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Peter writes,
I had a presentation to make to a group of ministers. I was
thinking about vocation and how to encourage them as leaders
in the church. Then I went to get a haircut.
“Can I help you?”
The barbershop wasn’t busy. Two of the women who cut hair
were sitting and chatting in the waiting area. One of them had
stood and was asking me this question.
“Can I help you?”

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short

Having no reason to say no, I followed her to a chair and sat to
be draped in black. Conversation proceeded in the usual
fashion. The weather having been observed and the fact that I
was from town having been established, I asked where she was
from. She told me she grew up as her grandfather’s apprentice
on a New Brunswick farm. She yarded logs with him. In the

barn she tried to make the milk sing in the pail the way he could, but never quite rose to his level of
music. She adored him and because of him she adored work. And he, of course, adored her.
New to the barbershop, she had been asked to come in and “help out” as she put it. She said, “If
somebody needs help, I can’t say no. I always have to be doing something. Can’t watch TV without
knitting needles in my hands. Some say I’m a workaholic, but I say I’m a doer. That’s just the way I
am.” Scissors flew in her hand as she chatted in her transparent and determined way, bedazzled
herself now by 3 grandchildren of her own.
Then she got talking about “helping out” at a school of aesthetics. She said, “I saw some amazing
things there, but some of the students had no idea why they were there or how to get where they
wanted to go. They were so immature - and the course was expensive! But there was this one girl who
came to the school because she wanted to turn her life around. She had a baby at 14 and now she was
25, so her baby was 11. Everything about school was so hard for her. After the first week she told me
why she had to leave school so often. In the morning at coffee break she had to go to the methadone
clinic. Then again after school. There were afternoons when sweat was just pouring off her.” I told
her, “You can do it. We’ll do it together.” I made ways for her to get her assignments done and helped
her. When she graduated - and with pretty good marks too - she told me she couldn’t have done it
without me. But I said, “Oh yes you could. You did it on your own, no one but you.”
The barbering complete, she was withdrawing the black drape and saying, “She’s still doing well as
far as I know.”
I said, “You know, I think that girl was probably right. She couldn’t have done it without you.”
There was a silence. She stood still, as if she were somewhere else, as if she could hear singing in the
pail. I paid her, a small price for 15 minutes in the presence of someone who has made a significant
difference in another’s life - as far as she knows.
Few people get to use the word vocation, many get to live it.

You are invited to the table of blessing this Sunday

Ellen writes,
What does the Lord require of you but to do
justice, and to love kindness, and to walk
humbly with your God.
Such wonderful words that have been said
often.

Reverend Ellen Beairsto

On Wednesday, I pulled into our parking lot
and there sitting on the steps were a couple
of folks enjoying the sunshine and waiting
for W@W to begin. In their usual friendly
way, they greeted me with a smile, a nod and
a cheerful “Good Morning.”

The church seemed quiet when I opened the door, but I could see that the mission and ministry of
Wilmot was well underway. The volunteers for W@W had already carefully filled the bags with fresh
produce and other groceries. New socks, mitts and other items were laid out for them. I wandered
through the kitchen that was already sparkling clean after the lunches had been made for our friends.
The volunteers spoke of the donations of fresh homemade cookies that had come in earlier that morning with the groceries.
Walking into the parlour, several women sat around the carefully spaced quilting frames – masks on –
placing yet another perfectly made stitch on the quilt. A few women were having tea chatting while
carefully watching their distancing.

“Ellen, I would like you to meet Dieuwke.”
Dieuwke, who had been enjoying a cup of tea, came over and said: “I think I knew you when I was a
little girl, and you were a little girl.” Before she could say “I was a Visbach”. I knew. I knew even
though a mask covered much of her face. We spoke for a moment. As the pages of time flew off the
calendar, images of her Mom and Dad coming into the church with open hands and warm hearts instantly surfaced. They would have been so a part of the W@W program.
As I left the church, I thought of all the changes that have occurred in Fredericton over the years but
was once again reminded that the mission and ministry of Wilmot United Church on the corner of
King and Carleton continues - even with the challenges of COVID. How blessed the world is to
have such wonderful people of all ages living those words written by Micah all those years ago:
to do justice, and to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God.
Thank you, my friends.
**** Don’t forget, we will be singing our grace on Sunday! Margaret and Steve will help us out!
Oh, the Lord is good to me.
And so I thank the Lord
For giving me the things I need:
The sun and the rain and the apple seed;
The Lord is good to me.
Johnny Appleseed. Amen
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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.

