
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
Ted was a young man of about 20 when we first met him at a 
camp in Northern Ontario. He had a job there as a cook and 
we got to know him. We enjoyed his love of laughter. He 
seemed a gentle soul. We had no idea then that Ted’s story 
would become entwined with ours in an unusual way. 
 
One day, I think it was in the autumn of 1965, Ted knocked on 
the door of our house. Nobody knew he was coming. He had 
driven an old jalopy from Toronto and there he was, standing 
at the door of our brown shingled house up in the Ottawa 
Valley.  When my mother opened the door, Ted asked a 
startling question:  
 
“Can I live with you?”  
 
She said, “Yes.” 
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So, Ted came in. He lived with us and went to high school for his graduating year. He worked at my 
dad’s garage. My mother and father never asked what troubles had caused him to leave home and 
come to us. They never asked, and he never said.  
 
Years after he had left our home to make his way in the world his first and only child was born. Ted 
and his wife Shelley named the child Lisa, after my sister. And when the youngest of my 5 brothers 
was born my parents named him Ted.  When my father died, Ted himself was sick and not long for 
this world. I called him on the phone. His voice was weak yet happy. The first thing he said was, “I’m 
sorry I couldn’t get there for your dad.” 
 
Though work and circumstance had taken him far from our village there was a sense in which Ted 
never left since that strange day when the door opened and he said, “Can I live with you?” He never 
abandoned the relationship that had become for him a home.  I think of him when I read Psalm 27, 
especially the part that says: 
 
One thing I asked of the Lord, and that will I seek after; 
to live in the house of the Lord all the days of my life, 
to behold the beauty of the Lord and to inquire in his temple. 
 
When I read these words, I think of what it means to be travelling through Lent, looking somehow for 
a home, uprooted in a way I do not fully understand, even though I am blessed with a perfectly fine 
home.  I imagine making this journey on a slim hope and a prayer. I imagine arriving at a door, the 
door opening, and I am asking, “Can I live with you?” 
 
One thing I asked of the Lord and that will I seek after: 
to live in the house of the Lord all the days of my life… 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

Instinctively I understand that although the reasons for my arrival at this place are complex, this 
moment at the door is stripped of all entanglements. This is an exchange reduced to simplicity itself, 
“Can I live with you?” 
 
When Ted showed up at our door he didn’t say what had driven him to be there. He didn’t explain 
himself. And my mother didn’t ask. 
 
When I show up at the door, I don’t need to present my list of beliefs as if it were some sort of 
credential. I don’t think God is particularly interested in my beliefs, such as they might be on any 
given day. When I get to that door, rather than explain myself, I think I’ll ask my questions: 
 
“Are you the one who loves the world so much?” 
“Are you the one who lost a son?” 
“Can I live with you?” 
 
You don’t arrive at the house of the Lord with everything arranged and understood and in place. You 
arrive in uncertainty and disarray and in a mix-up of regret and hope. That’s why, when life takes 
you there, it’s best to begin with a question.  I think Ted had the question right. Don’t you? 
 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
This Sunday is the first Sunday in Lent. As 
I was thinking back over the years, images 
of my childhood began to surface. I       
remember as a young child being given a 
small Lenten folder that had 40 slots and, 
in each slot, we were to put a dime. This 
offering was in support of the United 
Church’s Mission Work. I was so proud to 
be helping with such hope for a better 
world. 

 
I remember as a youth coming for Confirmation Classes during Lent. I grew up, as most of you know, 
here at Wilmot and every Sunday afternoon we would come through the door with our blue catechism 
book in our hands. We would meet with the minister in his small study – which at that time was under 
the front stairs and he would explain the various questions and answers found in that little blue book 
that I believe was published by the United Church. We would memorize the answers looking forward 
to being confirmed on Easter Sunday. 
     
But...over the years...routines began to change. The blue catechism books were put on the shelves and 
the conversations with the youth stretched out over months. Confirmation weekends began springing 
up. For several years, the youth and I have gathered at my cottage at Oromocto Lake. We laugh, we 
bake, we swim, we kayak, and we talk. They ask such amazing thought-provoking questions. As the 
sun is setting, we sit around the campfire, cook ‘smores, laugh and talk some more. 
 

Such powerful moments are in all of our lives – different and yet the same. Journeying towards   
Easter as a companion with Jesus does provide an opportunity for all of us to grow - whether it is at a 
retreat or a Lenten Study, whether it is at a worship service or around a campfire or in the privacy of 
our own homes. 
 



 

 

This year - with the COVID restrictions – our journey as a faith community will be unique. Our Ash 
Wednesday’s Service with Peter via live streaming began our journey and together we will find our 
way down the road in a whole new way. 
 

See you on Sunday. 
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Peter Short and Ellen Beairsto share an interim ministry             
at Wilmot United Church as the congregation prepares to          

call a new ministry team.  

Dixie and Fred 

Ian 

Debbie and Neil 


