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From the Dewi Sant Church Pulpit

Advent and Christmas greetings to all the saints from the Dewi Sant Welsh United Church
community!
Last week, on my way to a meeting, I stopped for lunch in a small town not too far from Toronto. It
was the seventh of November and members of the community were busy putting up the town
Christmas tree in an open space along the main street. “Christmas trees, already, at the beginning of
November?” I found myself thinking and that leads to a confession I have to make to my gentle
readers: I have a very conflicted relationship with Christmas, especially as we observe it in North
America. Every year, commercial interests seem to try earlier and earlier to get us into the right mood
to buy. As soon as Halloween is over, Christmas decorations come out in the stores and Santa Claus
arrives in town around the middle of November.
Oh, I know I sound like Scrooge or the Grinch that tried to steal Christmas. But we do need to remind
ourselves in the church continually that, yes, Christmas is all about gift-giving and rejoicing, but that it
is God’s gift of himself to us in Christ Jesus that brings on our rejoicing and our singing of Advent and
Christmas carols. Somehow, the more-or-less wanted and appreciated gifts we give one another pale
in comparison to the gift of the Emmanuel, God-with-us. Santa Claus is not and can never be the
“real spirit of Christmas.”
The birth of Christ is not well attested in the New Testament: only two of the Gospels have stories
and legends about his birth and they differ in important details. Not only that, but Luke’s and
Matthew’s stories are more a testament to their pious, if vivid, imaginations than to actual historical
facts. The other two Gospels and the letters of Apostle Paul contain no reference to the birth of the
Christ and the festival of his birth was not celebrated in the Christian church until at least 300 years
after the event.
Many ancient cultures had major celebrations during the winter solstice or the beginning of a new
year and that is where many of our Christmas traditions originated. The Roman Saturnalia, for
instance, were held each year in honour of their god Saturn. The festival began in the middle of
December and lasted until the first of January. The Romans would decorate their homes with
garlands, visit one another’s homes, exchange gifts and hold great feasts.

Ancient Scandinavians celebrated the Yuletide when the days began to lengthen after the winter
solstice. A Yule log would be burned in a sacred fire and a feast would be held. In some areas of
Scandinavia, people would tie apples to tree branches as a sure reminder that spring and summer
would return. The tradition of the Christmas tree is believed to have its origins in that custom.
Many scholars believe that the Emperor Constantine, after his conversion to Christianity, “baptized”
the Roman Saturnalia, as it were, by joining these pagan winter rituals with the celebration of the birth
of Christ and so bring together both his Christian and non-Christian subjects. This may account for
the fact that we now date the birth Christ on December 25th. Over time, these non-Christian origins of
Christmas were completely forgotten or officially eradicated by the Church- except in folk memory, of
course, where they are continued to this very day.
Some years ago, I came across a book called, “Unplug the Christmas Machine: A Complete Guide to
Putting Love and Joy Back into the Season, by Jo Robinson and Jean C.Staeheli (1991). The book is
still available and is a useful guide for simplifying our Christmas celebrations without being caught up
in the frenetic commercialism of the season. I recommend it highly. I would also commend to you
www.buynothingchristmas.org, a website created by the Canadian Mennonite church.

But, as I said earlier, the only gift that really merits our rejoicing is God’s gift of himself in Jesus the
Christ. Having just become a grandfather for the first time in my life, I am filled with even more
wonder and awe at the thought that God should have made God’s presence known to us as a
newborn, a baby wholly dependent on the care and nurture of his parents. God is no longer the
remote Everlasting, Almighty deity who dwells in high heaven, but is one with us. God is one with us
in our joys and sorrows, in our trials and celebrations. That’s what Christmas is all about, that is the
gift we celebrate. It is indeed the greatest story ever told.
And that is what we prepare ourselves for during the coming weeks of Advent.
My prayers are with you for a blessed Advent. Eilert Frerichs Interim Minister

Salute to a brave and modest nation - Kevin Myers , 'The Sunday
Telegraph' LONDON
”Until the deaths of Canadian soldiers killed in Afghanistan , probably almost no one outside their
home country had been aware that Canadian troops are deployed in the region. And as always,
Canada will bury its dead, just as the rest of the world as always will forget its sacrifice, just as it
always forgets nearly everything Canada ever does..
It seems that Canada 's historic mission is to come to the selfless aid both of its friends and of
complete strangers, and then, once the crisis is over, to be well and truly ignored. Canada is the
perpetual wallflower that stands on the edge of the hall, waiting for someone to come and ask her for
a dance. A fire breaks out, she risks life and limb to rescue her fellow dance-goers, and suffers
serious injuries. But when the hall is repaired and the dancing resumes, there is Canada, the
wallflower still, while those she once helped glamorously cavort across the floor, blithely neglecting
her yet again.
'’That is the price Canada pays for sharing the North American continent with the United States , and
for being a selfless friend of Britain in two global conflicts.
For much of the 20th century, Canada was torn in two different directions: It seemed to be a part of
the old world, yet had an address in the new one, and that divided identity ensured that it never fully
got the gratitude it deserved.
’Yet its purely voluntary contribution to the cause of freedom in two world wars was perhaps the
greatest of any democracy. Almost 10% of Canada 's entire population of seven million people served
in the armed forces during the First World War, and nearly 60,000 died. The great Allied victories of
1918 were spearheaded by Canadian troops, perhaps the most capable soldiers in the entire British
order of battle.
”Canada was repaid for its enormous sacrifice by downright neglect, its unique contribution to victory
being absorbed into the popular memory as somehow or other the work of the 'British.'
“The Second World War provided a re-run. The Canadian navy began the war with a half dozen
vessels, and ended up policing nearly half of the Atlantic against U-boat attack. More than 120
Canadian warships participated in the Normandy landings, during which 15,000 Canadian soldiers
went ashore on D-Day alone. Canada finished the war with the third-largest navy and the fourth
largest air force in the world.
The world thanked Canada with the same sublime indifference as it had the previous time. Canadian
participation in the war was acknowledged in film only if it was necessary to give an American actor a
part in a campaign in which the United States had clearly not participated - a touching
scrupulousness which, of course, Hollywood has since abandoned, as it has any notion of a separate
Canadian identity.
”So it is a general rule that actors and filmmakers arriving in Hollywood keep their nationality - unless,
that is, they are Canadian. Thus Mary Pickford, Walter Huston, Donald Sutherland, Michael J. Fox,
William Shatner, Norman Jewison, David Cronenberg, Alex Trebek, Art Linkletter, Mike Weir and Dan
Aykroyd have in the popular perception become American, and Christopher Plummer, British. It is as
if, in the very act of becoming famous, a Canadian ceases to be Canadian, unless she is Margaret
Atwood, who is as unshakably Canadian as a moose, or Celine Dion, for whom Canada has proved
quite unable to find any takers.
'’Moreover, Canada is every bit as querulously alert to the achievements of its sons and daughters as
the rest of the world is completely unaware of them. The Canadians proudly say of themselves - and
are unheard by anyone else - that 1% of the world's population has provided 10% of the world's
peacekeeping forces. Canadian soldiers in the past half century have been the greatest
peacekeepers on Earth - in 39 missions on UN mandates, and six on non-UN peacekeeping duties,
from Vietnam to East Timor, from Sinai to Bosnia.
”Yet the only foreign engagement that has entered the popular non-Canadian imagination was the
sorry affair in Somalia , in which out-of-control paratroopers murdered two Somali infiltrators. Their
regiment was then disbanded in disgrace - a uniquely Canadian act of self-abasement for which,

naturally, the Canadians received no international credit.
”So who today in the United States knows about the stoic and selfless friendship its northern neighbor
has given it in Afghanistan? Rather like Cyrano de Bergerac, Canada repeatedly does honorable
things for honorable motives, but instead of being thanked for it, it remains something of a figure of
fun. It is the Canadian way, for which Canadians should be proud, yet such honor comes at a high
cost. This past year more grieving Canadian families knew that cost all too tragically well.

”Lest we forget.”

Ray and Ann Days.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

For the Fallen
With a 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 for 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 eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds encounted;
They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall not grow old, as we that are left grow old:
Ages shall not weary them, nor the years condemn,
At the going down of the sun in the morning
We will remember them.
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 day-time;
They sleep beyond England’s foam.
But where our desires and our hope 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 that 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.
Lawrence Binyon.
This was not meant to glorify war, but to honour those who fell and suffered, trying to remember the
sacrifices and lives lost in order to attain freedom and peace. M.

Ei aberth nid â heibio - ei wyneb
Annwyl nid â'n ango
Er i'r Almaen ystaenio
Ei dwrn dur yn ei waed o
M
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Ladies of the Church

Merched Y Capel.

We were delighted with the results of the Christmas bazaar. It was a jolly, enjoyable day with Santa
Claus there to boost our spirits. Thank you to Donna Morris and Arleigh for all their hard work and
organization. A huge thank you to the “bakers,” as always that stall is invaluable. “Thank you Wanda
Sweet for all the beautiful scarves that you knitted and donated. You deserve a great deal of praise
for this work when you are suffering SO much. You know that you are always in our prayers”. We had
a Silent Auction and “$5 goodie bags provided by Betty Cullingworth.
The tea room gave shoppers a welcomed respite after the “heavy” work of buying!!! In fact, without
getting too boring a BIG thank you to all the stall workers, and the wonderful people that came to
support the event. It was for a great cause. That means a great deal to a smallish church like ours.
Diolch yn fawr i bawb. A big thank you to everyone.

The next ladies event is the Advent service on Tuesday 27th. It is a beautiful service of readings and
carols, Holy Communion and Merched Dewi taking part. There are goodies and a cuppa downstairs
afterwards. Please make an effort to attend.
Myfanwy
Dewi Sant’s Christmas Bazaar was a resounding success once again this year thanks to all of those
who dedicated themselves and donated their time, effort and items for sale and raffle. Without your
assistance, this event would not be possible. The final tally is not in, but, proceeds are expected to
be in excess of $3,500. A special thank you is extended to Les Kerr who stepped in last minute to
represent our resident Santa Claus who was unfortunately was unwell at the time. We wish you a
speedy recovery Ed and look forward to seeing you “suited-up” at the Christmas Dinner. A big thank
you also is extended to the members of the congregation who came out to support the bazaar. Your
presence and support was much appreciated.
Donna Morris

Advent and Christmas at Dewi Sant Welsh United Church
Tuesday, November 27th at 7:30pm
The Annual UCW Advent Service with
Holy Communion
Sunday, December 2nd at 11:00am
The First Sunday in Advent
Guest Minister
*****7:00pm Y Gwasanaeth Cymraeg/The Welsh Service*****
We are asking all those interested in the continuation of the Welsh Language Service
to arrive at 6 pm. There will be a meeting downstairs. This is an important meeting. We
are a WELSH Church and should have services in Welsh. If you can not attend please
send in your ideas to the office and we will share them at the meeting.
Tuesday, December 4th 11:00am
The Lunch Bunch will be providing lunch for a small fee (yet to be decided). Bring your
smile and enjoy time with your friends.
Sunday, December 9th at 11:00am
The Second Sunday in Advent
White Gift Sunday
Holy Communion
****Congregational Meeting re: The Pastoral Relationship****

Saturday, December 15th at 6:30pm
The Community Christmas Dinner sponsored by the Dewi Sant Ladies and the St.
Davids Society
Sunday, December 16th at 11:00am
The Third Sunday in Advent
Sunday School Presentation
Sunday, December 23rd at 11:00am
The Fourth Sunday in Advent
Monday, December 24th at 7:30pm
Christmas Eve with Holy Communion
Sunday, December 30th at 11:00am

First Sunday of Christmas

Sunday, January 6th at 11:00am
Sunday of the Epiphany
Holy Communion
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Christmas Dinner

On December 15th The Saint David’s Society and The ladies of Dewi Sant, in a joint venture,
are preparing a Christmas dinner for you. It is going to be home cooked turkey with all the
trimmings. There will be something for all those with a sweet tooth also!
We ask that you bring a child’s toy to give Santa Clause when he arrives with an empty sack!
Come at 6:15 for dinner promptly at 7.00pm. Tickets are $18 for adults and $10 for children. It
will be a night of good food, laughter and music. Make this a real Dewi Sant night. Bring all
your friends.
Tickets are available through Arleigh 416- 483-6870 and Myfanwy 905-737- 4399. Please book
We are hoping that many of you will come forward and help entertain in our Noson lawen
PLEASE .get your tickets ahead of time as this will help with the catering. We REALLY prefer
you to pre book.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
|

Supporting Children and Families

The United Church supports the rights of children around the world through Mission and
Service. Here’s a story of Mission and Service work for children in Canada.

They say that it takes a village to raise a child. That village becomes especially vital if you are a single
parent, living in poverty, with no family support, no access to child care, and suffering from your own
health or emotional problems.
Mission and Service allows us to be part of the village. Centenary-Queen Square Care Centres in
Greater Saint John, New Brunswick, use Mission and Service funds to operate a child development
centre for socially and economically disadvantaged children.
Families living in poverty cannot always provide proper nutrition so that their children develop
physically, emotionally, and cognitively. Centenary-Queen Square provides a well-balanced breakfast,
hot lunch, and afternoon snacks, and its child development program has a positive and lasting effect
on these young lives.
How important are your Mission and Service gifts for this work? The need is great: statistics say that
despite great improvements one in eight children in New Brunswick still live in poverty. Children make
up more than a third of those served by food banks.* Mission and Service helps cover the difference
between the fees for a child development program and the provincial daycare subsidy. Your gifts to
Mission and Service make sure that kids in Saint John have a chance at a better life.

Seniors DO have a sense of humour

LONG-TERM COMMITMENT : Recent widow who has just buried fourth husband, looking for
someone to round out a six-unit plot. Dizziness, fainting, shortness of breath not a problem.
SERENITY NOW : I am into solitude, long walks, sunrises, the ocean, yoga and meditation. If you
are the silent type, let's get together, take our hearing aids out and enjoy quiet times.
WINNING SMILE : Active grandmother with original teeth seeking a dedicated flosser to share
rare steaks, corn on the cob and caramel candy.
BEATLES OR STONES ? I still like to rock, still like to cruise in my Camero on Saturday nights and
still like to play the guitar. If you were a groovy chick, or are now a groovy hen, let's get together and
listen to my eight-track tapes.
MEMORIES : I can usually remember Monday through Thursday. If you can remember Friday,
Saturday and Sunday, let's put our two heads together.
MINT CONDITION : Male, 1932 model , high mileage, good condition, some hair, many new parts
including hip, knee, cornea, valves. Not in running condition, but walks well.

* An old man was asked, "At your ripe age, what you prefer to get: Parkinson's or Alzheimer's?"
The wise one answered, "Definitely Parkinson's. Better to spill half an ounce of good rum, than to
forget where you keep the bottle!!"

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
In the book "Unplug the Christmas Machine," authors Jo Robinson and Jean Coppock
Staeheli write about the seductive psychology of the American pattern of acquiring more and more
stuff (most of which we don't really need or want) each Christmas . Reverend Eilert also made

mention of it in his message.
The Christmas season need not be a marathon to be endured !!

M

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

“William Henry Davies – the Welsh poet super tramp”
Etched within our national anthem are the Welsh words “Gwlad beirdd a chantorion”
(the country of bards and songsters!), most of whom are, naturally, Welsh speaking, but not all!!
Dylan Thomas, although born in Swansea, did not speak nor write in Welsh. Neither did William
Henry Davies who, on July 3rd 1871 was born in the Pillgwenlly district (the ‘other side of the tracks
area) of Newport (Mon!)
From an early age, he was found to have a low tolerance for rule and discipline, and soon became a
local gang member, marauding the streets of Newport stealing handbags from unsuspecting “little old
ladies!!”! He was eventually caught, (not for stealing handbags, but two bottles of perfume!) charged
and given twelve strokes of the birch!
Having left school ‘under a cloud of delinquent activities, he first worked with a local ironmonger,
followed by a stint of apprenticeship to become a picture frame maker, but he didn’t stay long enough
to enjoy the craft!!
Something within his wilder side was calling him to adventure, and at the age of twenty two he
scrounged sufficient money for a ship passage to America! Being a free spirit by nature, he found it
impossible to settle down in one place, and subsequently became a “vagabond” tramping all over the
country, mostly on freight trains for which he never paid the fare! However he would suffer frequent
bouts of homesickness, which drew him back to the UK on no less than seven occasions and mostly
working his passage on cattle boats.
By now William Henry was ‘dabbling’ in poetry, his first attempt being on the subject of death,
describing how, when he was fourteen years old, he was given the nightshift task of watching his
grandfather dying!! Alas, however, poor grandpa left this world whilst William Henry was engrossed in
the reading of a book!!
In 1908 W.H. published his “Adventures of a “super tramp” detailing some of his adventures as a
hobo in the U.S.A, which included the incident when he lay alone for three days and nights in a
swamp suffering from malaria!
On one of his brief visits to his homeland, he read about the fortunes that were being made in the
Klondike gold rush and he immediately decided that this was the place to be!
Arriving in Canada he hooked up with a fellow hobo known as “Three fingered Jack!”
However catastrophe was about to befall him! Whilst endeavouring to jump on a freight train in
Renfrew, Ontario, he stumbled and his right foot was crushed underneath the train wheels, resulting
in the amputation of his left leg beneath the knee.
This of course put an end to his fortune making dream, and within four months he had returned home!
Meditating on this happening he said of the accident, “it took all the wilderness out of me!!”
Upon his return he continued to live the rough life, sleeping in “doss houses” and Salvation Army
hotels. It was during this period that the “muse” really caught up to him, when in the loneliness of the
nights he would mentally compose poems and committed them to his memory, and when he had
acquired a little money he would print the poems on sheets of paper and “flog” them on the streets of
London, and meeting with no success, in a fit of rage, he burnt them all!!
In 1908 he felt a glimmer of hope when he met with some success with the publication of his first
book, entitled “The soul’s destroyer.”
In his autobiography, he relates that he was now able to move out of the doss houses into a tiny two
roomed apartment in Russell Square, once occupied by Charles Dickens, and which now he shared
with rats and mice, all next door to a noisy Belgian prostitute!!
This became for him a prolific period when he really settled into a life which saw him
publishing no less than sixty separate compositions, which won for him recognition on the

international literary scene, including when in 1926 he was awarded the degree of Doctor of Letters
by the University of Wales.
At the age of fifty he found love. Standing one day by a bus stop in one of the more ‘unsavoury’
districts of London he met a young pregnant prostitute, thirty years his junior, and this became the
beginning of the happiest period of his life. Her name was Ellen.
He died in 1940 at the age of sixty nine, no longer a drifter, a homeless vagrant, but a man respected
by people in all ranks of life.
But when all is said and done, without question, of all his compositions, his most treasured legacy to
the literature of the English language is “Leisure,” the original hand copy of which is enshrined
In the National Library of Wales!
What is this life, if full of care
We have no time to stand and stare,?
No time to stand beneath the boughs,
And stare as long as sheep and cows:
No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass:
No time to see in broad daylight
Streams full of stars, like skies at night;
No time to turn at Beauty’s glance
And watch the feet, how they can dance:
No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began?
A poor life this if, full of care
We have no time to stand and stare.
Cerwyn Davies (alas no relative !! )

A couple was Christmas shopping on Christmas Eve and the whole place was heaving, packed with
other last minute shoppers. Walking through the shopping centre the surprised wife looked up from a
window display and noticed her husband was nowhere to be seen. She knew they had lots still to do
and she became very upset. She rummaged in her handbag and found her mobile phoned then used
it to call her husband to ask him where he was.
The husband in a calm voice replied: "Darling, you remember the jewellery shop we went into five
years ago, where you fell in love with that diamond necklace that we could not afford and I told you
that one day I would get it for you...?"His wife's eyes filled with tears of emotion, she began to cry
softly and stifling a sob she whispered:"Yes, I remember that jewelry shop..."
"Well," he said, "I'm in the pub next to it!"

Ram Bajaj

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
GADWYN DONORS NOVEMBER
David Jones, Laverne and Jim Horner, Harry and Louise Williams, Megan Wynne McKee, Rhian
Griffith, Brenda Jones, Ted and Gail Hanley, Sybil Mather, Harry Rowland,
Ken Davies and Kathleen. Lilian and Steve Stephens .

Thank you to Y Gadwyn Donors. Your donations are appreciated. If you hand in a cheque during the
Sunday collection, please make sure that it is clearly marked GADWYN. A few people have
mentioned that they gave donations without specifying that they were for Y Gadwyn.

On the Move

David Stephens, P. O. Box 1301, Gravenhurst, Ontario. P1P 1V5

TWMVC A message to our loyal audience:
Our upcoming concert line-up is now complete to April, 2013, and we’d like to share it with you:
Sun, Nov 25th, 2 pm - St. Paul’s United Church, Brampton (Free to the public) **
Sun, Dec 2nd ,1 pm & 3 pm - Xmas at the Distillery, Distillery District, Toronto (Free to the public)**
Sat, Dec 8th , 7:30 pm - Sacred Heart Church, Ingersoll
Sat, Dec 15th , 7:30 pm

St. Aidan’s Anglican Church, Beaches, Toronto

Sat, Feb 9th , 7:30 pm - Trinity St. Paul’s United Church, Toronto (Prostrate Cancer Charity
concert)
Fri, Apr 12th, 7 pm - Metropolitan United Church, Toronto (Believe in Kids Charity concert)
To purchase tickets on-line for the Nov 25th concert, please go to
http://www.ticketweb.ca/snl/Search.action?query=welsh
or order tickets for any concert by telephone at 416 410-2254 or toll-free at 877 410-2254 (in 905/705
calling areas only)or purchase tickets at the door, depending on availability
Also, please check out our website at http://welshchoir.ca/ for more information about us, our
upcoming performances, and how to become a sponsor of our choir. Your donations can be sent to
TWMVC, 33 Melrose Ave., Toronto, ON M5M 1Y6
We are looking forward to seeing you at our concerts, Al Sadegursky, Director of Publicity,
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
I don’t know if you would call this a coincidence or not, but it gave me quite a shock/ surprise! I had
gone on a bus tour with a group of Welsh friends to see where Hedd Wyn was buried. We stopped at
the Mennen Gate and walked around. Out of the blue I said,“ my grandfather’s brother was killed in
Ypres.” We searched through the names engraved on the Gate and there were several Johns there.
That meant nothing to me as I did not even know his first name. On the way out I saw a small niche
where there were some folders. I looked and lo and behold there were the Johns again. This time their
addresses were there. I found the young man who had given his life at eighteen. I knew it was him by
the address. My great grandmother’s name, the name of the cottage, and Castell Haidd,
Pembrokeshire were all there!
What made me even think about him was a mystery. It was only a name that I’d heard “grown- ups”
talk about when I was very young. How and why it came back to me I’ll never know! We ended up with

a bus load of friends from Carmarthen, with goose bumps and shivers up and down their spines. Was it
my sub conscious that had sparked something off in me? We shall never know. Myfanwy
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

FOR ALL YE CYNICS

--- Why go to Church?~~~
If you're spiritually alive, you're going to love this! If you're spiritually dead, you won't want to read it.
If you're spiritually curious, there is still hope! Why Go To Church on Sunday?
A Church goer wrote a letter to the editor of a newspaper and complained that it made no sense to go
to church every Sunday."I've gone for 30 years now," he wrote, "and in that time I have heard
something like 3,000 sermons. But for the life of me, I can't remember a single one of them. So, I think
I'm wasting my time and the pastors are wasting theirs by giving sermons at all."
This started a real controversy in the "Letters to the Editor" column, much to the delight of the editor. It
went on for weeks until someone wrote this clincher:
"I've been married for 30 years now. In that time my wife has cooked some 32,000 meals. But, for the
life of me, I cannot recall the entire menu for a single one of those meals. But I do know this. They all
nourished me and gave me the strength I needed to do my work. If my wife had not given me these
meals, I would be physically dead today. Likewise, if I had not gone to church for nourishment, I would
be spiritually dead today! "When you are DOWN to nothing..... God is UP to something. "Faith sees
the invisible, believes the incredible and
receives the impossible!"
PS 34: 9 says: oh, see and taste the goodness of the Lord! Blessed is the one who finds shelter in
Him.'
Thank God for our physical AND our spiritual nourishment and finding shelter in Him when we needed
the most,...!
I think everyone should read this!
"When Satan is knocking at your door, simply say, "Jesus, please could you get that for me?"
Always show more kindness than seems necessary, because the person reading this may need it
more than you’ll ever know.
Don Davies
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Puns for Educated Minds

The fattest knight at King Arthur's round table was Sir Cumference. He acquired his size
from too much pi. * I thought I saw an eye-doctor on an Alaskan island, but it turned out
to be an optical Aleutian. * She was only a whisky-maker, but he loved her still. * A
rubber-band pistol was confiscated from an algebra class, because it was a weapon of
math disruption. (are you groaning yet???)
No matter how much you push the envelope, it'll still be stationery.
A dog gave birth to puppies near the road and was cited for littering.
A grenade thrown into a kitchen in France would result in Linoleum Blownapart.
Two silk worms had a race. They ended up in a tie.
A hole has been found in the nudist-camp wall. The police are looking into it.
Time flies like an arrow. Fruit flies like a banana. .
Atheism is a non-prophet organization. .

Two hats were hanging on a hat rack in the hallway.
One hat said to the other: 'You stay here; I'll go on a head.' I wondered why the baseball
kept getting bigger. Then it hit me. !
A sign on the lawn at a drug rehab center said:*****************Keep off the Grass.'
The midget fortune-teller who escaped from prison was a small medium at large.
The soldier who survived mustard gas and pepper spray is now a seasoned veteran.
A backward poet writes inverse.
In a democracy it's your vote that counts. In feudalism it's your count that votes.
When cannibals ate a missionary, they got a taste of religion.
If you jumped off the bridge in Paris, you'd be in Seine .
A vulture carrying two dead raccoons boards an airplane. The stewardess looks at him
and says, 'I'm sorry, sir, only one carrion allowed per passenger.'
Two fish swim into a concrete wall. One turns to the other and says, 'Dam!'
Two Eskimos sitting in a kayak were chilly, so they lit a fire in the craft. Unsurprisingly it
sank, proving once again that you can't have your kayak and heat it too.
Two hydrogen atoms meet. One says, 'I've lost my electron.' The other says, 'Are you
sure?'
The first replies, 'Yes, I'm positive.'
Did you hear about the Buddhist who refused Novocain during a root-canal? His goal:
transcend dental medication.
There was the person who sent ten puns to friends, with the hope that at least one of the
puns would make them laugh. No pun in ten did.
These are punishment for NOT sending me more articles! Be warned… have lots worse than these.M

From The Kitchen………..O’r Gegin.
The other day I found a loose sheet of paper in one of my cookery books, a recipe from
the late Lowri Taylor.
Coconut Tarts . (A la Lowri.)
Make small pastry tarts and fill them with a teaspoon of raspberry jam.
Filling---2 ounces of sugar, 2 ounces of butter, 1 egg—beaten, 2 ounces of shredded
coconut, 3 tablespoons of self raising flour.
Cream the butter and sugar until pale and fluffy. Add egg, beating well. Fold imn the
flour and the coconut. If very stiff, add water---but not too much. (dropping consistency.)
Fill each tart shell with a good teaspoonful of this mixture. Bake at 375 for twenty
minutes or until a light golden brown. All that is left is to eat them and enjoy. Lowri

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
A big thank you, diolch yn fawr to all who have helped with the stamping, addressing and
mailing. Thank you Lou Ann for finding some of my mistakes! Also thanks to Reverend Eilert
for his contributions every month. My next deadline is December.16th. I really would like to get it
out way before Christmas.
A wonderful Thanksgiving to all our American readers. Myfanwy.

Blin yw caru yma ac acw,
Blin bod heb y blinder hwnnw;
Ond o’r blinderau,blinaf blinder
Cur annifyr, caru’n ofer.

