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Note from the editor
With only a few weeks to Christmas, and the end of
2016 approaching fast, we can look back on a great
year and a busy year too. Never a dull moment at Fore
Street!  We have organised and participated in events,
activities and outreaches, which have hopefully touched
many people’s hearts.  An active church requires full
support of everybody who is able.  If we remind ourselves
that we do it all for the glory of God, it becomes a joy to
give some of our time and join in.

With another Christmas Tree Festival coming up, we have
an opportunity to reach out to the community and tell
them about our awesome God who sent us the best
present one could ever imagine: Christ the Redeemer, our
beloved Lord Jesus.

In this issue you will find some interesting articles about
Jesus, different childhood Christmas memories, a story
about forgiveness and another great testimony.

Have a Merry Christmas and a Happy and Blessed New
Year!

With thanks,

reggierayson@email.com
Tel.  01736-794975 or 07827296490
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Pastor’s Letter
Dear Friends and fellow saints

I have often been told that the only one thing we can be sure of these
days is change.  Everything seems to be in flux, nothing stays the same, all
I have to do is look in the mirror and I can see that.  We often say that
things aren’t built to last and when it breaks, just get a new one and dump
the old.  This ever changing, instant, throwaway world can be daunting.
Yet there is one thing or should I say person, who does not change, wear
out or needs replacing.  I am so glad that Jesus will never change and in
the midst of uncertainty He is a sure and certain hope.

Romans 8:38-39 say, “For I am convinced that neither death or life, neither
angels nor demons, neither the present nor the future nor any powers can
separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord”.

The Apostle Paul says with confidence “I am convinced”.  Words I believe
that every Christian should be able to say.  These days, no matter if we
are clinging on by our fingertips or if we are singing on the mountain top
or somewhere in between, there is a truth that we can be certain of.  
So what am I  certain of? Let me tell you:

Jesus
I am convinced that he lived.  He is not some fictional character devised to
teach some nice moral lessons to a certain group of people who need that
type of thing.  He lived a life like you and me.  Learnt a trade and faced
misunderstanding.  He knew what it was to be sad and happy, He knew
what it was to be hungry or have enough, He knew what it was to laugh
and cry and He knew what it was to be hated and loved.  He was in every
way like us.  I am convinced because history tells me Jesus lived, died and
his tomb was empty.  I am convinced because his enemies have written
about him.  I am convinced He is who He said He was and is.  I am
convinced that the reason He came was to demonstrate the Love of the
Father for us.



The Cross
Romans 5:8 tells us that God demonstrates his own love for us in this: while
we were still sinners, Christ died for us.  I am convinced of Christ’s death on
the cross.  History tells us of the development of crucifixion as a form of
execution.  History goes on to elaborate how the Romans took crucifixion
and mastered it as the death penalty.  The pages of history are awash
with records of all those Rome crucified and especially Nero as he burned
crucified Christians as a way to illuminate the roads.  I am convinced of the
cross because friend and foe alike attest to the truth that Christ died on the
cross.  I am convinced of the centrality of the cross in scripture and our
need of Jesus’ death so we could be forgiven.  Hebrews 9:22 says in fact,
the law requires that nearly everything be cleansed with blood, and
without the shedding of blood there is no forgiveness.

The Empty Tomb
I am convinced that any rational person after examining all the evidence
must acknowledge the reality that Christ is alive physically.  All the theories
concerning the empty tomb fail at some point or another, but the only
explanation which fits all the evidence is that Jesus rose from the dead as
scripture says and is alive today.  I am convinced of this wondrous truth
because of the hope the living God gives to the lost, broken, downcast,
lonely and the wanderer.  Jesus lived, Jesus died and Jesus rose again,
physical triumphant over the grave.  Of this I am convinced.

The Bible is true
I am convinced the Bible is true.  I believe it is the inspired Word of God.
As 2 Timothy 3:16 says “All scripture is God-breathed and is useful for
teaching rebuking, correcting and training in righteousness”.  It is not a
scientific handbook, but science does not disprove it.  Within its pages God
has revealed Himself so that we may know Him and walk in His ways.  
I am convinced that the Bible is a sure foundation on which to stand, a
compass to help us navigate and a lamp to light up our path.

Jesus is coming again
I am convinced that Jesus is coming back again for his bride, the church.  I
do not know when, but I know it will happen because Jesus said it, I believe
it, so that settles it.  I am convinced that we need to be making disciples,
seeing the Holy Spirit adding to His church so that when Jesus returns there
will be multitudes, people from every tribe, nation and tongue as part of
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his bride, the church eagerly awaiting His return.

I am convinced that Jesus is all we need.  His death, resurrection and life
within us by the power of the Holy Spirit.  I am convinced that we should
be church, never giving up meeting together but building one another up
as the day of our Lord’s return approaches.  So I can say “I am convinced”
and on this truth I stand.  Let us hold fast to this truth and pass it on to
those who need to hear.

God Bless You All
Your Pastor and Fellow Servant

Rodney
µ

John and Elizabeth Trevorrow celebrate their 

60th Wedding anniversary

On Sunday the 16th of October John and Elizabeth Trevorrow were asked to
cut the cake for their Diamond Wedding Anniversary.  

John and Elizabeth have a long history at Fore Street.  They have both been
actively involved in numerous tasks and activities over the years.  

On the 20th of October, their actual wedding day, friends and family were
invited to an open house party and enjoyed spending time together. 

Once again we would like to congratulate you both on your 60 years
together.  May God bless you with many more to come!



Carol Neve hands over
her duties to Steve Uren

At the junior Church AGM in
September 2015, Carol gave us 12
months notice that she was going to
stand down as Junior Church
secretary and teacher in September
2016. 

Carol has given many years service
and has organized many things for
everyone to enjoy.  Forgive me for all I
miss out, but here's a taster:

* Lionheart: hosting families,
arranging everything and being
there everyday.

* Opening the building every Sunday,
organizing the teaching rotas,
ordering teaching materials, etc.

* Organizing the Shoeboxes.
* Liaising with Joan Packard when the

Chernobyl children come, ordering
the Bibles and gifts and the lunch.

* Organizing first aid courses and
safeguarding.

* Sorting Anniversary and Nativity
services, the soap service and visits
to Ar Lyn.

Although Carol is no longer in Junior
Church she is continuing to work for the
Lord wherever she is called. We (all at
Forestreet) want to give Carol a big
Thank You for all she has done for
many! 

Sandra Oliver

One Generation 
shall tell another

Carol is going to be, without any
doubt, a tough act to follow. 
As Junior Church Secretary her
ability to interpret standing
orders from the Methodist Church
on safeguarding and training,
organise teaching rotas, order
teaching material, liaise with
organisations outside the church,
and teaching in class will be
sorely missed.  I for one am very
thankful that Carol will continue
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with many of her other duties
outside Junior Church as to take on
all her work would be a real
challenge.

Last year at the AGM Carol gave
12 months notice of her intention to
step down as Junior Church
Secretary and I offered to put my
name forward as an interim
replacement. So, at the AGM in
September (I was absent) those
present at the meeting decided to
vote for me as Junior Church Co-
Ordinator. So here I am, your Junior
Church Co-ordinator.

For myself, Scripture is very clear
that as a body of believers (church),
as individuals and Christian parents
we have a responsibility, and should
have a desire, to pass on the
message of salvation to the next
generation. To share with them

God’s word, His revelation to
mankind and in it a roadmap or
recipe for a fulfilled life in Christ.
What a wonderful thing it is to
witness young people come to faith
in Christ and begin to see that faith,
and God’s plans for them, working
out in their young lives. So our
mission as Junior Church is simply to
point young people to a God that
loves them while sawing the seed of
salvation in their hearts and minds,
God will give the increase in due
season. 

Please pray for the JC teachers that
they may continue to be inspired
and be able to communicate
effectively. Please pray that God
will continue to lead young people
through our doors.

Steve

SARAH AND PAIGE BAPTIZED
On Sunday the 16th of October,

Sarah and Paige were baptized in the sea
at Porthgwidden Beach supported by their

family, friends and church family 
from Fore Street.

They both gave a public testimony about
their love for Jesus and how He has been

the rock in their lives. 
Both Sarah and Paige’s favourite hymns

were sung (including movements!)
Afterwards there was a tea and cake party

at the Sunday school. 
A special and joyful afternoon!

µ
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CONGRATULATIONS
TO OUR NEWLY WEDS!

Jonathan (Joff) Rowe
and 

Zoe Brooks

tied the knot on
26th August

Dean  Gibson
and

Leah Trevorrow

on
22nd October

* For the Harvest Festival, the chapel was beautifuly
decorated with flowers, fruit, veg and sundries, which
were distributed afterwards to 40 recipients and 3
homes (Arlyn, Trewartha and Headlands).

* The Big Breakfast has raised approximately £800, 
for Cancer Research

* The Light Party for children on Halloween was a great
success and was attended by 15 children
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* Messy Church was very well attended by children and
parents.  The next one will be on 11th of December,
Christingle Sunday.

* The Lionheart team was back in October and
organized a fantastic week filled with activities and
exciting Bible stories enjoyed by primary school
children.

* 101 shoeboxes went out to Samaritan's Purse for
Operation Christmas Child

MY TESTIMONY
by Alison Ashby

----------------------------------------

When I was interviewed back in
2006 for my current job, the
opening question asked of me
was, "In terms of your
professional development, what
have you valued the most over
the course of your career so far?"
It's always wise to pause and think
before answering in an interview
but, to my own surprise, before any
conscious thought, the words that
tumbled out of my mouth were "The
people I've worked with along the
way."  Processing what I had just
said was like a moment of
enlightenment.  This was the first
time that I had consciously
acknowledged the significance of
the people who had guided and
inspired me along the way and who
had allowed me to develop my own
pedagogy as a teacher rather than
replicate someone else's.  I almost
wanted to say "Gosh, that's right!"
I began my career in 1987 in a
large infant school in
Gloucestershire where I was warmly
welcomed into the fold of a mature
female staff who embraced my
youthful energy and graciously

overlooked my naivety and
inexperience.  The commitment,
enthusiasm and skilful demonstration
of the 'craft' of teaching modelled
to me over my first five years
affirmed the value of the profession
I had chosen and confirmed in me a
belief that I could do it. 
My move in 1993 to a large
primary school in Helston opened
my eyes to people of all ages and
experience.  Here again I was
challenged to grow in my
knowledge and understanding by
working alongside and watching
other skilled people.  It was during
my time here that I joined the
leadership team and wow, what a
different perspective you get from
there!  On top of your already
mountainous workload, you become
responsible for driving the school
and being accountable for its
performance; having to navigate
your way through relentless, and
usually unrealistic, government
directives; picking up the pieces
when things go wrong and, best of
all, you get to do all the jobs that
no one else wants to do or is even
aware they need doing in the first
place!  Next time, you question what
our church leaders do, let me tell
you, you have no idea!
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* During Church Away Day we asked God to lead us
deeper into the points that were discussed during the
previous Away Day (see last issue of FSMC magazine).
We looked at some new ideas and things that can still
be improved.  A report on this will be published in the
next issue.

* On Quiz Night, 50 people enjoyed a good chilli, some
challenging questions and great fellarship.  A tidy sum
of £451 was raised for Hopelink.

* 6 Big Boxes have been sent off to the Philippines this
year for Hopelink. Thanks to all those who have
brought in clothes, shoes and other items. 

The last ten years of my career
have been at Nancledra.  The
success of this school is built on the
strength of its team.  People work
together, constantly reflecting on
how they can make it better for the
pupils.  They share the same vision
and pull their weight out of respect
for one another and for the
community they serve.  People enjoy
working there.  The enthusiasm is
infectious.  I also have the privilege
of working alongside Julie every
day.  We probably drive each
other nuts but at least that spares
everybody else!  Her care and
support of the children in our class
is instinctive.  She sees my workload,
but rather than walking away, will
unselfishly step up and carry some
of the burden.  She fills in all my
gaps! 
Has it all been plain sailing? Have I
only ever worked with people who
have been on fire for the job?
Absolutely not!  There have been
the 'kicks in the teeth' and the 'stabs
in the back', the chronic complainers
who wear you down, the people
who demand more and more, the
ones who never offer to help even

when they see you're on your knees
... all these people sap your energy
and leave you feeling deflated.
So what have I learnt?  That we
flourish in an environment that is
nurturing of its people and
passionate about its purpose, where
people are encouraged to use their
gifts and talents in service of others
and where everyone steps up and
supports one another.  There is no
place in this environment for
criticism, laziness, apathy and
gossip. 
The analogy between the nurturing
relationships within a school and a
church is obvious.  I don’t need to
expound on all of the parallels, but,
if I have grown as a teacher
because of the nurturing qualities of
people around me, how important is
it that those same nurturing
relationships need to be evident in
church?
My testimony is not one of enormous
ups and downs and I see my life as
privileged.  I have had the blessing
of a strong Christian family and a
circle of friends all of whom have
been very patient with me as I
zoom along at a hundred miles an
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hour!  I came to faith early here in
Fore Street under the guidance of
faithful Sunday School teachers.  
I have been prayed for all my life
and have been sustained by God's
grace along the way.  I have a
natural propensity for being a bit
of a 'rule breaker' ("You're like a
'eathen" was a recurring phrase
throughout my childhood!) so God
obviously knew I needed an extra
measure of divine
protection!  However,
whatever our journey
has been, we all have
a story to tell which
should help and
challenge others. 
One role that I have
enjoyed over many
years is as a school
based tutor for trainee
teachers.  This role
gives me the chance to
give back something of what I have
received. 
I am always conscious that I need to
guide these newcomers to the
profession sensitively and rigorously
so that they will be equipped and
excited about the journey ahead of
them.  I am also aware that I need
to be an effective role model as
they work alongside me.
Overwhelmingly I want them to be
excited about the job that I love.
So, if I want trainee teachers to be
excited about teaching then it
follows that if I have tasted God's
riches I will want others to do so as
well.
As I bring this to a conclusion I am
sitting here on a Sunday afternoon
and reflecting on two pertinent

verses from a hymn that we sang
together this morning:

Brother, sister, let me serve you;
let me be as Christ to you;

pray that I may have the grace to
let you be my servant too.

We are pilgrims on a journey,
and companions on the road;

we are here to help each other
walk the mile and bear the load.

When we sing together we are not
only singing to God, we are
proclaiming truths to each other. My
prayer is that here in Fore Street
we really mean those words and we
all use our spiritual gifts to build
each other up and share that load.
The responsibility rests with us all.
Only then can we call ourselves a
church.
If anyone says, "I love God," yet
hates his brother, he is a liar.  For
anyone who does not love his brother,
whom he has seen, cannot love God,
whom he has not seen.  And he has
given us this command: Whoever
loves God must also love his brother.
(1JOHN 4:20-21)

µ



- page 12 -

It is the Moravians whom we
have to thank for bringing us
the Christingle. Especially one
Moravian clergyman: John de
Watteville.

On 20th December, 1747, John
de Watteville was taking a
children’s service in his
Moravian church in Marienborn,
Germany.  He led the children in
some hymns, and read out
verses which the children
themselves had written to
celebrate the birth of Jesus.
Then he explained to the
children that true happiness
only comes through knowing
Jesus.  Jesus, said John de
Watteville, “has kindled in each
little heart a flame which
keeps burning to their joy and
our happiness”. 

John de Watteville then went on
to illustrate that ‘flame’. 
He gave each child a little
lighted wax candle, tied around
with a red ribbon. He ended his
service with a little prayer: 

“Lord Jesus, kindle a flame in
these children’s hearts, that
theirs like Thine become”. 

The visual aid was a great
success with the children; for
the Marienborn Diary for that
day concludes: “hereupon the
children went full of joy with
their lighted candles to their
rooms and so went glad and
happy to bed”.

The candle and red ribbon were
remembered the following year,
and the following after that.
The years came and went, and

as the Moravians began to
travel beyond Germany, so they
took the custom with them: to
Labrador, to Pennsylvania, to
Tibet and Suriname, to the
Caribbean and South Africa. 
In each country the Christians
adapted it for their own use.

No one knows for certain when
the word ‘Christingle’ was first
used with regard to the custom.
No one even knows where the
word ‘Christingle’ comes from.

a generous present from
the Moravians to the

churches
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Some people say it is from the
old Saxon word ‘ingle’ (fire),
meaning ‘Christ-fire or light’.
Another theory is that it derives
from the German ‘engel’
(angel), meaning ‘Christ-angel’. 

In any event, the symbolism of
Christingle gradually developed,
until today the Moravians in the
British Province use an orange,
representing the world, with a
lighted candle to represent
Christ, the Light of the World.
Nuts, raisins and sweets on
cocktail sticks around the
candle represent God’s bounty

and goodness in providing the
fruits of the earth.  Red paper,
forming a frill around the base
of the candle, reminds us of the
blood of Christ shed for all
people on the cross at Calvary.

In Moravian churches, the
Christingle Service is usually
held on the Sunday before
Christmas or on Christmas Eve.
The website for the Moravian
Church says: “We are glad that
the Moravian Church has been
able to make this contribution
to the wider Christian world.”

µ

Make sure you don’t miss our own 2016 Christingle Service
on Sunday 11th December at 6.00pm
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Who is 

‘SANTA 
CLAUS’?
“On the whole

British people are
happy with the title
‘Father Christmas’,
a suitably neutral

name for the
central character in

children’s
Christmases”

writes David Winter. 

In America, however, and by a process of cultural
indoctrination increasingly in other English-speaking
countries, the same red-coated and bearded fellow with his
sack of presents is known as ‘Santa Claus’.  They are, of
course, one and the same person, distantly related to a
bishop in Turkey in the fourth century (hence the red coat and
hat – a cope and mitre originally).  His name was Nicholas,
and he was known as a patron of children, who would from
time to time distribute gifts to them. 

From that, believe it or not, comes the practice of giving
presents at Christmas.  We can’t give them to Jesus on his
birthday, so we give them to someone else, in love and
gratitude.  That, at least, is the theory.  Quite how the
massive commercialization of such giving developed probably
owes more to smart marketing than Christian generosity. 

It’s not Nicholas’s fault, of course, nor of the Dutch Christians
who took the practice to America as migrants 300 years ago.
It might be a positive step at least to tell children who St
Nicholas is, and perhaps even to mark his feast day,
December 6th, when ‘Christmas’ presents are handed over in
Holland.

µ



CHRISTMAS IN THE 1920s
I grew up in North Wales with 2 older sisters and an older brother.
When I was 7 my father died of pneumonia at the age of 77.  From
that time we had a full-time maid called Lizzy.  As a child we were
going to church in the nearest Baptist chapel.  After my father’s
death Mum took us to the Methodist church.  It wasn’t a very
formal church but a very happy church. 

Christmas was a very special time of the year.  I can remember the
excitement on Christmas eve when we hung a stocking at the end
of our bed.  We would try and stay awake as long as possible,
waiting for Father Christmas to come. 

The “nice room” which wasn’t used much during the rest of the
year, had a huge fire place and become the Christmas room.  It
was always decorated with concertina paper decorations going
from every corner of the room to the main chandelier.  We had a
Christmas tree with electric lights, decorations and a fairy on the
top.  On Christmas eve we would put out a cup of brandy (?) and a
saucer with biscuits for Father Christmas for him to enjoy.  We put
this on a table near a big “cracker” which my mother made each
year.  It was made from a raffia mat and decorated with coloured
crepe paper.  It contained presents of aunts and uncles and was
opened on Christmas Day.

- page 15 -
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On Christmas morning we would wake up and find our stockings
filled with goodies such as sugar mice (1 pink, 1 white), fruit, a
pretty hair band, a comb, small books, or a piece of children’s
jewellery.  Then we would get dressed in a new
dress and go downstairs where the table in the
nice room was beautifully laid. We would play
with our gifts until Christmas lunch was ready.  This day
was for close family so just my mother, Lizzy, my brother and
sisters.  For lunch we usually had a turkey and vegetables,
followed by a Christmas pudding, which contained a silver coin.
The person who would get the silver coin was the lucky one.

After lunch it was time to open the cracker.  Both ends were
undone and we took turns in taking a present out, making note of
which relatives had given the present so we could send them a
“Thank You” card later.  Typical presents would be a book, doll’s
clothes or a piece of clothing or shoes that mother wouldn’t
usually buy.  We would then play with all the presents for the rest
of the day.  There was always an afternoon tea with sandwiches
and a Christmas cake, which was eaten in a hurry so we could get

back to our toys.

We were allowed to stay up late but
obviously I was the first one being
sent up because I was the youngest.

Christmas was such a busy time that
we never went to church on
Christmas day but always the first
Sunday after.  The Sunday school,
which was attached to the church,
usually organized a tea party.  All the
kids were singing songs and playing
games together and we would
remember the birth of Christ.  I would
sometimes do the solo singing. 

“The main thing about Christmas
was that it was filled with warmth

and joy. I have very happy
memories of my childhood

Christmas.” Beryl
µ
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CHRISTMAS IN ST IVES IN 
THE EARLY 1950s - Bryan

I am what is now recorded to be a “Baby Boomer”, born just after
the 1939/1945 War. Although many parts of England were getting
a lot of food and things through quite easily, down here in St Ives
it was a very different “ kettle of fish” thing.  We were still on
ration until 1954, and if your parents did not have enough of the
right coupons they could not get the things they needed.  They
certainly did not have enough money to buy them with either, but
every Christmas I had as a child, was a magical affair. 

Mother used to try and save what
coupons she could, to give us a happy
time at Christmas.  This was the family
time of the year when all the family
got together.  I always had one or two
presents.  My Dad used to make things
like a farmhouse and animals out of
wood, with wooden carts and cars, and
of course living in St Ives I always had
a boat that he had made. 

The town in those days was quite a bit different to what it is
today.  Everyone knew everyone and looked out for each other.
We never used to lock our front doors in those days as all the
families were in the same boat as it were, and all got on with life
as it was given to them.  The town was filled with Christmas
Carols, from the choirs going around the town, to the singing in
the public houses, the town just loved Christmas. 

My Father was demobbed from the Royal Navy in the early 1950s,
and he went fishing for a living.  Like a lot of men who had just
came home from serving their country in the time of the War,
money was still very tight, and as you probably are guessing, we
ate a lot of fish.  But not at Christmas, that was about the only
time we ever had chicken, and I did like a bit of chicken.  Other
meals we had when I was growing up were corned beef, fritters,
malyoes, tripe and onions, raw fry, baked potato, pasties of
course.  We ate quite a bit of rabbit then also, and spam, I grew
up with a great hatred to spam in the end, it was spam with chips,
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spam with mash, fried spam, even spam with spam, but I won't eat
it now.

We used to have our Christmas Day as a family, my grandparents
would come to us in the morning, and they would bring something
to add to our table in the way of food.  As soon as they had
arrived I was allowed to open my presents and have a play time
with my toys, whilst the adults were getting the meal under way.
After the meal was over, everything would be washed up and put
away and everyone would go out for a walk.  We would go out
around the Island and out to Clodgy and back, or across the
promenade and out to Porthminster beach hand in hand.  We
would see a lot of St Ives families doing this and, it seemed to me
at the time that my parents would stop and talk to everyone.  (I
wanted to get home and play with my gifts).  Even walking out to
the beach I was not allowed to go on the sand, as I would have
had my best clothes on, and that was a definite ‘no no’. 

Some children reading this might say, but we have chicken every
week, but in those days it was hard to come by and very
expensive.  Beef and lamb were cheaper than chicken. 

When Boxing Day came I would stay at my grandmother’s that
night as my mum and dad used to go out for the evening.  At my
grandmothers’ we would play games like; Ludo, Snakes and
Ladders, I Spy and Hunt the Thimble, to name just a few.  There
was not any television In St Ives in those days.  I think I was about
13 years old before my mother had a TV and that had only a 9
inch screen and was in black and white, but although we did not
have much money, we were rich in love, and I would not have
changed anything for the world.  It was my grandmother who
brought me to know about Jesus, she would kneel down beside me
as a child at the side of my bed, and teach me to pray from the
age of three, and I thank God for her, and her life.  I would not be
the person I am now, if it were not for her guidance and impact on
my life. 

When I look at what children have now, in the way of presents and
everything, are they really better off than I was?  Only time will tell.
But as for me, I would not change a thing and I thank the Lord
every day for his love and abiding presence in my life.  And for my
family who I love dearly, and my friends who I have made thus far,
and who will be in the future.  God Bless you All. More on page 26µ
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REGULAR SERVICES
AT FORE STREET

Sunday
10.45am Morning Worship
11.00am Junior Church

6.00pm Evening Worship
6.00pm* New Wave Service

* (1st Sunday of each month)

Monday
6.15-7.30pm Good News 5-10 years 

(contact Irene Tanner 796156)

Tuesday
7.30pm Prayer Meeting

Thursday
12-2.00pm Thursday Lunch Club 

(Offering fabulous home made soups, 
cakes and tea/coffee with great fellowship - 
Last orders 1.30pm)

Wednesday
10.00am Tweeny Tots (Term-time)

2.15pm Ladies’ Fellowship (Times and dates TBA)

7.15pm Men’s Association (Times and dates TBA)

Friday
7.30-9.00pm Friday Youth Club (October to April)

Homegroups
see page 25

Please see the weekly news sheet for any extra meetings
"Let us consider how we may spur one another on towards love and 

good deeds.    Let us not give up meeting together, as some are in the
habit of doing, but let us encourage one another."
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For Infant Thanksgiving/Dedications, 
Weddings and Funerals:

In the first instance, 
please contact Pastor Rodney Orr (telephone: 01736 798530)

regarding the proposed date, time and his availability.    

For any of these special services he will meet with the family
concerned to talk over the arrangements, 

taking into account any wishes for another/others 
to be included in part of the service.    

Local Funeral Directors are aware of this procedure and can 
make initial contact on behalf of a family.

NOTE FOR VISITING PREACHERS
Bible readers for the service can be organised with members
from the fellowship.    Please contact a steward prior to your

service if you would like to make this arrangement.

If you are leading our services and would like to contact the pianist regarding
choice of hymn book or songs, please contact :

Mrs Alison Ashby – 01736 794360
Mr Philip Cole - 01736 796616

Mrs Katrina Geraghty - 01736 756685
Mrs Irene Tanner – 01736 796156

Mr Alan Thomas - 01737 798278

If you would like to go on the plan as a door steward, 
pianist or worship leader, or can offer a musical item, 

please see one of the stewards.



DECEMBER

Friday 9th FSMC at Truro Cathedral 
for ‘BIG SING’ for Christian Aid.

Sunday 11th CHRISTINGLE SERVICE at 6.00pm

Tuesday 13th NATIVITY PLAY by Nancledra School

Saturday 17th CORNISH CAROL CONCERT at 7.00pm.
If you wish to learn these carols, 
please join us for practices 
(for dates see notice sheet and website)

Sunday 18th NATIVITY PLAY by the Junior Church at 10.45am.
Evening Carol Service

Monday 19th to CHRISTMAS TREE FESTIVAL
Sunday 1st Jan. (open daily from 11am to 5pm except Sundays)

31st December NEW YEAR’S EVE OPEN CHURCH

SEE FSMC WEBSITE FOR LATEST UPDATES: www.fsmcstives.org.uk
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DISTRICT CHAIRMAN 
and TITULAR SUPERINTENDENT

REV.  STEVEN WILD Tel: 01872 272514 

PASTOR
PASTOR RODNEY ORR, 

4 Tregenna Terrace, St Ives, 
TR26 2DL.    

Tel: 01736 798530

CIRCUIT STEWARD 
MR ANDREW CASHMORE

Tel: 01736 438347

CIRCUIT TREASURER 
MR ANTHONY ROWE

Tel: 01736 798385 

SECRETARY
MR DAVID LUSH

Tel: 01736 757581

JUNIOR CHURCH SECRETARY
MISS CAROL NEVE

CHURCH STEWARDS 
MR BRIAN CURTIS

Tel: 01736 795028
MR ROB MANLEY

Tel: 01736 796035
NAOMI PERKIN, 

Tel: 01736 795331
MRS PAT SPENCER, 

Tel: 01736 794678
MR WILLIAM THOMAS, 
Tel: 01736 799762

PROPERTY STEWARD
MR MELVYN VEAL, 

Tel: 01736 798197

PROPERTY SECRETARY
MRS SARAH CASHMORE, 
Tel: 01736 438347

BEREAVEMENT COUNSELLOR
MRS SUE CURTIS, Tel: 01736 795028

OVERSEAS MISSIONS 
GILL MEYERS, Tel: 01736 756978

FORE ST LADIES’ FELLOWSHIP
MRS EMILEEN WILLIAMS,
Tel: 01736 798460

MEN'S ASSOCIATION
MR MELVYN VEAL, 

Tel: 01736 798197 

PUBLICITY SECRETARY
MRS AHMOR ORR, Tel: 01736 798530

METHODIST HOMES FOR THE
AGED

THE PASTOR

WOMEN’S NETWORK SECRETARY
MRS EMILEEN WILLIAMS, 
Tel: 01736 798460

LOCAL PREACHERS
1990 - MR ANDREW CASHMORE,

Tel: 01736 438347
1995 - PASTOR KEN BASSETT, 

Tel: 01736 797289 
1998 - MR GRAHAM TREVORROW.

Tel: 07866 277 5812000 
1998 - Mr Tony Rowe
Tel: 01736 798385

2010 - MRS IRENE TANNER, 
Tel: 01736 796156

ON TRIAL
MR ROB MANLEY,

Tel: 01736 796035

FSMC Responsibilities



INTERNET & SOCIAL MEDIA

Have you looked at the website yet? 

www.fsmcstives.org.uk 
This is where you find the chapel news and notices, or listen to a

sermon, and so much more.  You can even download a copy of this
magazine and save it to read on your tablet or computer.  The

website is also great to look at on your mobile phone, too!

The website also has links to the blog and social media so you can
follow all the events that take place whether you are on holiday at

home or abroad, or simply wish to keep in touch.  

Fore Street Methodist Church

@fsmc_stives
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Wednesdays @ 2.00pm
Andy and Regina - M/W

at 5 Camaret Drive

Wednesdays @ 7.30pm
Carol and Lorna’s -W

at Santana, Alexandra Road

Wednesdays @ 7.30pm
Josh and Laura

M/W Young People
for info call Josh on 07791 530 118

Every other Thursday @ 7.30pm
Phil and Christine - M/W

at Trelyon Avenue

Thursdays @ 7.30pm
Alan and Lesley - M/W

at Treganhorne, 
Gwel-an-Gwheal Crescent

Thursdays @ 8.00pm
Sarah Cashmore - W
at Trygva, Carthew Way

HOUSE GROUPS
(W - Women, M - Men, M/W - Mixed)
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CHRISTMAS IN THE PHILLIPINES
in the 1960s/70s

Christmas is a very special time in the Philippines. It is not unusual
to see Christmas lights and decorations in homes, shopping malls
and streets from the month of September.  Being a Roman
Catholic nation, almost everyone would go out of their way to
make Christmas a happy and memorable celebration.  Here are
some of the things I remember about
Christmas as I was growing up:

The excitement and anticipation for
Christmas: the cooler weather (it is
always colder around Christmas time),
the Christmas songs blasting in every
home and some special delicacies like
“bibingka” and “puto bumbong”
especially prepared during the season.

At school we would have exchange gifts
which is always fun. One big highlight
was when I got a small box of chocolate
pretzels!  It was a luxury we could never
afford.  We would also make Christmas
lanterns we call “parol” and hang them
outside our house. 

I remember going out in the early
evenings with my cousins “caroling”
(carol singing). We had a repertoire of
songs and with our tambourines and
maracas we would go from house to
house singing our favourite Tagalog
Christmas carols.  Most people would give us money which we
share equally between us. A good source of extra pocket money!

For the “Simbang Gabi” or “Morning Mass” we would go to our
local Catholic church every day from the 16th-24th December.
Morning mass started at 3 or 4am. This was always a special time
and even as a child I was determined not to miss a day.  We were
not religious nor regular church goers but every Christmas, my
parents made sure that we went to church as a family.

‘Bibingka’ and ‘puto bombing’ -
special delicasies prepared during

the Christmas season

A basic Christmas lantern. 
We used to hang several outside

of our house
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On Christmas Eve my mum and aunties would spend many hours
making “puto” (rice cakes), “suman” (sweet sticky rice wrapped
either in palm or banana leaves), cassava cakes and “pancit” (stir
fry rice noodles with meat and vegetables) for our Christmas Eve

Meal.

I remember being at church on
Christmas Eve for the Midnight Mass and
feeling so happy and excited about the
season.  After the Mass we would all go
home and have our “Noche Buena” and
enjoy our Christmas dinner together
before finally going to bed.

On Christmas Day. we would get up
really early and all of us kids excitedly
put on the new clothes our mother got
us for Christmas.  This was the only time
of the year when we would get new
outfits.  This was also the only present
we got from our parents.

I remember going round to all our
uncles, aunties, godparents,
grandparents, and neighbours on
Christmas Day to wish them Merry
Christmas and in return they would give
us money.  Then at the end of the day,
all of us kids would give all our
Christmas money to our mother.

Once, we didn’t have very much food to
eat on Christmas Eve.  This was the time
when my dad had an accident while
fishing which nearly cost him his life.
The accident and a season of bad
weather made it very difficult for my dad
to go out fishing that year.  Nonetheless,
my parents made sure we kids still had a

good Christmas.  They took us to a local park and we spent most
of the day playing with our cousins. 

Happy days. µ

Typical rice cakes, ‘Puto’ 
my mum makes

‘Cassava cake’

‘Suman, another ric cake wrapped
in pal leaves, which my mum

makes for the Christmas Eve meal
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Was Jesus really born 
on 25th December?

Almost certainly not. But the story of how that date came to be
chosen as his ‘birthday’ is one that stretches back long before his
birth.

it seems to have started on the Greek island of Rhodes in 283 BC.
That year the solstice fell on 25th December, and it was also the
year that the Ancient World’s largest Sun God stature – the 34
metre, 200 tonne Colossus of Rhodes, was consecrated. 

By 46 BC, Julius Caesar had made 25th December the official winter
solstice. 

In AD 274, the Roman Emperer Aureilian chose the winter solstice
to be the birthday of the Sun God. He also decreed that Sol Invictus
(the unconquered sun) was ‘Lord of the Roman Empire’. 

Fifty years after that, and Constantine had become the first pro-
Christian Roman Emperor. He wanted the Church to celebrate the
birth of Jesus Christ on 25thDecember. Perhaps it was that to him,
Jesus was more or less the same person as the mighty Sun God. Or
perhaps he felt that the ancient sun god’s association with
goodness, light, warmth and life would help ease the people’s
transition from paganism to Christianity. Whatever the reason, the
Church went along with it, and chose 25th December to be the date
of Christmas. And in an ancient mosaic in the crypt of St Peter’s
Cathedral, Jesus is portrayed as adorned with sun rays and riding in
a chariot – just like Sol Invictus.

As for the huge, bronze 200 tonne Sol Invictus? He fell over during
an earthquake, and was sold off for scrap metal in 654AD by an
enterprising Arab scrap merchant. Meanwhile, Jesus lives on ...
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Think twice
before buying that 

goat in Ghana!
What are you buying your friends
for Christmas this year? If you
are tempted by ‘socially
responsible’ gifts that involve
you NOT giving your friends
anything at all, but instead
giving your money to a charity
‘in their name’, you may wish to
think again. Such gifts as goats
in Ghana or chickens in Chad can
make you feel virtuous, but may
damage your relationships.

A recent study has found that
people who buy others ‘socially
responsible’ gifts can actually be
considered to be self-serving and
inconsiderate by the people to
whom they give them. It seems
that such givers often over-
estimate how appreciative their
friends will be to receive nothing. 

A study at the University of
Southern California found that to
be successful, a gift must make the

recipient feel ‘extraordinary, and
special’. If you suspect giving your
various loved ones news about a
goat won’t achieve that, there is
only one solution: instead of giving
only socially responsible gifts,
insist on receiving only them. Then
your mantelpiece will be full of
photos of happy goats and
chickens, and your family and
friends will enjoy your more usual
gifts, and still be speaking to you

µ
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NO ONE
NAME IS BIG

ENOUGH!
Preb. Richard Bewes

considers the names of Jesus.

Names! Sometimes people
are given a name to
match their beginnings.
As a child of Kenya missionaries,
I’m still in touch with an African
who was born in the back of our car
before my dad could get the mum
to hospital. She decided to call her
little boy MOTAKA! (Her attempt at
‘motor car’.)

Centuries ago, a little boy was born
in a Middle-East cattle manger,
when a man called Augustus had
been ruling the world for around 25
years. But the mother called her Son
neither ‘Stable,’ nor ‘Crib’ -
because the name JESUS had
already been assigned from heaven,
to match His unique coming world-
role as ‘Saviour’ (Matthew 1:21) . 

Here is ‘the Name above every
name’ (Philippians 2: 9,10). And yet
no single name is big enough to
contain this pivotal Figure of all the
ages! Take Christ’s four names of
Revelation 19 – ‘Faithful and True,’
‘Word of God,’ ‘King of kings and
Lord of Lords’… and even ‘a name
that no one knows but He Himself.’
(This teaches us never to assume
we have the total identity of the
Christmas Child neatly bottled.) 

700 years before the Birth at
Bethlehem, the prophet Isaiah
declared, ‘For to us a Child is born,

to us a Son is given.’ There then
emerged a four-fold Name:
Wonderful Counsellor, Mighty God,
Everlasting Father, and Prince of
Peace (Isaiah 9:6). Thus, in one
Man, lies an inexhaustible reservoir
of ‘counsel’ over life’s deepest
questions. And – in knowing Jesus –
we know the ‘mighty God’ in
Person! Further - to have the ‘Prince
of Peace’ occupying life’s rocking
little boat provides a supportive
Presence in every storm. 

When you read the name
‘Everlasting Father,’ do not be
confused over the Persons of the
Trinity. For when Isaiah 7:14
foretells the ‘sign’ of the virgin with
child, Immanuel (a yet further
name!), ‘Immanuel’ then speaks in
person: “Here am I, and the children
the Lord has given me” (Isaiah 8:
18). The New Testament (Hebrews
2:13) confirms that the words are
indeed those of Jesus!

Christ, then, is ‘Father’ in the sense
used by those in Christian ministry,
who speak of their protégés as their
‘spiritual children.’ Thus, the Christ
who came to bring us to spiritual
new birth is ‘Father’ to millions of
us this Christmas! µ
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All faiths are NOT the same!
For many religions, God is considered
unknowable – just a supreme power or
presence ‘out there’ somewhere.  Not so
for Christianity.  The heart of the
Christmas message is His coming to us in
peace and love – as the Bible says: ‘The
Word became flesh and dwelt among us.’
(John 1:4 RSV)

Jesus was born a baby, grew up amongst
us, healed us, did many miracles, taught
us, and then went on to die for us. He
entered our time and our space, and we
could approach Him and talk to Him. Jesus
made clear that to see Him was to see the
Father. What a wonderful God! He is the
Creator of the Universe, but He is also
Jesus, who calls us into a daily
relationship of love and dependency upon
Him.

Fun ways to celebrate Christmas
Have a blast and help others.

* Get your youth group to create a living nativity scene one night a week in
front of your church.

* Start an enormous jigsaw puzzle and do a bit every day.
* Pile the family in the car and drive around your town looking at Christmas

lights.
* Make hot chocolate for your grandma or granddad. Ask them about

Christmases past and their favorite traditions.
* Try a Christmas recipe from a different culture.
* Read the Christmas story (Matthew 1 and Luke 2:1-20) several times before

Christmas; write down some new insights God gives you as you read.
* Bake Christmas biscuits, wrap them up nicely and give them to a neighbor.
* Offer free babysitting for a busy mom in your church while she goes

shopping.
* Turn off all the lights and read 'T was the Night Before Christmas" by

candlelight.
* Get your youth group to clean your pastor's or youth pastor's house while

they relax with their favorite Christmas album.
* Sort out toys and books to give to children in need.
* Pay a visit to elderly people, especially those who live on their own. Offer to

read the newspaper or tell them a good story.

µ
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The Gift of Forgiveness 
by John William Smith – from “Hugs for the Holidays.”

In the Christmas of 1949 we didn’t have a tree.  My dad had as much
pride as anybody, I suppose, so he wouldn’t just say that we couldn’t
afford one.

When I mentioned it, my mother said that we weren’t going to have one
this year, that we couldn’t afford one, and even if we could – it was
stupid to clutter up your house with a dead tree.

I wanted a tree badly though, and I thought – in my naive way – that if we
had one, everybody would feel better.

About three days before Christmas, I was out collecting for my paper
route. It was fairly late – long after dark – it was snowing and very cold. 
I went to the apartment building to try to catch a customer who hadn’t
paid me for nearly two months – she owed me seven dollars. 

Much to my surprise, she was home. She invited me in and not only did
she pay me, she gave me a dollar tip! It was a windfall for me – I now had
eight whole dollars.

What happened next was totally unplanned. On the way home, I walked
past a Christmas tree lot and the idea hit me.  The selection wasn’t very
good because it was so close to the holiday, but there was this one real
nice tree. It had been a very expensive tree and no one had bought it;
now it was so close to Christmas that the man was afraid no one would.

He wanted ten dollars for it, but when I – in my gullible innocence – told
him I only had eight, he said he might sell it for that.
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I really didn’t want to spend the whole eight dollars on the tree, but it
was so pretty that I finally agreed.  I dragged it all the way home – about
a mile, I think – and I tried hard not to damage it or break off any limbs.
The snow helped to cushion it, and it was still in pretty good shape when
I got home.

You can’t imagine how proud and excited I was. I propped it up against
the railing on our front porch and went in.

My heart was bursting as I announced that I had a surprise.  I got Mom
and Dad to come to the front door and then I switched on the porch
light.

“Where did you get that tree?” my mother exclaimed.  But it wasn’t the
kind of exclamation that indicates pleasure.

“I bought it up on Main Street. Isn’t it just the most perfect tree you ever
saw?” I said, trying to maintain my enthusiasm.

“Where did you get the money?” Her tone was accusing and it began to
dawn on me that this wasn’t going to turn out as I had planned.

“From my paper route.” I explained about the customer who had paid me.

“And you spent the whole eight dollars on this tree?” she exclaimed.

She went into a tirade about how stupid it was to spend my money on a
dumb tree that would be thrown out and burned in a few days.  She told
me how irresponsible I was and how I was just like my dad with all those
foolish, romantic, noble notions about fairy tales and happy endings and
that it was about time I grew up and learned some sense about the
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realities of life and how to take care of money and spend it on things
that were needed and not on silly things.  She said that I was going to
end up in the poorhouse because I believe in stupid things like Christmas
trees, things that didn’t amount to anything.

I just stood there. My mother had never talked to me like that before and
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I felt awful and I began to cry.
Finally, she reached out and snapped off the porch light.

“Leave it there,” she said. “Leave that tree there till it rots, so every time
we see it, we’ll all be reminded of how stupid the men in this family are.”
Then she stormed up the stairs to her bedroom and we didn’t see her
until the next day.

Dad and I brought the tree in and we made a stand for it.  He got out the
box of ornaments and we decorated it as best as we could; but men
aren’t too good at things like that, and besides, it wasn’t the same
without mom.

There were a few presents under it by Christmas day – although I can’t
remember a single one of them – but Mom wouldn’t have anything to do
with it.  It was the worst Christmas I ever had.

Fast forward to today, Judi and I married in August of 1963, and dad died
on October 10 of that year.  Over the next eight years, we lived in many
places.  Mom sort of divided up the year – either living with my sister Jary
or with us.

In 1971 we were living in Wichita, Kansas – Lincoln was about seven,
Brendan was three and Kristen was a baby. Mom was staying with us
during the holidays. On Christmas Eve I stayed up very late.  I was totally
alone with my thoughts, alternating between joy and melancholy, and I
got to thinking about my paper route, that tree, what my mother had
said to me and how Dad had tried to make things better.

I heard a noise in the kitchen and discovered that it was mom.  She
couldn’t sleep either and had gotten up to make herself a cup of hot tea
– which was her remedy for just about everything.  As she waited for the
water to boil, she walked into the living room and discovered me there.
She saw my open Bible and asked me what I was reading. When I told
her, she asked if I would read it to her and I did.

When the kettle began to whistle, she went and made her tea. She came
back, and we started to visit. I told her how happy I was that she was
with us for Christmas and how I wished that Dad could have lived to see
his grandchildren and to enjoy this time because he always loved
Christmas so. It got very quiet for a moment and then she said, “Do you
remember that time on Twelve Mile Road when you bought that tree with
your paper route money?”

“Yes,” I said, “I’ve just been thinking about it you know.”

She hesitated for a long moment, as though she were on the verge of
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something that was bottled up so deeply inside her soul that it might
take surgery to get it out. Finally, great tears started down her face and
she cried, “Oh, son, please forgive me.”

“That time and that Christmas have been a burden on my heart for
twenty five years.  I wish your dad were here so I could tell him how sorry
I am for what I said.  Your dad was a good man and it hurts me to know
that he went to his grave without ever hearing me say that I was sorry for
that night.  Nothing will ever make what I said right, but you need to
know that your dad never did have any money sense (which was all too
true).

We were fighting all the time – though not in front of you – we were two
months behind in our house payments, we had no money for groceries,
your dad was talking about going back to Arkansas and that tree was the
last straw.  I took it all out on you.  It doesn’t make what I did right, but I
hoped that someday, when you were older, you would understand. I’ve
wanted to say something for ever so long and I’m so glad it’s finally out.”

Well, we both cried a little and held each other and I forgave her – it
wasn’t hard, you know.

Then we talked for a long time, and I did understand; I saw what I had
never seen and the bitterness and sadness that had gathered up in me
for all those years gradually washed away.

It was marvelously simple.  The great gifts of this season – or any season
– can’t be put under the tree; you can’t wear them or eat them or drive
them or play with them.  We spend so much time on the lesser gifts –
toys, sweaters, jewellery, the mint, anise and dill of Christmas – and so
little on the great gifts – understanding, grace, peace and forgiveness.
It’s no wonder that the holiday leaves us empty, because when it’s over,
the only reminders we have are the dirty dishes and the January bills.

µ
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DISTURBING CHRISTMAS: 
The Manger and the Cross

By C.J. Mahaney
PRESIDENT, SOVEREIGN GRACE MINISTRIES

The days before Christmas can be a tiring season of preparation,
planning, shopping, and wrapping. But I think as we prepare for the
Christmas celebrations, dinners, travel, and gift giving, it's equally
important that we pause and prepare our souls for Christmas.

During this time of year, it may be easy to forget that the bigger purpose
behind Bethlehem was Calvary.  But the purpose of the manger was
realized in the horrors of the cross.  The purpose of his birth was his death.

Or to put it more personally: Christmas is necessary because I am a sinner.
The incarnation reminds us of our desperate condition before a holy God. 

Several years ago WORLD Magazine published a column by William H.
Smith with the provocative title, "Christmas is disturbing: Any real
understanding of the Christmas messages will disturb anyone" (Dec. 26,
1992).

In part, Smith wrote:
Many people who otherwise ignore God and the church have some religious
feeling, or feel they ought to, at this time of the year.  So they make their
way to a church service or Christmas program.  And when they go, they come
away feeling vaguely warmed or at least better for having gone, but not
disturbed.

Why aren't people disturbed by Christmas?  One reason is our tendency to
sanitize the birth narratives.  We romanticise the story of Mary and Joseph
rather than deal with the painful dilemma they faced when the Lord chose
Mary to be the virgin who would conceive her child by the power of the Holy
Spirit.  We beautify the birth scene, not coming to terms with the stench of
the stable, the poverty of the parents, the hostility of Herod.  Don't miss my
point.  There is something truly comforting and warming about the Christmas
story, but it comes from understanding the reality, not from denying it.

Most of us also have not come to terms with the baby in the manger.  We
sing, "Glory to the newborn King." But do we truly recognize that the baby
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lying in the manger is appointed by God to be the King, to be either the
Saviour or Judge of all people?  He is a most threatening person.

Malachi foresaw his coming and said, "But who can endure the day of his
coming?  Who can stand when he appears?  For he is like a refiner's fire or a
launderer's soap."  As long as we can keep him in the manger, and feel the
sentimental feelings we have for babies, Jesus doesn't disturb us.  But once we
understand that his coming means for every one of us either salvation or
condemnation, he disturbs us deeply.

What should be just as disturbing is the awful work Christ had to do to
accomplish the salvation of his people.  Yet his very name, Jesus, testifies to
us of that work.

That baby was born so that "he who had no sin" would become "sin for us, so
that in him we might become the righteousness of God."  The baby's destiny
from the moment of his conception was hell - hell in the place of sinners.
When I look into the manger, I come away shaken as I realize again that he
was born to pay the unbearable penalty for my sins.

That's the message of Christmas: God reconciled the world to himself through
Christ, man's sin has alienated him from God, and man's reconciliation with
God is possible only through faith in Christ … Christmas is disturbing.

Don't get me wrong - Christmas should be a wonderful celebration.
Properly understood, the message of Christmas confronts before it
comforts, it disturbs before it delights. 

The purpose of Christ's birth was to live a sinless life, suffer as our
substitute on the cross, satisfy the wrath of God, defeat death, and secure
our forgiveness and salvation.

Christmas is about God the Father (the offended party) taking the
initiative to send his only begotten son to offer his life as the atoning
sacrifice for our sins, so that we might be forgiven for our many sins.

As Smith so fitly concludes his column:
Only those who have been profoundly disturbed to the point of deep
repentance are able to receive the tidings of comfort, peace, and joy that
Christmas proclaims.

Amen and Merry Christmas!
µ



- page 38 -

WINTER WORDSEARCH
Find and circle all of the Winter related words that are hidden in the grid.

The remaining letters spell a Japanese proverb.

BLACK ICE
BLIZZARD
BOOTS
CARNIVAL
CHRISTMAS
COLD
EGG NOG
FIREPLACE
FIREWOOD
FOG
FREEZE
FROST
GLOVES
HAIL

HEADBAND
HIBERNATION
HOCKEY
HOLIDAYS
ICE FISHING
ICICLES
KNIT CAP
LONG
UNDERWEAR
MITTENS
OLYMPICS
PARKA
SCARF
SEASON

SKATES
SKI DOO
SKI PANTS
SKIING
SLED
SLEET
SLIPPERY
SNOW CASTLE
SNOW PLOW
SNOW SHOVEL
SNOW TIRES
SNOWBALL
SNOWBOARD
SNOWFLAKE

SNOWMAN
SNOWSHOES
SOLSTICE
SOUP
STEW
STORM
SWEATSHIRT
TOBOGGAN
VACATION
WIND CHILL
WOOL SOCKS



Standing at the gates of

heaven

At the end of the age when all

the believers were standing in

line waiting to get into heaven,

the angel Gabriel appeared and

said, “I want all the men to form

two lines. One line will be for the

men who were the true heads of

their households. The other will

be for the men who were

dominated by their wives.”

Gabriel continued, “And now we

need all of the women to report

to Mary and Martha on the

other side of the gate.”

The women left while the men

hurriedly formed two lines. The

line of men who were dominated

by their wives was seemingly

unending. The line of men who

were the true head of their

household had just one man

standing in it.

Gabriel said to the first line, “You

men ought to be ashamed of

yourselves. You were appointed

to be the heads of your

households and you have not

fulfilled your purpose. Of all of

you, there is only one man who

obeyed.”

Then Gabriel turned to the lone

man and asked, “How did you

come to be in this line?”

The man sheepishly replied, “My

wife told me to stand here.”

A Miracle?
Father O'Malley was driving toLondon when he got stopped forspeeding.  The traffic policemansmelled alcohol on the priest'sbreath and then saw an empty winebottle on the floor of the car.He said, 'Father, have you beendrinking?'

'Only water', replied Father O'Malley.The policeman asked, 'Then howcome I can smell wine?'The priest looked at the bottle andsaid, 'Good Lord! He's done it again.'

- page 39 -

Drawing Jesus
A primry school teacher was walking
around her classroom while her
students drew pictures. One little girl
was scribbling so intently that the
teacher asked what she was drawing.
The little girl replied, “I’m drawing a
picture of Jesus.” The teacher said, “Oh
honey, nobody really knows for sure
what Jesus looked like.” The little girl,
without missing a beat, responded,
“They will in a minute!”



Fore Street Methodist Church
is a member of the Evangelical Alliance

As a member it agrees to adopt the 
Evangelical's Statement of Faith which is as below: 

BASIS OF FAITH
We believe in ...   

1 The one true God who lives eternally in three persons - the Father, the Son
and the Holy Spirit.   

2 The love, grace and sovereignty of God in creating, sustaining, ruling,
redeeming and judging the world.   

3 The divine inspiration and supreme authority of the Old and New
Testament Scriptures, which are the written Word of God - fully
trustworthy for faith and conduct.   

4 The dignity of all people, made male and female in God's image to love, be
holy and care for creation, yet corrupted by sin, which incurs divine wrath
and judgement.   

5 The incarnation of God's eternal Son, the Lord Jesus Christ-born of the
Virgin Mary; truly divine and truly human, yet without sin.   

6 The atoning sacrifice of Christ on the cross: dying in our place, paying the
price of sin and defeating evil, so reconciling us with God.   

7 The bodily resurrection of Christ, the first fruits of our resurrection; his
Ascension to the Father, and his reign and mediation as the only Saviour of
the world.   

8 The justification of sinners solely by the grace of God through faith in
Christ.   

9 The ministry of God the Holy Spirit, who leads us to repentance, unites us
with Christ through new birth, empowers our discipleship and enables our
witness.   

10 The Church, the body of Christ both local and universal, the priesthood of
all believers - given life by the Spirit and endowed with the Spirit's gifts to
worship God and proclaim the gospel, promoting justice and love.   

11 The personal and visible return of Jesus Christ to fulfil the purposes of
God, who will raise all people to judgement, bring eternal life to the
redeemed and eternal condemnation to the lost, and establish a new
heaven and new earth.




