ST. ANDREW’S UNITED CHURCH
46 Dupont St. West, Chateauguay QC J6J 1G3
Telephone: (450) 698-1050
Email: office@saintandrewsunitedchurch.org
—Check our Website—
saintandrewsunitedchurch.org
And our Face Book—
https://www.facebook.com/andrew.unitedchateauguay/
Sandra Fortier — Newsletter Editor 450-699-7013
sandra-b@bell.net

A busy night at Stonehenge as workers move all the stones
backward one hour…

ST. ANDREW’S UNITED
CHURCH
“REAchINg OUT”
October & November
2022
Volume 2 Issue 41
Inside this issue:
Rev.’s Ravellings
1-3
Treasurer’s Report
4
Prayer List
5
UCW
6
Calendars
14-15
Events Calendar
26
List of Elders
27
The Big Clean
27
Volunteers Needed

Remember… “Fall Back” please set your clocks back one
hour on Saturday night (Nov. 5) as Standard Time begins
November 6, 2022 at 2:00 am.

“Forever
on
Thanksgiving the
heart will find the
pathway home.”
—Wilbur D. Nesbit

Saint Andrew’s reaches out to the community through our newsletter, and through web and social media presence that may
include the use of images. Information on our privacy policy and
an opt-out form are available from the church office.

“What if today, we
were just grateful for
everything?”
—Charlie Brown

Reverend’s Ravellings
Hello Everyone!
Well, here we are in Autumn 2022 —
already! Where has the summer gone! Some
are welcoming the cooler temperatures, the
produce from personal gardens or somewhat
cheaper veggies at grocery stores, the changing colors, and the honking of geese in
flight, while others are looking back at and
holding onto the green of summer and
longer sunlit evenings. I confess that
whereas I‘m a four season person, just yet
I’m kind of holding onto the “green of summer” and the red geraniums in our back
yard. Still, the words of that beautiful old
hymn (Psalm 34) comes to mind: “Through
all the changing scenes of life, in trouble and
in joy, the praises of my God shall still my
heart and tongue employ.”
Here at St. A’s, after worship services
were held in Memorial Hall, affectionately
dubbed Chapel in the Hall, for the months of
July and August (it was cooler down there)
we have once again resumed meeting in the
upstairs sanctuary.
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Reverend’s Ravellings

Both places lend themselves in their own particular ways to worshipping our great God. I am so grateful to those who led worship
while I was on vacation, and also for the on-going sincere good will of
our worshippers, and for those recording so you folks at home could
also participate. We have also welcomed some new folks into our
church family and it is great having them with us.
We are slowly wending our way in going forward into the autumn
season. The longevity of the COVID pandemic has done a number on
all of society including our being a congregation of a variety of ages.
We are missing so many of our seniors and our children as they struggle with being out in public. This makes the regular fall planning a
challenge, such as Sunday School and gatherings like the Holly
Tea. Little by little, we’re getting there. Thank you for your patience!
A couple of recent events, however, have sparked extra life into our
congregation. Due to the idea of Karen Snair, along with a committee’s
efforts of Bruce and Anna Snair, Candace Brown, Doreen Gilbert,
Nancy Taylor, and Karen King, a huge garage sale was held raising
more than $2,850 for the church coffers! With well-done advertising,
the Chateauguay community responded by greatly donating items and
in turn many came out to look for treasures. Besides the Fellowship
Committee members, a large number of St. A’s volunteers and friends
helped with setting up and taking down tables and selling the goods that
day. It was not only a prosperous financial day, but the fellowship was
rich with people cheerfully greeting acquaintances and new people. I
think it was kind of a thawing out after being frozen by the pandemic.
The next “thawing out” was the Welcome Back BBQ on Sunday,
the 18th. Although it was a very rainy day, causing some people to stay
home bound, still a goodly number came out and were served cheerfully by a “gang” doing their best to BBQ in the rain, to BBQ using the
kitchen ovens and to serve corn-on-the cob also from the kitchen
stoves. It was a real lesson in endurance, and they ”done good”! Again,
it was a great time of relaxed and good-humoured visiting, something
we’ve been missing to a great extent for the last two years — aside
from Sunday mornings, that is.

Working for You
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Minister:
Rev. K. Alice McAlpine
Clerk of Session:
Les Sorg

699-1412
691-5227

Elders:
Barbara Batten
Les Sorg
Richard Fortier
Sandra Fortier
Audrey Bauer
Anna Snair
Bruce Snair
Erich Bauer
Patricia Nielsen

691-2434
691-5227
699-7013
699-7013
692-6396
699-9152
699-9152
692-6396
692-2566

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

Sophie Cessford (Elder Emeritus)
Chair of Stewards

Eric Robinson &
Joanne Goodfellow

Treasurer &
Sunday School Director
Envelope Steward
Roll Clerk
Organist & Choir Director
Newsletter Editor

692-4141
699-3767

Nancy Christie
Serge Bergeron
Richard Fortier
Doreen Gilbert
Sandra Fortier

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

The Big Clean
The Big Clean of the church done in August 2021 by approximately
20 people was so successful, the Stewards would like to repeat the
experience October 22, 2022. Any amount of time you can spare that
day between 9:30 and noon, come down to the church and we’ll find
you something to clean/wash/fix.
Cleaning materials will be provided but if you have
your favourites, bring them along with you. If you
have a chore in mind you’d like to claim prior, just
let a Steward know and we’ll save it for you!

Thank you Volunteers!

Page 26

Calendar of Events

October 2022
Oct. 1 Chateauguay Food Bank Drive. Bring donations to Agora.
Oct. 2
Oct. 3
Oct. 6
Oct. 9
Oct. 10
Oct. 16
Oct. 18
Oct. 19
Oct. 19
Oct. 22

World Communion Sunday—10:30 am
Provincial Election Day
Session Meeting—2:00 pm
Thanksgiving Service—10:30 am
Thanksgiving Monday
World Food Sunday — Service in Memorial Hall followed by a
soup luncheon—help requested.
UCW Meeting—1:30 pm (to be confirmed)
Opening of Options Home for Young Mothers/Open House 4-8 pm
Stewards’ Meeting—7:30 pm
The Big Clean (9:30 — 12 noon)

November 2022
Nov. 1
Nov. 3
Nov. 5
Nov. 6
Nov. 13
Nov. 16
Nov. 27

UCW Meeting—1:30 pm (to be confirmed)
Session Meeting—2:00 pm
Daylight Saving Time ends—Fall Back!
Remembrance Day Service
Shoe Box Dedication
Stewards’ Meeting—7:30 pm
Beginning of Advent

December 2022
Dec. 3
Dec. 5
Dec. 8
Dec. 11
Dec. 18
Dec. 21
Dec.
Dec. 24

Holly Tea (To be confirmed)
Senior Lunch — 11:00 am
Session Meeting & Dinner—3:00 pm
White Gift Sunday & Drama Presentation
Choir Presentation
Stewards’ Meeting—7:30 pm
Communion Service 10:30 am
Christmas Eve Service—8:00 pm

Weekly Events —
Scout Meetings — Monday & Tuesday 6:30-8:00 pm
Choir Practice, Thursday 7:00 pm

AA Meeting every Friday at 8 pm (all year)

Reverend’s Ravellings
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For these two occasions, I’d like to mention all those who gave so
willingly of their time, but being human, I’m afraid I will
unintentionally leave out someone and I don’t want to cause hurt.
Please be assured you were appreciated — all of you who planned,
prepared, served, and came! Thank you! Safe hugs to you all!
As a human being, I am so grateful to God for His love and the
new life He gives through His Son to all who trust in Him. As a
minister of this congregation I am so grateful for this lovely church
family with whom we laugh, cry, struggle, and work to make God’s
kingdom and coming kingdom real here on earth. So we go
forward. Please watch for notices about future “happenings” as we
make plans as best we can.
God bless you all! Rev. Alice
The secret of a good sermon is to have a good beginning and a good
ending...and to have the two as close together as possible.
— George Burns

Church Volunteers now perform tasks that were once done
by staff members. Since we no longer have the staff, we
appreciate those thoughtful people who step up and do the work.
They use their time and talents for service, fulfilling their desire
to help while ensuring our church is able to survive. In short,
volunteers are vital to a healthy church and we thank you.
Throughout this newsletter, we have listed opportunities to
help with various tasks. We hope you’ll step up!

We are still collecting pill bottles, soft drink cans & bottles, and plastic
bags (the outer ones that hold the 3 litres of milk).
Thank you for your support.
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Treasurer’s Report

The summer was challenging financially for St. Andrew’s as members travelled or waited out another COVID wave. We finished the summer season
however with a Mega Garage Sale raising over $2800. We also had a number of our members sign up for PAR, the Pre-Authorized Remittance program, an automatic monthly withdrawal from your bank account.
As we head into the Fall, the heat will need to be turned on, a considerable
expense to our church. While we have reason to be concerned about the
church’s financial future, we also have much to be grateful for. The Stewards work very hard to keep up the building with limited resources and many
members toil tirelessly to benefit the church. As well there are so many individuals, near and far, who contribute so much to help ensure the future of St.
Andrew’s.
Thank you to all of you who give so generously from your pockets and your
hearts.
—Nancy Christie

Outreach
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“Not yesterday I learned to know the love of bare November days
Before the coming of the snow.”
—Robert Frost

Operation Christmas Child — Nov. 13
A beautiful tradition — fill a box with treasures and light up a child’s eyes. Their will
be a Shoebox dedication — November 13 at
the 10:30 am service. Boxes are available
at the church or you may use your own
shoebox or plastic container. If possible,
please include a little note, a photo and your
prayers.

Fundscrip!
The Fundscrip fundraising program at St. Andrew’s is ongoing. It is a great
way to help St. Andrew’s while doing your regular or holiday shopping.
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. You can
give a gift and benefit St. Andrew’s at the same time! Orders can be placed
with me on Sunday or by calling me at (438)275-3585.
Thank you.

—Nancy Christie

Needy Families at Christmas
We will again be sponsoring a number of needy families at Christmas.
The Benevolent Fund will give each family on our list a box of fancy
cookies and food vouchers to help them through the Season. Christmas is a time for giving and we invite you to buy a gift for a child.
Further information will be available in November when St. Vincent
de Paul requests our help with Christmas Baskets.
White Gift Sunday — Dec. 11

Sunday School

The Benevolent Fund would appreciate your financial aid to purchase
food vouchers. We encourage you to bring a monetary gift instead of
canned goods (although these too will be gratefully accepted.)

After 2½ long years, St. Andrew’s Sunday School is hoping to resume activities on Sunday, October 2nd, 2022. Any young person aged 3+ is welcome to attend.

For those of you who have picked a child’s name, please remember to
bring in your gift on or before White Gift Sunday. We thank you for
your generosity. For more info call Sandra Fortier at 450-699-7013.

—Nancy Christie
It takes a big heart to help shape little minds..
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Thoughts

Prayer List
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Who Is That Man In My Mirror?

“You’re not retaining water.
You’re retaining cookies and
ice cream and pizza and…”

“Maybe it's true that
life begins at fifty, but
everything else starts to
wear out, fall out, or
spread out.”
—Phyllis Diller

Who is that man in my mirror?
Can it truly be me?
What happened to that other guy?
Those wrinkles can’t belong to me.
Why don’t my eyes still twinkle,
And laugh at the world I see?
Maybe it’s because of my glasses
And they’re just playing tricks on me.
Age is a magical number
We count from the moment of birth
How we make use of that number
Is a measure of our worth.
Life should not be taken for granted
And wasted on misdeeds.
Life is meant to be cherished
And lived by faith in the Lord.
Those wrinkles are badges of honour
From a life that’s been well spent
And if I still can look at the man in the
mirror
And not have too much regret
Then each day I live is a bonus
Because I’m not finished yet!
--Bruce G. L. Snair April 9, 2022

“Enjoy the little things, for one day you may look back and realize
they were the big things.” —Robert Brault

“Don't worry about avoiding temptation. As you grow older, it
will avoid you.”—Winston Churchill

Please remember these people in your thoughts & prayers ~
Please Pray For: Amanda Kaps-Gutwin, Tehya Armstrong,
Catherine Brophy, Cindy, Rick Cessford, Laura Cutherbertson,
Dianah, Marilyn Eccles, Gail, Linda Gallant, Alison and Lee
Gilbert, Schofield Jackson, Kai, Jordan King, Laura & Family, Len,
Derrick Macri, William McLean, Dan McVeigh, Cheryl Miller,
Wendy Miller, Paige, Julie Patterson, Bob & Cindy Piette, Daniel,
Norma, Patrick Raigneau, Bruce Rathwell, Shirley Rathwell,
Joanne Renaud, Rupert & Megan Richardson, Eric Robinson, Gony
Soliman, Eileen Sim, Dylan Stanamir, Madeline Stevens, Brenda
Strohmeyer, parents of Kosta Theofanos, Brian & Jan Verschoote,
Wally Walker, Margaret Whittal, Joanne Wilken, John Wiwcharyk,
Shirley Yarnell
The most authentic thing about us is our capacity to create, to overcome,
to endure, to transform, to love and to be greater than our suffering.
—Ben Okri
It is with great sadness that we announce the passing of Vivian Bourgaize, on April 29, 2022. She
was the beloved wife for 61 years to the late
Norval Bourgaize, cherished mother of Kerry
(Linda), Donna (Glenn) and Lynn (Tim), adored
nanny of 9 grandchildren and 8 greatgrandchildren. She will also be deeply missed by
her brother Leaman (Darlene), and sister-in-law
Sally, her nieces and nephews, and many relatives
and friends and our congregation of St. A’s where
she was a faithful Sunday worshipper, a gentle, encouraging presence to
all, and a great contributing member of the ladies’ church group, the
UCW. Until we meet again, dear Vivian.
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UCW

The United Church Women met in September with a few of our
members missing. Norma McKeating and Eileen Sim have decided
to put aside their running shoes… but thankfully not their aprons.
Although retired, they have both offered to bake some of their wellloved goodies when needed. We will miss them but will always
remember their wisdom and guidance.
We have also lost another valued member, Vivian Bourgaize, who
passed away April 29th. We all loved her for her quiet dignity and
great reliability. Rest well dear friend.
Our meeting discussions focused on optimistic projects for the current and coming year; however, we are still working on finalizing
our plans so please stay tuned for further information.

We Thank Thee
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For each new morning with its light,
for rest and shelter of the night,
for health and food, for love and friends, for everything
Thy goodness sends.
—Ralph Waldo Emerson
Rev. Alice’s little friend, Pee Wee in cottage
county. Pee Wee is giving thanks for food,
love and friendship... and good conversation
while sitting on her lap.

Our first fund-raiser since almost 3 years involves little work for
you, our church community, and we hope you will all support us in
our effort to raise funds for St. A’s. It is a Silent Bake Sale and
you will find more information included in this newsletter along
with an envelope in which to send in your donation. We thank you
in advance for your generosity.
The members of the UCW send greetings your way and we hope to
soon be reunited. While all women of the church are considered
“UCW” members, if you would like to join our core group and attend meetings, we would welcome you with open arms. We have
fun… and at the end of our meetings we have tea, dessert and conversation, Now isn’t that a great incentive? For more information
speak with any of the active members listed below.
Audrey Bauer, Susan Bauer, Sophie Cessford, Terry Cessford,
Sarah Clancy, Mariette Demers, Sandra Fortier, Carol Kimmis,
Anna Snair, and Lorna Walsh.
We wish you a long and lovely autumn and hope that we meet at the
Holly Tea — but please wait for further confirmation of this event.

A Thanksgiving Prayer
“O, heavenly Father, we thank thee for food and remember the hungry. We thank thee for health and remember the sick. We thank thee
for friends and remember the friendless. We thank thee for freedom
and remember the enslaved. May these remembrances stir us to service, that thy gifts to us may be used for others. Amen.”
—Abigail van Buren, a.k.a. “Dear Abby”
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A Word from the Choir

Hello everyone – well here we are, summer is coming to an end. I hope you
all had a safe summer and enjoyed the sights and sounds of this amazing season. We are regathering up in the Sanctuary and the choir will be regrouping
and starting our rehearsals for the “Christmas Presentation”! Scary! Time
goes by so quickly. Anyone in the congregation wanting to join the choir
please contact me at 450-698-1078 – we would love to welcome you into our
lively choir group. I look forward to a new season and new start to share the
words of those who compose the beautiful melodies and sentiments of their
journey with God and look forward to making a joyful noise unto the Lord!
In His service, blessings to you all —
Doreen Gilbert, Music Ministry Leader, Saint Andrew’s United Church

The Blessing Bowl
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On any given day, I say the words a dozen times, the way my
mother taught me and I have taught Alexandra, my 12-year
old daughter. I murmur them without thinking when something is done for me—the groceries bagged, a compliment offered. The words come easily: “Thank you.” They take no
time at all. The deeper thankfulness—for gifts of life and
health and love—is not, within the confines of my busy days,
so easily expressed. And so, my daughter and I set aside time
each week for our own thanksgiving ceremony, away from
work and homework, phone calls and e-mail.
The kitchen is the heart of our house, and there we light a candle and, by turn, give thanks. I listen to Alexandra as she recalls the gifts of daily life—the food on the table, her circle of
friends, a good grade earned. Even at the end of a long or
frustrating week, my spirit is lifted. Her child’s voice has a
simple eloquence, which more than anything reminds me that
life is good.

The Importance of Choir in Today’s Church
The choir is an opportunity for involvement. I’ve often heard the choir referred to as “the church within the church.” When you join a choir, you’re not
just singing notes together, you’re doing life and ministry together.
The choir is an extension of the pulpit. There are songs that teach, encourage, compel, and call to action, and the choir is a marvelous mouthpiece for
such things. By presenting these kinds of songs, the choir takes on a pastoral
role, and it brings a rich dynamic to the theme or message of that particular
service.
The choir is a reflection of heaven. When we see our friends and family in
the choir loft singing in harmony of voice and spirit, I believe we are momentarily transported (even if only in our minds) to the throne room of heaven.
Furthermore, we often see a wide array of ages, ethnicities, and cultural backgrounds on display in the choir. This, too, is a reflection of heaven – God’s
people, of every age and every race, worshipping together as one body.
Excerpted from an article by Phil Nitz for In-Choiring Minds.

Sometimes, on folded squares of paper, we write down blessings to be hoped for, for ourselves or for others, and place
them in a bowl. In a few weeks’ time, we open them and read
them aloud, giving thanks for those fulfilled.
Two simple, ordinary words: “Thank you.” Given space and
time, they can summon up what lies deep within our souls.
—Peg Streep, author of Spiritual Gardening: Creating
Sacred Space Outdoors
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I’ve Learned That....

Being kind is more important than being right.
When you harbor bitterness, happiness will dock elsewhere.
A child sleeping in your arms is the most peaceful feeling in the world.
The best classroom in the world is at the feet of an elderly person.
When you're in love, it shows.
Money doesn't buy class.
Just one person saying to me, 'You've made my day!' makes my day.
You should never say no to a gift from a child.
I can always pray for someone when I don't have the strength to help him.
No matter how serious your life requires you to be, everyone needs a
friend to act goofy with.
Sometimes all a person needs is a hand to hold and a heart to understand.
Simple walks with my father around the block on summer nights when I
was a child did wonders for me as an adult.
It's those small daily happenings that make life so spectacular.
Under everyone's hard shell is someone who wants to be appreciated and
loved.
To ignore the facts does not change the facts.
When you plan to get even with someone, you are only letting that person
continue to hurt you.
Love, not time, heals all wounds.
The easiest way for me to grow as a person is to surround myself with
people smarter than I am.
Everyone you meet deserves to be greeted with a smile.
No one is perfect until you fall in love with them.
Life is tough, but I'm tougher.
Opportunities are never lost; someone will take the ones you miss.
I wish I could have told my Mom that I love her one more time before
she passed away.
One should keep his words both soft and tender, because tomorrow he
may have to eat them.
A smile is an inexpensive way to improve your looks.
When your newly born grandchild holds your finger in his little fist,
you're hooked for life.
Everyone wants to live on top of the mountain, but all the happiness and
growth occurs while you're climbing it.
The less time I have to work with, the more things I get done.

But He Does!
'No, that isn't correct,' he insisted, as several people glanced over at
us whispering, "Her name is Mary, Mary Peters.'
That isn't who this is.'
'Isn't this the Lutheran church?'
'No, the Lutheran church is across the street.'
'Oh.'
I believe you're at the wrong funeral, Sir.'
The solemnest of the occasion mixed with the realization of the
man's mistake bubbled up inside me and came out as laughter. I
cupped my hands over my face, hoping it would be interpreted as
sobs. The creaking pew gave me away.
Sharp looks from other mourners only made the situation seem
more hilarious. I peeked at the bewildered, misguided man seated
beside me. He was laughing too, as he glanced around, deciding it
was too late for an uneventful exit. I imagined Mother laughing.
At the final 'Amen,' we darted out a door and into the parking lot.
'I do believe we'll be the talk of the town,' he smiled. He said his
name was Rick and since he had missed his aunt's funeral, asked
me out for a cup of coffee. That afternoon began a lifelong journey
for me with this man who attended the wrong funeral, but was in
the right place. A year after our meeting, we were married at a
country church where he was the assistant pastor. This time we
both arrived at the same church, right on time.
In my time of sorrow, God gave me laughter. In place of loneliness,
God gave me love. This past June, we celebrated our twentysecond wedding anniversary. Whenever anyone asks us how we
met, Rick tells them, 'Her mother and my Aunt Mary introduced us,
and it's truly a match made in heaven.'
REMEMBER, God doesn't make mistakes. He puts us
where we are supposed to be.
—With Thanks to Eric Robinson
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We Think God Doesn’t Talk to Us?...

The Question Journal

Consumed by my loss, I didn't notice the hardness of the pew where I
sat. I was at the funeral of my dearest friend -- my mother. She finally
had lost her long battle with cancer. The hurt was so intense; I found
it hard to breathe at times.
Always supportive, Mother clapped loudest at my school plays, held
a box of tissues while listening to my first heartbreak, comforted me
at my father's death, encouraged me in college, and prayed for me my
entire life.
When mother's illness was diagnosed, my sister had a new baby and
my brother had recently married his childhood sweetheart, so it fell
on me, the 27-year-old middle female child without entanglements, to
take care of her. I counted it an honor.
'What now, Lord?' I asked sitting in church. My life stretched out before me as an empty abyss. My brother sat stoically with his face toward the cross while clutching his wife's hand. My sister sat slumped
against her husband's shoulder, his arms around her as she cradled
their child. All so deeply grieving, no one noticed I sat alone.
My place had been with our mother, preparing her meals, helping her
walk, taking her to the doctor, seeing to her medication, reading the
Bible together. Now she was with the Lord. My work was finished,
and I was alone.
I heard a door open and slam shut at the back of the church. Quick
footsteps hurried along the carpeted floor. An exasperated young man
looked around briefly and then sat next to me. He folded his hands
and placed them on his lap. His eyes were brimming with tears. He
began to sniffle. 'I'm late,' he explained, though no explanation was
necessary.
After several eulogies, he leaned over and commented, 'Why do they
keep calling Mary by the name of Margaret?'' 'Because, that was her
name, Margaret. Never Mary, no one called her 'Mary,'' I whispered.
I wondered why this person couldn't have sat on the other side of the
church. He interrupted my grieving with his tears and fidgeting. Who
was this stranger anyway?

Finding meaning does not require us to live differently; it requires us
to see the familiar in new ways. A friend showed me one of the
simplest and most powerful ways to do this during a very hard time in
my life. I had brought my elderly and very ill mother to live in my
home and was finding her daily care overwhelming. I felt trapped,
resentful, and told my friend so. “Why not keep a journal?” she asked
me. Ignoring the look I shot her, she suggested that I spend a few
minutes each night reviewing the events of the day. Each time I did, I
was to ask myself a series of questions—What surprised me today?
What moved me today? What inspired me today?—and write down
whatever I recalled.
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For the first few days, my answers were always the same: nothing,
nothing, nothing. But then I started to see things I had missed. I was
surprised that my mother always asked me how my day had been and
then listened despite her pain. I was moved by her kindness to a
neighbor, a woman older than herself who lived alone. Ultimately, I
was inspired by the courage and dignity she showed in facing the
unknown, In the end, in this simple way, I was able once again to live
from the heart and discover my good fortune to be able to share in the
final months of my mother’s life.
—Rachel Naomi Remen, M.D., author of My Grandfather’s
Blessings: Stories of Strength, Refuge, and Belonging
**********
The most expensive liquid in the world is a tear. It’s 1% water and
99% feelings. Think before you hurt someone.
**********
Everyone needs a hug. It is fat-free, sugar-free and
requires no batteries. It also relieves pain and
depression. So here is a hug from me to you.
Pass it on!
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Remembrance Day November 11
For the fallen
With proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children
England mourns for her dead across the sea,
Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit,
Fallen in the cause of the free.
Solemn the drums thrill: Death august and royal
Sings sorrow up into immortal spheres,
There is music in the midst of desolation
And glory that shines upon our tears.
They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
Straight of limb, true of eyes, steady and aglow,
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.
They mingle not with their laughing comrades again,
They sit no more at familiar tables of home,
They have no lot in our labour of the daytime,
They sleep beyond England's foam.
But where our desires and hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land they are known
As the stars are known to the night.
As the stars shall be bright when we are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain,
As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.
-- Robert Laurence Binyon (1869-1943)
(Binyon wrote this poem as a way of honoring those who died in the
First World War and those who were going to die in the coming years.
The poem speaks about the bravery of the soldiers in such a way that
one can celebrate their actions. It is meant for all soldiers in all times.)

Preserving Memories
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My mother bottles sunshine and summer. The labels lined up on the
shelves in her basement are berry flavors that trace the season’s progress—strawberry , raspberry, blackberry and cranberry.
When the coal mines were still operating in Glace Bay, N.S., the start
of blueberry season coincided with the annual miners’ vacation. Mom,
Dad and I would load the truck with containers and snacks, and off
we’d go to Boutilier’s Hill across the bay. Now after many years away
I’ve returned and here we are again, the three of us, me riding in the
back, 46 years old. For an hour we bend and stoop, me with my bad
back, Mom with her hips full of arthritis, Dad short of breath from the
silicosis. We laugh off our own ailments but we keep an eye on each
other. They tease me for eating more than I can keep. I’d forgotten the
rich perfect taste of berries slow-cooked on the bush by the afternoon
sun.
The conversation flows effortlessly through our activity. Dad remembers youthful days like this on Morien Hill, Mom recalls Baba’s blueberry perogies. We laugh together over Mom’s one and only pictureperfect pie, the one with a golden crust unblemished by juice that
ended up as abstract art when, in her excitement, she dropped it as she
was taking it from the oven. We weave a rich image from the memory
fragments each of us keeps — adding to it days like this one, when the
sun warms ad nurtures our relationship as surely as it ripens the fruit.
I stop at the store for milk on the way home. The women in the checkout line ahead of me is paying an exorbitant price for pathetic little
blues while her two young children buzz around us. We smile at each
other, but inwardly I feel sorry for all of them, knowing the disappointment of store-bought fruit. It’s not just the lack of flavor I’m thinking
about; it’s also the special time parents and children can spend bonding
over berries. How do you put a price on that?
Every time I open a carton of freezer jam or a jar of homemade jelly, I
inhale the fragrance of sunshine and summer and sweet family memories. And the taste that lingers on my tongue is love.
—D.C. Troicuk (a submission to O Canada / Canadian Living)
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The Dream Team

The Dream Team currently has 8 groups of 2
people who work together to take care of the
weekly housekeeping chores in the church. That
means you only need to help once every 8
weeks. If you have 2 or 3 hours to spare and
would like to help in this capacity,
please let us know by speaking to a
Steward, contacting the church office at 450-698-1050
or office@saintandrewsunitedchurch.org. The more
volunteers we get, the less we'll need you in a year!

The Welcome Back BBQ, September 18 was
great fun...as you can see...
Keith Motton prepared a creative hamburger
(piece of stone topped with hamburger bun)
for Rev. Alice who loves a well-done
hamburger. A good turn-out and some hardworking souls made it a great success.
Thanks to all who helped with baking and
salads and especially in the kitchen… you
know who you are and you know that we
appreciate you and also love you!
—St. A’s Team

Maybe I’m Not Losing It?
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In the following analysis the French Professor Bruno Dubois, Director
of the Institute of Memory and Alzheimer's Disease (IMMA) in Paris
addresses the subject in a rather reassuring way:
"If anyone is aware of memory problems, he does not have
Alzheimer's"
People 60 years and older often complain of memory loss. "The
information is always in the brain, it is the "processor" that is lacking."
This is "Anosognosia" or temporary forgetfulness.
Half of people 60 and older have some symptoms that are due to age
rather than disease. The most common cases are:
- forgetting the name of a person;
- going to a room and forgetting why we were going there,
- a blank memory for a movie title or actor, an actress,
- a waste of time searching where we left our glasses or keys.
After 60 years most people have difficulty, which indicates that it is
not a disease but rather a characteristic due to the passage of years .
Many people are concerned about these oversights hence the
importance of the following statement:
"Those who are conscious of being forgetful have no serious problem
of memory."
"Those who suffer from a memory illness or Alzheimer's,
are not aware of what is happening."
Professor Bruno Dubois, reassures the majority of people concerned
about their oversights: "The more we complain about memory loss,
the less likely we are to suffer from memory sickness."
—With thanks to Audrey Bauer
Three signs of old age: the first is memory loss. And I can’t remember the other four.
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Your Health
Your Heart —

Have You Earned Your Tomorrow
The Effects of Love and Intimacy

The feelings that come with loving or being loved are linked with higher
levels of antibodies (special cells in your body that fight infections.) Just
thinking about or being in the presence of a loving person may be
enough to elevate levels of IgA antibodies, which are your main line of
defense against colds and other upper respiration infections. Feelings of
love and care for others also seem to reduce stress chemicals in the body.
If you practice making close and warm connections with others, research
shows that you will probably strengthen your immune system and be less
susceptible to illness, particularly infections. People who value
establishing close ties and good friendships become more resistant to
many stresses and so will be more likely to stay healthy.
There are also great benefits in a sense of being needed. Children and the
elderly gain a sense of what it means to be needed when they care for a
living thing. It may be a pet, a garden, or even a potted plant.
Beauty—whether in nature, art, or music— also affects your body in
good ways. Bring scenes of nature into your life—meadows, waterfalls,
mountains, forests. In the presence of nature’s beauty, blood pressure
goes down, heart rate is lower, and stress hormones seem to drop. Bring
flowers into your home, fill it with good music, and hang beautiful art on
the walls. —Blair Justice, Better Homes & Gardens

Up Stairs, Down Stairs
Stair climbing at a brisk and steady pace can help even the busiest person
keep in step with fitness. A 154-pound person, for example, uses 5-10
calories a minute climbing stairs (heavier people use more calories).
That’s 150 to 300 calories in 30 minutes, about the same amount of
energy used running, bicycling, or swimming in that same amount of
time.
Stair climbing offers the benefits of running with less impact on the feet,
legs, and knees. Stair climbing by itself may not be exciting enough to
hold your fitness interest. But it may do the trick on those days when the
weather is lousy or you have to miss your usual workout. Instead of
climbing the walls this fall and winter, try climbing the stairs.

Is anybody happier because you passed his way?
Does anyone remember that you spoke to him today?
This day is almost over, and its toiling time is through;
Is there anyone to utter now a kindly word of you?
Did you give a cheerful greeting to the friend who came along?
Or a churlish sort of "Howdy" and then vanish in the throng?
Were you selfish pure and simple as you rushed along the way,
Or is someone mighty grateful for a deed you did today?
Can you say tonight, in parting with the day that's slipping fast,
That you helped a single brother of the many that you passed?
Is a single heart rejoicing over what you did or said;
Does a man whose hopes were fading
now with courage look ahead?
Did you waste the day, or lose it, was it well or sorely spent?
Did you leave a trail of kindness or a scar of discontent?
As you close your eyes in slumber
do you think that God would say,
You have earned one more tomorrow by the work you did today?

—By Edgar Guest —
Edgar Guest (1881-1959) began his career at the Detroit Free
Press in 1895, where he first worked as a copyboy. In 1904 he began writing poems for the Free Press under the heading "Chaff."
Those columns evolved into an immensely popular daily feature
entitled "Breakfast Table Chat," which, at the height of its popularity, was syndicated in about three hundred other newspapers.
For 30 years Guest published a new poem every single day in the
Detroit Free Press. More than 11,000 poems! His poems were
extremely popular at the time. He was known as The People's Poet
of his age for his easy to read poems about family, work, children
and God which upheld the values of the typical American in the
first half of the 20th century.
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St. A’s Garage Sale
A special thank you goes out to everyone who made our garage sale a
wonderful success. We thank our church members, former members
and the Chateauguay community who donated a gym full of items to
help raise money for the church to keep it's light on.
Thanks and gratitude to our wonderful new Fellowship team and other
volunteers who organized this event and worked so hard at yesterday's
garage sale.
Thank you all for your support and thanks to those not mentioned but so
appreciated.—Karen Snair
On behalf of our congregation,
we thank the Snair family
(Anna, Bruce & Karen) and
friends for their hours of work
and congratulate them on their
great success.

Karen has been framed!

Autumn
October
The month is amber, gold and brown.
Blue ghosts of smoke float through the town.
Great V’s of geese honk overhead,
And maples turn a fiery red.
Frost bites the lawn. The stars are slits
In a black cat’s eye before she spits.
At last, small witches, goblins, hags,
And pirates armed with paper bags.
Their costumes hinged on safety pins,
Go haunt a night of pumpkin grins.
—Pintrest.com—

November
November comes and November goes,
With the last red berries and the first white snows
With night coming early and dawn coming late,
And ice in the bucket and frost by the gate.
The fires burn and the kettles sing,
And earth sinks to rest until next spring.
—Clyde Watson—

December
Nothing haunts us like the junk we didn’t buy!
***
Never stop to think — Do I have place for this?
***
Honey hush! This is good junk!
***
I stood waving to my neighbor for 10 minutes this morning before
realizing she was cleaning her windows.

I wonder if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it kisses them so
gently? And then it covers them up snug, you know, with a white quilt;
and perhaps it says “Go to sleep, darlings, till the summer comes
again.”
—Lewis Carroll—

“To strengthen the muscles of your heart, the best exercise
is lifting someone else’s spirit whenever you can.”

October 2022
Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu

Fri

November 2022
Sat

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu

1

1

Food
Bank

2
World
Communion

9

3
4
Elections

10

11

5

6

7

13

17

18

19

UCW
Meets

Options

20

21

22

Stewards
Meet

23

24

30

31

25

26

27

4

5
Fall
Back!

7

8

9

10

11

12

28

Remembrance
Day

15
13

World
Food
Sunday

3
Session
Meets

Remembrance
Service

Thanksgiving
Sunday

16

2

UCW
Meets

6

14

Sat

8

Session
Meets

12

Fri

14

15

Shoe Box
Dedication

16

20

21

22

23

27

28

29

30

29

Advent
Begins

17

18

19

24

25

26

Stewards
Meet

