
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
I am not anxious about what you believe. I do not want to 
persuade you of anything. The purpose of religion is not to 
control the thoughts of the people nor to manipulate people 
for their own salvation. Manipulating people for their own 
salvation is something not even God can do. 
 
It’s true that I am a representative of what is now called 
“organized religion.” That phrase “organized religion” is used 
derisively, as if “disorganized religion” were somehow more 
worthy. But if I represent anything to the people of our 
congregation, I hope I might be an advocate for your own 
stories and your own songs and for your own fire that burns as 
the ancient lamp of the Lord burned in the sanctuary, even 
through the night.  What I mean is that in spite of what you 
may think you believe or not believe; faith is already and 
always living within you. 
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Your stories, at least the ones of any interest, are all about what happened when you least expected; 
who showed up out of the blue; that place you found yourself in called “wits end”; what it was to be 
lost. And what it is to be found. 
 
And your songs? Do you not have songs that are lodged deep within you; songs that rise to the 
surface to remind or to guide or to inspire? 
 
There was a time, almost 40 years ago, when I was struggling to keep my head above water. I felt I 
had made a wrong decision, one that had affected the lives of loved ones. I knew that I was still living 
but not really alive in any significant way. It was as if I was walking around with leftover life to kill. 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

 
In those days I found myself singing. Every morning in the shower singing, every walk to 
work singing, every evening in the silence after the children were in bed. Singing. What I 
found myself singing was the Stan Rogers song “The Mary Ellen Carter.” It’s a song about a 
Great Lakes freighter that sank in a storm. 
 
Too close to Three Mile Rock and she was dealt her mortal blow, 
And the Mary Ellen Carter settled low. 
 
It’s a song about loss and about the ship’s crew who thought that the Mary Ellen Carter should 
be found and raised and that she should be out on the great waters again. Where she belonged. 
 
Rise again, rise again, 
So, her name not be lost to the knowledge of men, 
And those who loved her best, 
And were with her to the end, 
Will make the Mary Ellen Carter rise again. 
 
I sang it for the better part of a year. I didn’t plan to sing it. I don’t suppose I even thought 
much about the words. I didn’t seem to have any choice. It just kept coming out, as if it were 
singing itself. 
 
Rise again, rise again, 
 
In those days I couldn’t bring myself to believe much of anything, but there it was, every 
morning and every night. Rise again, rise again. Something in me was singing it, in spite of 
myself. I think maybe it was faith singing in me. 
 
I think faith is in you in this way, keeping watch over your life, ready to walk with you through 
the dark valleys and over the high mountains of the world. 
 
I think that whatever you might believe or not believe with your struggling mind, faith is 
always there, standing in the shadows behind all your competencies and skills and strategies 
and creeds; like that ragged figure of Flannery O’Connor “moving from tree to tree in the back 
of the mind.” Singing you into life. Singing until your feet touch the floor in the morning and 
you decide to live another day. 
 
All of this is why a living faith is less about reciting creeds than it is about remembering our 
stories and singing our songs. You don’t have to believe it. It’s already there. The tradition 
calls faith “gift of the spirit.” It’s original equipment. Thank God. 
 
 

To hear Stan Rogers signing  “The Mary Ellen Carter” paste the 
following link into your browser. 
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fhop5VuLDIQ 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fhop5VuLDIQ


 

 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
One morning this week, I awoke and the words 
and music to Give To Us Laughter began running 
through my mind. This hymn by Walter Farquhar-
son and Ron Klusmeier was a great way to begin 
my day - even though it insisted on continuing 
throughout the day. 
 

Give to us laughter, O Source of our life. 
 Laughter can banish so much of our strife. 

 Laughter and love give us wholeness and health. 
 Laughter and love are the coin of true wealth. 

 

Last March, when we began to record our Sunday Services, we recognized that when we made a   
mistake, we could just re-record it. It was great. After a number of weeks, Jeff said: “You know, I am 
making a Bloopers Tape that I just might auction off.”  (Peter and I are saving our money!) 
 
There have been some moments that we will all remember – some with smiles and others with     
gratitude. 
 
 ... the day that John stepped on the sound cord and only noticed it after the sermon was already    
finished and Jamie Heard (the youth speaker for that day) had left. We were so thankful that Jamie 
was willing to return and do it all over again. 
 
 … the day Peter and I both headed to the mic to say the prayer. OOPS! Thankfully, Peter noticed 
and just quietly sat down. 
 
 ... the day that Jeff called to say that he couldn’t come to video. We called our nieces, Bethany and 
Jacqueline who thankfully said that they would come. The team was ready to record a service that 
would be viewed by hundreds and there stood Bethany and Jacqueline quietly watching the “How 
To” video that Jeff had sent along. BTW, they did an excellent job! 
 
 … the times when brain freeze sets in...and yes it does happen. 
 
Just this past Sunday I looked around the very empty sanctuary – down in one corner were Doug & 
Chris doing the live streaming and the sound. Up by Lemuel Allen sat Heather. Over behind the piano 
was Steve. and Peter was hugging the wall in the front pew on the King Street side. Margaret was at 
the organ and I was by the storytelling chair...all with masks on. It reminded me of my teaching days, 
when I would separate a few little ones who were misbehaving. 
 
This past year has not been easy but hopefully a little sunshine, a little laughter and a whole lot of 
love have crept into your days. 
 

Give to us laughter as sign of deep joy; 
let us in laughing find Christian employ, 

joining with stars and with bright northern lights, 
laughing and praising and sharing delights. 

 
Stay safe, my friends. Drop Peter or me a line if you need anything or have a story to share. 
 
petershort99@gmail.com. 506 444 1912 
ellen.beairsto2@gmail.com 506 206 1943 

 
 



 

 

Edward and Henry Hilary 

Ellen, Bernie and Peter share a hand warming moment. 

Through the program "Stepping up for my New  Bruns-
wick,” members of the public were asked to nominate 
individuals they felt had stepped up in various and 
meaningful ways to minimize the impact of the         
pandemic in the province. 
 
Jilanna Eagles was recognized for her efforts, positive 
attitude and energy in encouraging fellow citizens to 
buy local and to vacation within our province.  
 
Congratulations, Jilanna! A well deserved recognition. 



 

 

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

call a new ministry team.  

In October 2019, my daughter Grace was 
in a fantastical play in Portland.  For part of 
her costume, the theater company ordered a 
basic coat and then creatively embellished 
it with sequins, buttons, tape, and faux fur. 
Grace thought it would be perfect for her 
mother, so after the play finished, she 
bought it and brought it home to me. I sent 
last week's newsletter photo to my kids. 
My son Ernie’s reaction: “The Lady Gaga 
of Wilmot church !!”  I wonder what 
caused Grace to think this wild, magnifi-
cent coat was perfect for me. 

Ana making her family a treat as part 
of our ZOOM Sunday School lesson. 


