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It’s beginning to look a lot like Christmas. 

I love it.  I love the carols, the lights, the shopping for gifts, the 

Christmas tree that’s always a bit too big, the cards, the over-

indulgence.  The spending time with family and friends and the ones 

that get on your nerves.....  I love it all. 

Of course, not everyone’s Christmas is 

full of flashing lights, glitz and glamour.  

Sometimes Christmas can be the 

hardest time of year; full of painful 

memories which are heightened as 

everyone else is so very happy.  The 

first Christmas after a loved one has 

died can be particularly difficult for 

example.  Others have little or no 

money to spend on the extras, they 

struggle enough with the necessities. 

Christmas reminds us that Jesus was born into poverty to a very 

young woman.  She and her husband and child had to go into exile 

when Jesus was still quite young- probably under the age of 2 years.  

We’ve learnt a lot about exiles and refugees this year haven’t we?   

I wonder what Jesus would think of it all if he were to appear today?  

Would he be right there helping to dress the tree and dowsing the 

Christmas cake with that last measure of brandy?   Or would he be 

spending time with those who were hurting? 

Well, I have absolutely no doubt at all that he’d be spending time with 

those who find Christmas so hard.  He’d there for them, so they 

weren’t alone in their suffering.  But I also have little doubt that he’d 

also be in our celebrations.  After all, Jesus was born human.  He was 

God made man.  Matthew’s gospel says “Look, the virgin shall 

conceive and bear a son, and they shall name him Emmanuel, which 

means, ‘God is with us.’” (Matthew 1:23) 

So, as God made man, he would know the pleasure in a celebration: 

the joy in the sharing of a gift; the exhilaration of having a meal with 

family and friends; the void left by someone who dies; the darkness 



which descends with sadness.  He knew poverty, exile and pain.  Jesus as 

man knew all this; and Jesus as God knows it all now.   

As we come towards Christmas, whatever your situation and whatever your 

feelings, whether happy or sad, remember, God is with us.  Remember 

Emmanuel. 

May you all have a peaceful Christmas and a joyful New Year 

Cathy and Alan, (and Rosie too) 

PS.  Both St. Michael’s and St. John’s have, for a while, been supporting 

Food Banks in Halifax and Todmorden.  Please take a moment to read the 

advert, although it is on behalf of the Todmorden Food Bank, Halifax also 

needs those same things. If you want to donate anything you can bring them 

into Church on Sunday morning or there’s usually someone around on 

Monday morning as well. 

I have taken over producing the magazine and it will go monthly 

starting in February.  Regular contributors I will leave it up to 

how often you submit articles. 

Alan 



At Christmastime, men and women everywhere gather in their 

churches to wonder anew at the greatest miracle the world has ever known. 

But the story I like best to recall was not a miracle—not exactly. 

It happened to a pastor who was very young. His church was very old. Once, 

long ago, it had flourished. Famous men had preached from its pulpit, prayed 

before its altar. Rich and poor alike had worshiped there and built it 

beautifully. Now the good days had passed from the section of town where it 

stood. But the pastor and his young wife believed in their run-down church. 

They felt that with paint, hammer, and faith, they could get it in shape. 

Together they went to work. 

But late in December, a severe storm whipped through the river valley, and 

the worst blow fell on the little 

church—a huge chunk of rain-

soaked plaster fell out of the inside 

wall just behind the altar. Sorrowfully 

the pastor and his wife swept away 

the mess, but they couldn’t hide the 

ragged hole. The pastor looked at it 

and had to remind himself quickly, 

“Thy will be done!” 

 

But his wife wept, “Christmas is only two days away!” That afternoon the 

dispirited couple attended an auction held for the benefit of a youth group. 

The auctioneer opened a box and shook out of its folds a handsome gold-

and-ivory lace tablecloth. It was a magnificent item, nearly 15 feet long. But 

it, too, dated from a long-vanished era. Who, today, had any use for such a 

thing? There were a few half-hearted bids. Then the pastor was seized with 

what he thought was a great idea. He bid it in for six dollars and fifty cents. 

 

He carried the cloth back to the church and tacked it up on the wall behind 

the altar. It completely hid the hole! And the extraordinary beauty of its 

shimmering handwork cast a fine, holiday glow over the chancel. It was a 

great triumph. Happily he went back to preparing his Christmas sermon. 

Just before noon on the day of Christmas Eve, as the pastor was opening the 



church, he noticed a woman standing in the cold at the 

bus stop. “The bus won’t be here for 40 minutes!” he 

called, and he invited her into the church to get warm. 

She told him that she had come from the city that 

morning to be interviewed for a job as governess to the 

children of one of the wealthy families in town but she 

had been turned down. A war refugee, she had imperfect 

English. The woman sat down in a pew and chafed her 

hands and rested. After a while, she dropped her head 

and prayed. She looked up as the pastor began to adjust 

the great gold-and-ivory lace cloth across the hole. She 

rose suddenly and walked up the steps of the chancel. 

She looked at the tablecloth. The pastor smiled and started to tell her about 

the storm damage, but she didn’t seem to listen. She took up a fold of the 

cloth and rubbed it between her fingers. “It is mine!” she said. “It is my 

banquet cloth!” She lifted up a corner and showed the surprised pastor that 

there were initials monogrammed on it. “My husband had the cloth made 

especially for me in Brussels! There could not be another like it!” 

For the next few minutes, the woman and the pastor talked excitedly 

together. She explained that she was 

Viennese, that she and her husband had 

opposed the Nazis and decided to leave 

the country. They were advised to go 

separately. Her husband put her on a 

train for Switzerland. They planned that 

he would join her as soon as he could 

arrange to ship their household goods 

across the border. 

She never saw him again. Later she heard that he had died in a 

concentration camp.   

“I have always felt that it was my fault to leave without him,” she said. 

“Perhaps these years of wandering have been my punishment!” 

The pastor tried to comfort her, urged her to take the cloth with her. She 

refused. Then she went away. 



 

As the church began to fill on Christmas Eve, it was clear that the cloth was 

going to be a great success. It had been skilfully designed to look its best by 

candlelight. After the service, the pastor stood at the doorway; many people 

told him that the 

church looked 

beautiful. One 

gentle-faced, middle

-aged man, he was 

the local clock-and 

watch repairman 

looked rather 

puzzled. “It is 

strange,” he said in 

his soft accent. “Many years ago, my wife God rest her and I owned such a 

cloth. In our home in Vienna, my wife put it on the table” and here he smiled 

“only when the bishop came to dinner!” 

The pastor suddenly became very excited. He told the jeweller about the 

woman who had been in church earlier in the day. The startled jeweller 

clutched the pastor’s arm. “Can it be? Does she live?”  

 

Together the two got in touch with the family who had interviewed her. Then, 

in the pastor’s car, they started for the city. And as Christmas Day was born, 

this man and his wife who had been separated through so many saddened 

Yuletides were reunited. 

 

To all who heard this story, the joyful purpose of the storm that had knocked 

a hole in the wall of the church was now quite clear. Of course, people said 

it was a miracle, but I think you will agree it was the season for it! 

By Rev. Howard C. Schade  

published in Reader's Digest Magazine December 1954 

from Reader's Digest Magazine  

http://www.rd.com/true-stories/inspiring/christmas-stories-the-gold-and-ivory-

tablecloth/ 



Want to start your New Year Resolution to read 

the Bible early? 

Why not join a house group to get you off to a great start?  

We meet on alternate weeks 

 

Monday evening 8pm    Beginning 1st Dec. 

23, Eaves Ave, Hebden Bridge. (lifts available) 

Thursday evening 7.30pm  Beginning 4th Dec. 

25, Mount Pleasant Drive, Mytholmroyd.  

 

Everyone is welcome,  

If you are interested speak to: 

Martin, Graham, Colin or Alan. 

A COURSE FOR THE CHRISTIAN JOURNEY 



Rosie’s Christmas  

Ramblings from 

The Vicarage 

                                               I love Christmas.  People think a dog              

                                       has no idea of time or space, well they                   

                                         do.  I see the daylight hours getting 

shorter, then I begin to get the scent of pine in the air which gets 

stronger and stronger. Then people start putting flashy things in and 

around their kennels.  These, my readers, are the signs that 

Christmas is coming.  Just thinking about it gets my taste buds 

drooling  You see Christmas is turkey time, and I love turkey.  If I am 

lucky I get three or four days of turkey.  

Alan was ranting the other day how Christmas wasn't Christmas 

anymore.  That ‘big business’ and ‘consumer consumption’ has 

destroyed it.  It’s all about food, drink and presents with very little, if 

any, thought about Jesus coming as a baby.  So I said to him what is 

Christmas to you?  Well, he said, I remember the excitement, the 

simple presents, an orange, some nuts, a selection box, Scrooge 

(Alistair Sim’s version) and the small glass of Babycham.  

“I said to him isn’t that what you have just been complaining about”?  

“Where is the birth of Jesus in all that”?  He went quiet for a while then 

said, “Yes but it’s more commercialised now. Where was Jesus in 

your Christmas”? I repeated.  

People are bonkers.  I can’t understand how you can have or call a 

season in the year Christmas and then totally forget the meaning of 

the word.  After all there is a clue in the name Christmas—Christ 

Mass.  I personally think you all should be honest and rename 

Christmas to Christlessmas, or in my case turkeytime.  



TODMORDEN FOOD BANK  Dear all - as the nights draw in and the 

weather gets colder we have more requests for warm clothes and bedding 

at the Food Drop In. We do not intend to have a press appeal this year but 

instead to ask churches if they would be willing to put out an appeal to their 

congregations for help with this. We are always in need of warm jumpers, 

coats, socks, hats, gloves and scarves. If people are able to bring items to 

St Mary’s that would be great but we could collect. 

We are also asking for festive food to put in our food parcels. We would like 

to make sure that each family has a cake, pudding, mince pies and other 

Xmas goodies. If you are able to make this kind of donation it would be very 

gladly received. 

Financial donations at Christmas can be made to Todmorden Food Drop In, 

Yorkshire Bank account number 39388464, sort code 05-09-59. Alternative-

ly they can be given to myself or any member of the clergy team of St. 

Mary's church.  

Please free to contact me on 049212464 if you need any further infor-

mation, 

Many thanks and blessings to you all for your ongoing support. 

Janet  

Christlesstime would be a time of  lots of food, 

drink, presents, holidays etc. etc.  A time when  

we indulge in all our wants, all our desires.  I  

can see you are already liking the idea.   

 

But perhaps Christmas is the better name.  You see what people have done 

to Christmas explains the very reason why Jesus came as a baby.  That is to 

save you from what you will become without Him. 

In Scrooge the ghost of ‘Christmas Future’ gives Scrooge a view of  his fu-

ture if he doesn't change.   Will you take heed of the Ghost—is it Christmas 

or Christlesstime.  I will leave you to decide.       Rosie 



 



PARISH CONTACTS 

Vicar  

Revd Cathy Reardon   01422 883944   

cathyreardon@virginmedia.com 
 

Assistant Ministers      

Revd Martin Macdonald   01422 881543 

Revd Graham Cansdale   01422 706761 

Churchwardens 

Eric Alston          01422 883911 

Ruth Crossley          01422 847294 
 

Magazine  Alan Reardon   01422 883944                                   

alanreardon@virginmedia.com 

 

Just before Christmas, an honest politician, a generous lawyer and 

Santa Claus were riding in the elevator of a very posh hotel. Just before 

the doors opened they all noticed a £20 note lying on the floor. 

Which one picked it up?   

Santa of course, because the other two don't exist! 

A lady was picking through the frozen turkeys at the grocery store, but 

couldn't find one big enough for her family. She asked a stock boy, "Do 

these turkeys get any bigger?" 

The stock boy replied, "No ma'am, they're dead." 

What is green, covered with tinsel and 

goes "ribbet ribbet"? 

A mistle-"toad"! 

Christmas: The time 

when everyone gets  

Santamental 



Christmas Services & Events 

Remembrance Carol Service Tuesday 2nd December  7pm    

     Methodist Church Mytholmroyd 

Christingle – Friday 5
th
   December 6.30pm at St John’s 

Christingle – Sunday 7
th
 December 11am at St Michael’s 

Carol Singing Tuesday 9th  2pm Elphabourough Court 

Santa’s Grotto  Saturday 13
th
  December 9.30am St Michael’s  

Christmas Flowers & Carols Friday 19
th
 December 7pm at St John’s 

Carol Service – Sunday 21
st
 December 9.30am at St John’s 

Carols by Candlelight – Sunday 21
st
 December 6.30pm at St Michael’s 

Crib service – Wednesday 24
th
 December 4pm at St John’s 

Midnight Communion service – Wed 24
th
 December 11.30pm at St John’s 

Midnight Communion service – Wed 24
th
 December 11.30pm St Michael’s 

Christmas Day Communion – Thursday 25
th 

December  9.30am  St John’s 

Christmas Day Communion – Thursday 25
th
 December  11am St Michael’s 

A full list of both Churches events/pictures and lots more can be 

found on the website :  http://www.erringdenbenefice.org.uk/ 

Deadline for February magazine is 20th January 

Visit us on facebook  Erringden Benefice 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/640043109395257/ 


