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Well, here I am sitting in my office surrounded with Christmas bits 

and cards and thoughts about Christmas, reflecting on Ian’s message 

at the Carol Service – which was, amongst many things, embracing 

‘Peace’, the peace that God gives us in our troubled lives, families, 

community, town, nation and world.  And then this morning I read 

this! (By the time you have read this I’m sure you and I will have put 

away our Christmas decorations.) 

BACK IN HIS BOX 

Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. 

John 14:27 

We’ve just put Jesus back in his old cardboard box and 

returned him to the loft.  He’ll be safe enough there, 

with Mary and Joseph, and the shepherd with his sheep.  

The three wise men are with him too, in case he needs 

some advice.  Oh, and an angel. 

We dusted Jesus down for Christmas and put him out 

with the other pottery figures on a side table in the hall.  

I don’t know what he made of the sprigs of holly with 

their thorny leaves, or the ribbons decorating the table.  

There were plenty of folk – family and friends – coming 

and going, so he had plenty of opportunity to share his 



goodwill and peace on earth.  For us that was a bit of a 

strain at times, but we did our best. 

But now, he’s safely back in his box in the loft, along 

with the goodwill and peace on earth, and we can go back 

to being our usual critical selves again.  A bit of a relief 

for most of us.  There are some folk though who believe 

that peace and goodwill are meant to go on in our lives 

right through the year, but that’s too much to expect.  

Isn’t it?  

 

Lord, if I sometimes box you in, bang on the lid until I 

let you out into my life again. 

 

 

My prayer for us all is that we will live day by day through this New 

Year, knowing God’s peace an sharing God’s love and peace with all 

whom we meet day by day. 

A peace not that the world gives, but that which God gives to us, as 

we enjoy our relationship with God as our heavenly father. 



Let us remember that perfect love casts out fear, and God’s love for 

you and me is perfect.  Let’s live in the light of that love and choose 

to trust God, so that we can make a difference to all who we meet 

and share life with in 2019. 

May the Lord bless you and keep you and make his face to shine 

upon you and give you his Peace. 

Remember his love for you is perfect.  Perfect love casts out fear.  

Choose to accept and live in the light of that truth. 

Love and Blessings 

Sandra 

P.S. 

 Maybe at the beginning of 2019 you would like to join us to discover 

more of that love as we have a retreat day – Growing Old with God”  

Please see included flyer. 

 

P.P.S 

I reminder that Pit Stop’ is a group of men who often meet during 

the day as well as in the evening with a variety of activities, including 

a meal out each month, bowling, films etc…..  If you are interested in 

this please as for their programme of events. 

 



 

 

 

 



I GAVE YOU ONE JOB??? 

 

 

 

 



Here's your English lesson for the day! 

"Complete" or "Finished"? 

 

No dictionary has ever been able to satisfactorily define the 

difference between "complete" and "finished." However, during a 

recent linguistic conference, held in London , England , and 

attended by some of the best linguists in the world, Samsundar 

Balgobin, a Guyanese linguist, was the presenter when he was 

asked to make that very distinction. 

 

The question put to him by a colleague in the erudite audience was 

this: “Some say there is no difference between ‘complete’ and 

‘finished.’ Please explain the difference in a way that is easy to 

understand.” 

 

Mr. Balgobin’s response: “When you marry the right woman, you 

are ‘complete.’ If you marry the wrong woman, you are ‘finished.’ 

And, if the right one catches you with the wrong one, you are 

‘completely finished.’” 

 

His answer received a five minute standing ovation. 

 



 "Dogs  Welcome"  

 

A man wrote a letter to a small  hotel in a Midwest town he planned 

to visit on his  vacation. He wrote: I would very much like to bring my 

dog with me. He is well-groomed and very well behaved. Would you 

be willing to permit me to keep him in my room with me at night?"  

   

An immediate reply came from the hotel owner, who wrote:  

SIR: "I've been operating this hotel for many years. In all that time, 

I've never had a dog steal towels, bed clothes, silverware or steal  

pictures off the walls or use them as a colouring  book.  

   

I've never had to evict a dog in the middle of the night for being 

drunk and disorderly. And I've never had a dog run out on a hotel 

bill. Yes, indeed, your dog is welcome at my hotel.  And, if your dog 

will vouch for you, you're welcome to stay here, too." 

 

 

 



BEST LAWYER / INSURANCE STORY OF THE YEAR, DECADE, AND 

POSSIBLY THE CENTURY. 

  

This actually took place in Charlotte, North Carolina. 

  

A lawyer purchased a box of very rare and expensive cigars, then 

insured them against, among other things, fire. 

  

Within a month, having smoked his entire stockpile of these great 

cigars, the lawyer filed a claim against the insurance company. 

In his claim, the lawyer stated the cigars were lost 'in a series of 

small fires.' 

  

The insurance company refused to pay, citing the obvious reason, 

that the man had consumed the cigars in the normal fashion. 

  

The lawyer sued and WON! 

(Stay with me.) 

  

Delivering the ruling, the judge agreed with the insurance company 

that the claim was frivolous. The judge stated nevertheless, that the 

lawyer held a policy from the company, in which it had warranted 

that the cigars were insurable and also guaranteed that it would 



insure them against fire, without defining what is considered to be 

unacceptable 'fire' and was obligated to pay the claim. 

Rather than endure lengthy and costly appeal process, the insurance 

company accepted the ruling and paid $15,000 to the lawyer for his 

loss of the cigars that perished in the 'fires'. 

 NOW FOR THE BEST PART... 

 After the lawyer cashed the check, the insurance company had him 

arrested on 24 counts of ARSON!!! With his own insurance claim and 

testimony from the previous case being used against him, the lawyer 

was convicted of intentionally burning his insured property and was 

sentenced to 24 months in jail and a $24,000 fine. 

 This true story won First Place in last year's Criminal Lawyers Award 

contest. 

 

  

 



 

 



A father wanted to read a magazine but was being  

bothered by his little girl. She wanted to know  

what the United States looked like. Finally, he  

tore a sheet out of his new magazine on which  

was printed the map of the country.   

 

Tearing it into small pieces, he gave it to her  

and  said, 'Go into the other room and see if  you can  put this 

together.   

 

 
 

After a few minutes, she returned and handed him the  

map, correctly fitted and taped together.  

The father was surprised and asked how she had  

finished so quickly.. 'Oh,' she said, 'on the other side of the paper is 

a picture of Jesus. When I got all of Jesus back where He  

belonged, then our country just came together.'   



This is a letter from the Tax office to Mr Addison, can you imagine 

what Mr Addison’s letter was like if this was the reply? 

Dear Mr. Addison, 

 

I am writing to you to express our thanks for your more than prompt 

reply to our latest communication, and also to answer some of the 

points you raise.   I will address them, as ever, in order. 

 

Firstly, I must take issue with your description of our last as a 

‘begging letter’.  It might perhaps more properly be referred to as a 

"tax demand".  This is how we at the Inland Revenue have always, for 

reasons of accuracy, traditionally referred to such documents. 

 

Secondly, your frustration at our adding to the "endless stream of  

whining and panhandling vomited daily through the letterbox on to 

the doormat" has been noted.    However, whilst I have naturally not 

seen the other letters to which you refer I would cautiously suggest 

that their being from "pauper councils, Lombardy pirate banking 

houses and gas-mongerers" might indicate that your decision to  "file 

them next to the toilet in case of emergencies"  is at best a little ill-

advised.  In common with my own organisation, it is unlikely that the 

senders of these letters do see you as a "lackwit bumpkin" or, come 

to that, a "sodding charity". More likely they see you as a citizen of 

Great Britain, with a responsibility to contribute to the upkeep of the 

nation as a whole. 

 

Which brings me to my next point:  Whilst there may be some spirit 

of truth in your assertion that the taxes you pay "go to shore up the 

canker-blighted, toppling folly that is the Public Services", a 

moment's rudimentary calculation ought to disabuse you of the 



notion that the government in any way expects you to "stump up for 

the whole damned party"  yourself.  The estimates you provide for 

the Chancellor's disbursement of the funds levied by taxation, whilst 

colourful, are, in fairness, a little off the mark.   Less than you seem to 

imagine is spent on "junkets for Bunterish lickspittles" whilst far more 

than you have accounted for is allocated to, for example, "that box-

ticking facade of a university system." 

     

A couple of technical points arising from direct queries: 

 

1. The reason we don't simply write "Muggins” on the envelope has 

to do with the vagaries of the postal system; 

 

2. You can rest assured that  "sucking the very marrow of those with 

nothing else to give"  has never been considered as a practice 

because even if the Personal Allowance didn't render it irrelevant,  

the sheer medical logistics involved would make it financially 

unviable. 

 

I trust this has helped.   In the meantime, whilst I would not in any 

way wish to influence your decision one way or the other, I ought to 

point out that even if you did choose to "give the whole foul 

jamboree up and go and live in India "  you would still owe us the 

money. 

 

Please send it to us by Friday. 

 

Yours sincerely, 

H J Lee 

 



 

 

 



EXCUSE ME, ARE YOU JESUS?* 

  

 As you read this think about what you would do! 

  

 "Excuse me, Are you Jesus?" This is really powerful and makes one  

think!!!! A few years ago a group of salesmen went to a regional 

sales convention in Chicago . They had assured their wives that they 

would be home in plenty of time for Friday night's dinner.. In their 

rush, with tickets and briefcases, one of these salesmen had 

inadvertently kicked over a table which held a display of apples. 

Apples flew everywhere. Without stopping or looking back, they all 

managed to reach the plane in time for their nearly missed boarding. 

  

 ALL BUT ONE !!! He paused, took a deep breath, got in touch with 

his feelings, and experienced a twinge of compassion for the girl 

whose apple stand had been overturned. 

  

 He told his buddies to go on without him, waved good-bye, told one 

of them to call his wife when they arrived at their home destination 

and explain his taking a later flight. Then he returned to the terminal  

 where the apples were all over the terminal floor. 

  

He was glad he did... 

  

 The 16 year old girl was totally blind! She was softly crying, tears  

 running down her cheeks in frustration, and at the same time 

helplessly groping for her spilled produce as the crowd swirled about 

her, no one stopping and no one to care for her plight. The salesman 

knelt on the floor with her, gathered up the apples, put them back 

on the table and helped organize her display. As he did this, he 

noticed that many of them had become battered and bruised; these 



he set aside in another basket. 

  

 When he had finished, he pulled out his wallet and said to the girl,  

 "Here, please take this £40 for the damage we did. Are you okay?" 

She nodded through her tears. He continued on with, "I hope we 

didn't spoil your day too badly." 

  

 As the salesman started to walk away, the bewildered blind girl 

called out to him, "Mister...." He paused and turned to look back into 

those blind eyes. She continued, "Are you Jesus?" 

  

 He stopped in mid-stride, and he wondered. Then slowly he made 

his way to catch the later flight with that question burning and 

bouncing about in his soul: "Are you Jesus?"  

Do people mistake you for Jesus? That's our destiny, is it not? To be 

so much like Jesus that people cannot tell the difference as we live 

and interact with a world that is blind to His love, life and grace. 

  

 If we claim to know Him, we should live, walk and act as He would.  

 Knowing Him is more than simply quoting Scripture and going to 

church. It's actually living the Word as life unfolds day to day. 

  

 You are the apple of His eye even though we, too, have been bruised 

by a fall. He stopped what He was doing and picked you and me up 

on a hill called Calvary and paid in full for our damaged fruit. 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Father John Powell, professor at Loyola University in Chicago , writes 

about a student in his Theology of Faith class, named Tommy -  Some 

twelve years ago, I stood watching my university students file  

 into the classroom for our first session in the Theology of Faith. 

  

 That was the day I first saw Tommy. My eyes and my mind both 

blinked. He was combing his long flaxen hair, which hung six inches 

below his shoulders. It was the first time I had ever seen a boy with 

hair that long. I guess it was just coming into fashion then. I know in 

my mind that it isn't what's on your head but what's in it that counts; 

but on that day I was unprepared and my emotions flipped. I 

immediately filed Tommy under 'S' for strange...very strange.... 

  

 Tommy turned out to be the 'atheist in residence' in my Theology of  

 Faith course. He constantly objected to, smirked at, or whined about 

the possibility of an unconditionally loving Father/God. We lived with 

each other in relative peace for one semester, although I admit he 

was for me at times a serious pain in the back pew.  

  

 When he came up at the end of the course to turn in his final exam, 

he asked in a cynical tone, 'Do you think I'll ever find God?'    

 I decided instantly on a little shock therapy. 'No!' I said very  

 emphatically. 'Why not,' he responded, 'I thought that was the 

product you were pushing.'   I let him get five steps from the 

classroom door and then called out, 'Tommy! I don't think you'll ever 

find Him, but I am absolutely certain that He will find you!' He 

shrugged a little and left my class and my life. 

  

 I felt slightly disappointed at the thought that he had missed my 

clever line -- He will find you! At least I thought it was clever. Later I  

 heard that Tommy had graduated, and I was duly grateful. Then a 



sad report came. I heard that Tommy had terminal cancer. Before I  

 could search him out, he came to see me.... When he walked into 

my office, his body was very badly wasted and the long hair had all 

fallen out as a result of chemotherapy. But his eyes were bright and 

his voice was firm, for the first time, I believe. 'Tommy, I've thought 

about you so often; I hear you are sick,' I blurted out. 

  

 'Oh, yes, very sick. I have cancer in both lungs. It's a matter of 

weeks.' 'Can you talk about it, Tom?' I asked.  'Sure, what would you 

like to know?' he replied. 'What's it like to be only twenty-four and 

dying?'  'Well, it could be worse.' He replied, 'Like what?' I asked.. 

  

 'Well, like being fifty and having no values or ideals, like being fifty  

 and thinking that booze, seducing women, and making money are 

the real biggies in life.'    I began to look through my mental file 

cabinet under 'S' where I had filed Tommy as strange. (It seems as 

though everybody I try to reject by classification, God sends back into 

my life to educate me...) 

  

 'But what I really came to see you about,' Tom said, 'is something 

you said to me on the last day of class.' (He remembered!) He 

continued, 'I asked you if you thought I would ever find God and you 

said, 'No!' which surprised me. Then you said, 'But He will find you.' I 

thought about that a lot, even though my search for God was hardly 

intense at that time.’  (My clever line. He thought about that a lot!) 

  

 'But when the doctors removed a lump from my groin and told me 

that it was malignant, that's when I got serious about locating God. 

And when the malignancy spread into my vital organs, I really began 

banging bloody fists against the bronze doors of heaven. But God did 

not come out. In fact, nothing happened! Did you ever try anything 



for a long time with great effort and with no success? You get 

psychologically glutted, fed up with trying. And then you quit! Well, 

one day I woke up, and instead of throwing a few more futile appeals 

over that high brick wall to a God who may be or may not be there, I 

just quit.’ 

  

 ‘I decided that I didn't really care about God, about an after-life, or  

 anything like that. I decided to spend what time I had left doing  

 something more profitable. I thought about you and your class and I  

 remembered something else you had said: “The essential sadness is 

to go through life without loving. But it would be almost equally sad 

to go through life and leave this world without ever telling those you 

loved that you had loved them.''  'So, I began with the hardest one, 

my Dad. He was reading the newspaper when I approached him.’ 

  

 'Dad.'   'Yes, what?' he asked without lowering the newspaper. 

  'Dad, I would like to talk with you.' 

  'Well, talk.' 

  'I mean. It's really important.' 

  The newspaper came down three slow inches. 'What is it?'  

 'Dad, I love you, I just wanted you to know that.' 

Tom smiled at me and said it with obvious satisfaction, as though he 

felt a warm and secret joy flowing inside of him. 'The newspaper 

fluttered to the floor. Then my father did two things I could never 

remember him ever doing before. He cried and he hugged me... We 

talked all night, even though he had to go to work the next morning.. 

It felt so good to be close to my father, to see his tears, to feel his 

hug, to hear him say that he loved me.' 

  

 'It was easier with my mother and little brother. They cried with me,  



 too, and we hugged each other, and started saying real nice things 

to each other. We shared the things we had been keeping secret for 

so many years. 

  

 'I was only sorry about one thing - that I had waited so long. Here I  

 was, just beginning to open up to all the people I had actually been  

 close to.  Then, one day I turned around and God was there. He 

didn't come to me when I pleaded with Him. I guess I was like an 

animal trainer holding out a hoop, 'C'mon, jump through. C'mon, I'll 

give you three days, three weeks.’ 

  

 'Apparently God does things in His own way and at His own hour. 

But the important thing is that He was there. He found me!  You 

were right.. He found me even after I stopped looking for Him' 

  

 'Tommy,' I practically gasped, 'I think you are saying something very  

 important and much more universal than you realize. To me, at 

least, you are saying that the surest way to find God is not  

 to make Him a private possession, a problem solver, or an instant  

 consolation in time of need, but rather by opening to love. You 

know, the Apostle John said that. He said: “God is love, and anyone 

who lives in love is living with God and God is living in him...” ‘ 

  

 ‘Tom, could I ask you a favour? You know, when I had you in class 

you were a real pain. But (laughingly) you can make it all up to me 

now. Would you come into my present Theology of Faith course and 

tell them what you have just told me? If I told them the same thing it 

wouldn't be half as effective as if you were to tell it' 

  

 'Oooh, I was ready for you, but I don't know if I'm ready for your 

class.' 



 'Tom, think about it.. If and when you are ready, give me a call.'  

In a few days Tom called, said he was ready for the class, that he 

wanted to do that for God and for me. So we scheduled a date.    

 However, he never made it. He had another appointment, far more  

 important than the one with me and my class. Of course, his life was 

not really ended by his death, only changed... He made the great 

step from faith into vision.  He found a life far more beautiful than 

the eye of man has ever seen or the ear of man has ever heard or the 

mind of man has ever imagined.   Before he died, we talked one last 

time. 

  'I'm not going to make it to your class,' he said. 

  'I know, Tom.' 

  'Will you tell them for me? Will you tell the whole world for me?' 

  'I will, Tom. I'll tell them. I'll do my best.' 
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Create & Craft  2.30pm    5
th
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Peni Fletcher     18
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rd

 January 

Eileen McLellan     31
st

 January 

Sally Morse     8
th

 January 

Jeni Rabi      14
th

 January 

 

 

Veronica Austin     6
th

 February 

Connie Hall     11
th

 February 

 

 



 

 

For the Lord God is a sun and shield; the Lord bestows favour and 

honour; no good thing does he withhold from those whose walk is 

blameless. 

Psalm 84 v 11 

 

And the peace of God which transcends all understanding, will guard 

your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. 

Philippians 4 v 7 

 

But from everlasting to everlasting the Lord’s love is with those who 

fear him. 

Psalm 103 v 17 

 

I love those who love me, and those who seek me find me. 

Proverbs 8 v 17 

 

I will not leave you as orphans; I will come to you. 

John 14 v 18 



THE CHAIR 

Sandy was a new Christian, someone who had found Jesus late in life, 

she was quite comfortable and had had a nice life, her husband had 

died after 30 years of marriage, but slowly she had pulled a new life 

for herself together.  She had made some new friends and had a 

wonderful community in the church.  She flung herself into doing all 

sorts of volunteering so that she did not spend too much time alone, 

and on the whole was doing alright.  Except for one thing, she could 

not pray to Jesus, she just did not know how to. 

So screwing up her courage she asked one of her new friends: “How 

do you pray to Jesus?” she asked, “I listen to others and they seem to 

have it all sewn up, but I just can’t do what they do, no words come 

out of my mouth, no matter how hard I try.” 

Her friend pondered this for a moment, and then inspired said: “Well 

you are talking to me now aren’t you?” “Yes I am” said Sandy.  “Well 

then” the friend said, “Why don’t you talk to Jesus just like you are 

talking to me, pull up a chair and speak to him. That is all prayer is 

after all, talking to our Almighty.” 

Sandy went home and tried it straight away, and she found that she 

had so much to say to her Lord, she spoke and spoke and spoke.  She 

saw him sitting there and was amazed by the love in his face. When 

she went to bed that night she found she had more to say to Jesus, 

so she moved her bedside cabinet away and put her chair in its place. 

Her children came to see her quite often and asked about the chair 

in her room, she knew they would not understand and thought that 

perhaps there would be a day when she could explain, but in the 

meantime she just smiled and said; “I am a daft old lady!” 



As the years passed Sandy continued to love going to the church and 

every night before she slept and every morning when she woke, she 

looked at the chair saw her Lord and spoke to her Abba Father, she 

praised him and sung to him, she worshipped him and told him 

everything that worried her.  He was the first thing she thought of in 

the morning and the last thing on her mind each night. 

As she was approaching her late 60’s Sandy fell gravely ill, her friends 

and family gathered and, according to her wishes, Sandy slipped 

away in the night in her own bed.  Her daughter found her in the 

morning; she was surprised to find her mum lying with her head in 

the chair, she had thought her mum to be almost incapable of much 

movement.  

 She spoke to the minister who came over straight away, he smiled 

and said: “She died lying in her Father’s lap, what a wonderful way to 

go, she so loved her Father and knew how precious she was to him, 

look how peaceful she is.”   

Her daughter did not understand but the gentle minister explained 

about the chair, and how much it meant to Sandy to be able to talk 

to Jesus, who sat in that chair.   

 



 

 



 


