
 

 

Peter writes: 
 
My father, age six, used to sit on the front steps and watch the 
activity on Harrington Street. There wasn’t a lot to watch. But 
sometimes on a winter morning the horse would appear. The horse 
would be hauling a scraper to remove the snow from the road. The 
scraper set off a terribly exciting screech as it dragged along the 
frozen gravel.  
 
In those days there was a towering white pine tree, probably 250 
years old, standing in the middle of the street in front of the little 
boy’s house. When the horse got to the tree it would pass by on 
one side and on its return would pass by on the other side. The boy 
was fascinated by this spectacle. 
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Then one day the magnificent white pine 
was felled and hauled away. The town 
had decided to pave the street.  
 
When my father died 10 years ago, he 
was the last living person to have 
witnessed that tree - it’s still strength and 
silent beauty. He took the sight of it and 
the memory with him. 
 
For some reason I can’t quite identify I 
have always felt respect and gratitude for 
the white pine. It’s something about the 
soft green of the five-grouped long and 
slender needles - such a contrast to the 
enormous strength of the trunk. It’s 
something about the gentle bed it creates 
around its base and the way the scent 
rises in the warmth of the sun. Maybe it’s 
because I grew up in a village whose only 
economic generator was a sawmill. I 
don’t know, but sometimes when I stop to 
look at a white pine in the forest, I want 
to say to it, “You’re doing a good job.” 
Sometimes I wish I could be as faithful as 
a tree through the evolving seasons and 
the years. 
 
Like the dancing waves in sunlight, 
   Make me glad and free; 
Like the straightness of the pine trees, 
   Let me upright be. 
                                - Voices United # 310 



 

 

Ellen writes: 
  
This past week, we began our Online Sunday 
School via ZOOM – a first for me. It is a step 
along a road that I could never have imagined  
travelling. The children, youth and I will make 
the most of it and learn along the way. The first 
group met last Friday evening while I was at the 
lake. The sun was just getting ready to set. 
Reaching out to turn on my computer, a proverb 
that has been around for generations, crept into 
my mind: 
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There’s a lot of white pine in Wilmot United Church. The 
floors have that dimpled and softened appearance of pine 
that has been walked on for 170 years. Columns, arches, 
windows; a lot of Wilmot came from the forest. And like 
the old pine on Harrington Street, the Methodist roots of 
our common life are still detectable under the changing 
conditions of a developing city center. I just want to say to 
the people who make this place alive with faith and 
servanthood, “You’re doing a good job.” 
 

These words have been said for years by my family as our sailboats waited quietly on the shoreline 
for morning - hoping for clear skies and a good wind. 
 
Interestingly, Jesus said, “When it is evening, you say, ‘It will be fair weather, for the sky is red.’ 
And in the morning, ‘It will be stormy today, for the sky is red and threatening.” (Matthew 16: 2-3) 
 
As I sat inhaling the gift of water and sky,  the voice and smile of Gwen appeared on my computer 
screen. ZOOM Sunday School had officially begun!  Although not every child could join us this 
week, it was great to see a few of their faces and catch up on their stories.  

 Red sky at night, a sailor's delight. 

   Red sky in morning, sailors take warning. 



 

 

Peter Short and Ellen Beairsto share an interim   
ministry at Wilmot United Church as the                

congregation prepares to call a new ministry team.  

 
Our first week was mostly a check-in to see how things were going. This week, during our Sunday 
School ZOOM time, there will be a story, a craft and a little music. Jacqueline and Heather, two of our 
faithful Sunday School teachers, will join us. Those who can play an instrument have been invited to 
share their gift with us – online, of course. It will be fun. This week’s craft is simple and no supplies 
are necessary but in the weeks to follow, craft supplies when needed will be delivered to their homes 
in advance. 
 
Our Youth Group also began to meet via ZOOM this past week with a check-in and sharing of ideas 
of what might be possible for us in the coming months. 
 
Having Sunday School and Youth Group online is definitely not the same as coming together in per-
son but it will allow us to stay connected.  We will take advantage of the outdoors when possible and 
will look forward to the day when we can meet once again at Wilmot.   

Emily Rebecca 

William and Gwen 


