the
person I have become. I am not going to live forever, but while I am
still here, I will not waste time lamenting what could have been, or
worrying about what will be. And I shall eat dessert every single day
(if I feel like it).
—With thanks to Anna & Bruce Snair
MAY OUR FRIENDSHIP NEVER COME APART, ESPECIALLY
WHEN IT'S STRAIGHT FROM THE HEART!
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New Horizons
New horizons come to light...
Even after darkest night
After loneliness and pain...
God will send the sun again!
Suddenly the shadows flee...
And it's light for you and me
Suddenly our faces smile...
Ready for another mile.
How could things have looked so dark...
without hope and without spark
did we so forget our God...
Who is good and changes not?
What can happen when He's there...
When we're in His constant care?
Nothing can, I know for sure...
For with Him we can endure.
Even in the darkest night...
New horizons come to light
God will send the sun again...
After loneliness and pain.
Pastor Bob/Poems of Faith and Love/De Nederlandse Courant
With Thanks to Audrey & Erich Bauer

Our sympathies go to the families who have lost loved ones this
year. Our thoughts are with you… Vivian Bourgaize and her
family for the loss of Norvel; Ellen Taylor Nisbet’s family; Ken
Semper’s family; Emma Artagnan’s family and Jan McConnell and
her family for the loss of Gordon (Mac) McConnell.
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Calendar of Events

December 2015
Dec. 5
Dec. 7
Dec. 9
Dec. 10
Dec. 12
Dec. 13
Dec. 15
Dec. 20
Dec. 24
Dec. 25
Dec. 27
Dec. 31

Holly Tea (11:00 – 3:00)
Senior’s Lunch
Session Dinner & Meeting (6:00 pm)
Badminton last game for 2015 / Resumes Jan. 12
Concert —
White Gift Sunday & Dramatic Presentation in Hall
Stewards’ Meeting (7:30 pm)
Senior Choir Presentation (10:30 pm)
Family Service (7:00 pm) / Candlelight Service (10:00 pm)
Christmas Day
Family Service
New Year’s Eve

January 2016
Jan. 1
Jan. 3
Jan. 13
Jan. 19
Jan. 19
Jan. 31

New Year’s Day
Family Service
Session Meeting (7:30 pm)
UCW Meeting (1:30 pm)
Steward’s Meeting (7:30 pm)
Men’s Breakfast (8:00 am)

February 2016
Feb. 9
Feb. 10
Feb. 14
Feb. 16
Feb. 16
Feb. 21
Feb. 28

Shrove Tuesday Pancake Supper 5—7pm
Ash Wednesday / Session Meeting (7:30 pm)
Valentine’s Breakfast & Chapel in the Hall
UCW Meeting (1:30 pm)
Stewards’ Meeting (7:30 pm)
Annual General Meeting in pm… please bring your lunch.
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.

Working for You
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Minister:
Clerk of Session:
Elders:
Jo Gaston (temp.)
Barbara Batten
Sophie Cessford
Les Sorg
Llewellyn Hall
Richard Fortier
Audrey Bauer
Bruce Snair
Erich Bauer
Patricia Nielsen

Alice McAlpine
Les Sorg

699-1412
691-5227

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:
Envelope Steward:
Roll Clerk

Eric Robinson
Nancy Christie
Serge Bergeron
Richard Fortier

692-4141
691-7673
691-7673
699-7013

Organist & Choir Dir:
Sunday School:
Church Office:
Janitor:

Doreen Gilbert
Nancy Christie
Sandra Fortier
Ted Ross

698-1078
691-7673
698-1050
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: office@saintandrewsunitedchurch.org
Website: saintandrewsunitedchurch.org

Believe!
We’re on the Web in glorious color!
Please find us at —

saintandrewsunitedchurch.org
The newsletter is printed 4 times a year. The deadline for
our Spring Issue (March, April & May) is February 14,
2016.
If you wish to receive our newsletter, Reaching Out, kindly
pick up your copy at the church. If you would like to receive it by mail, please send us a cheque for $10 to cover the
cost of mailing. Thank you for your support!
—Sandra Fortier, editor

