
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
From age to age the message of God has found a way into the 
world. Through visionaries and seers, prophets and poets, 
artists and bards and angels the words of God have come to us. 
The message of God has been spoken through history in the 
liberation of enslaved human beings. The will of God has been 
revealed in healing the sick and feeding the hungry and visiting 
the condemned so that they are not alone. From age to age the 
message of God has found a way into the world. 
 
All of this we know because it has been communicated to us. 
But there is something else; something that has been 
communicated yet not communicated; not spoken yet heard. It 
is the silence of God. 
 
The sacred scripture knows about this silence. 
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It tells the story of a man named Job who listened to the silence of God. He was the man who lost 
everything. His health and family and prospects were ruined. Being a good and faithful man, Job 
called out to God for justice; if not justice, at least an explanation; if not an explanation, at least 
mercy and relief. What he hears when his own voice stops calling out is silence - if silence can be 
heard - and I think it can. 
 
The sacred scripture knows about this silence. 
 
It tells the story of Jesus who heard it too. At the last, as life was draining out of him, he called out, 
“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” It was like saying, “Where are you?” There was 
silence. 
 
Was it a heartless silence? Because silence can be heartless. Or was it a fear-filled silence, because 
silence can be that too. Or a mocking silence? Or respectful? Silence can be all these things. 
Whenever silence communicates it is eloquent, awfully eloquent, which is why there is a saying in 
Jewish tradition that words are more effective at hiding secret spiritual truth than silence. 
 
Silence of God. Perhaps you have heard it; are hearing it now. No joy in heaven. Looking for a slip of 
grace in a graceless existence. Listening for a single note of hope in the hour of desolation. Perhaps 
you pray and your prayers seem no more than casting pebbles into a dark sea. 
Here is a prayer from a woman named Ann Weems. She is praying into the silence. 
 
Speak to me, O my God, 
Speak to me! 
Tell me you will help me; 
tell me in a loud voice! 
Let me hear words of mercy 
from your mouth, 
words that will flood my heart 
and make it beat again.  
 
(Ann Weems, Psalms of Lament; Westminster John Knox Press, 1995, p.26) 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

This woman is one of us who believe. For us, even when God refuses to speak, the very silence is 
more eloquent than a thousand explanations from those who have no heart for God. Many people 
who don’t believe seem happy to tell us why God is silent. They explain to us that God is a fantasy, a 
psychic anxiety projected upward into heaven and then returned from heaven to comfort the human 
creature plagued by existential doubt. We hear the explanations, and we listen beyond them. 
 
They tell us that in the end our God will be revealed as nothing but a wizard at the end of a yellow 
brick road, hiding behind a useless old machine, all wheezing and clanking and no help, all 
masquerade, and no truth. This is the god William Blake called Old Nobodaddy. We hear the 
explanations and still we listen beyond them, listening into the dreadful, eloquent silence. 
 
There is a hymn for such moments of listening and waiting. If we could, we would sing it without 
sound: 
 
In the mystery of my hungers, in the silence of my rooms; 
in the cloud of my unknowing, you are there. 
in the empty cave of grieving, in the desert of my dreams, 
in the tunnel of my sorrow, you are there. 
You are there, you are there, you are there.   (Voices United #278) 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
Clothe yourselves with compassion, kindness, 
humility, gentleness and patience.      
(Colossians 3)  
 
During my third year at Emmanuel College, I 
volunteered at a Native Cultural Centre,    
Council Fire, in downtown Toronto. At that 
point it was housed in a dark basement of a 
building that needed much work. It was staffed 
by the Indigenous community but opened to all 
who came through their doors. The space was 
far from adequate for the programming that 
went on at the centre and for the meals that 
were being served and in the winter a space to 
lay your head. The hospitality and the genuine 
love for all people was obvious.  

One afternoon, I was talking to one of the elders when I was asked if I could lend a hand. I replied, 
“Of course. What can I do for you?”  
  
“Well,” he said, “the cook has not come in yet so could you organize the supper. Just go into the  
pantry and use whatever you want.”  The word ‘overwhelmed’ doesn’t begin to describe what I was  
feeling. I remember going into the pantry and standing in the middle of the room staring at the 
shelves wondering how much I would need to feed a hundred people.  How many cans of this? How 
many boxes of that? While I was still in the overwhelmed stage, in walked the cook. To say that I 
was relieved would be an understatement. He quietly set to work, and I did whatever I could to help. 
In less time than it would have taken me to even come up with ‘the menu’, he created a great supper 
for the waiting crowd. I remember thinking what a wonderfully kind, caring and humble group of 
people committed to the well-being of others.  
 

Council Fire has a new and larger centre now to carry on with their mission. COVID times have not 
been easy but their commitment to others is steadfast.  

In a world filled with such uncertainty, hundreds upon hundreds upon hundreds acts of kindness are 
done in the silence of the moment reflecting the care and generosity of the world in which we live.  



 

 

"I Love You" pictures as part of Sunday's children's story. 

Lily and Owen 

Emily 

Drew 

Sally, Rae and Kristy 



 

 

Let’s check in on our journey across the country. It has been such a bonus to not only receive the kms 
each week but the comments of others. At various times as we have entered a new area, I would     
receive a ‘catch-up’ on families and friends. Memories were jarred and an excitement and a curiosity 
as to where we are heading was ignited.    
 
Last week as we passed through Edmonton Cliff Moase wrote:  My niece, Catherine Faith MacLean, 
is the senior minister at St. Paul's United Church in Edmonton. Well, Cliff, I called up their website 
and read about your niece and her wonderful ministry. 
 
A member of the Kimberley United Church sent a message along thanking us for thinking of them as 
we journeyed on. 
So where are we?  Well, we continued our way over the Rockies and arrived in Vancouver a few days 
ago. Vancouver – a city that holds memories for many of us. We went on to visit Vancouver Island 
and are now heading north to Haida Gwaii - such a beautiful area of our country and the heartland of 
the Haida Nation – land on which people have lived for over 13,000 years.  Haida art is frequently 
seen on large, monumental-sized cedar totem poles and dugout canoes on the islands and around the 
world. Spirit of Haida Gwaii: the Jade Canoe, a sculpture by Haida artist, Bill Reid, is on display in 
Vancouver Airport.  
 
So much to see and to learn. Stay tuned and keep those feet a moving. We’re not finished yet! 
 

Valerie Moore & Terri MacLean 

Rummage Sale 2021 

Randy & Joan MacDonald  

Ida Orenbach 
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