
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
Aging is a primal power. No one can avoid it. No one can stop 
it. The primal powers of water, wind and time have carved a 
Grand Canyon in the face of the earth. Those same powers can 
etch a tiny wrinkle in a woman’s flawless brow. Think of W. H. 
Auden’s line: 
 
“…into many a green valley drifts the appalling snow…” 
 
He’s not talking about the weather.  
 
Every person who enters at the doors of a church on a Sunday 
morning or who walks through the door of a cell on Friday 
night is living among the great powers; every woman in the 
line for a food voucher, every man who drives away from the 
car lot at the wheel of an eighty-thousand-dollar car, every 
child having a hospital bracelet affixed to their wrist, everyone, 
every one, is living among the powers. No one can avoid it, no 
one is immune. 
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This is why we open the book week after week, generation after generation. We open the book, and 
we tell again the story of David looking up at Goliath, Noah feeling the first fat drops of rain on his 
face, Moses taking off his shoes, Mary listening to the angel, Jesus standing before the state governor. 
We tell about hope when a mountain of evidence is against hope and about love when to love costs so 
much. 
 
Jesus could not dismantle the Roman Empire under whose boot he lived. He too lived among the 
powers. His life’s work ended on a dark and forsaken afternoon. Three days later, a first rip of pink in 
the early morning sky. It was in the darkness that he had risen, risen to life amid the powers that 
sweep away every human being.  
 
If you have to be in control, don’t risk his companionship. He has no control to give you, no failsafe 
outcomes, no security. In his company you belong to something that is greater than yourself. You 
have no way of knowing in advance how your tiny part in the timeless story will play out. Your 
purpose in life is a mystery, not to be reduced to your achievements or your job. You may awaken one 
morning with all your years gathered about you and hear yourself whisper, “You mean that’s what it 
was all about? That’s what was important all along? And here I thought it was about things I was 
supposed to achieve.” This is why we say that life is lived forwards, but it is understood backwards. 
Here’s the blessing: our teachers are everywhere around us. Some of them are politicians whose 
names are a household word, some of them are living without a household at all. Some of them are 
Christians, some of them Jesus knew to be “sheep not of this fold.” Our teachers embody kindness, 
sometimes in bodies that are weak and failing. Our teachers are like the angels, they can fly because 
they take themselves lightly. 
 
All this is why we open the old book every week and tell the stories. To paraphrase Chesterton, it 
saves you from the degrading servitude of being a child of your own times. Our times are anxious to 
have you make your mark. But the mark has already been made. It’s in his hands. 
 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
On February 18, NASA’ s Perseverance   
Rover landed safely on Mars after its nearly 
300-million-mile journey after leaving left 
Earth more than 6 months ago. The rover 
landed flawlessly sending back its first      
images of the landing site.  It even carried a 
small swatch of fabric from the 1903 plane 
flown by Orville Wright on the first powered, 
controlled flight from earth. 
 

If we had told our ancestors who sat in Wilmot’s beautiful sanctuary with the gas lights 
burning and their horse drawn carriages waiting outside that such an event would one day 
be possible, they would surely have shaken their heads in disbelief. I am sure they would 
have found it just as difficult as we do to imagine how we can instantly know what is 
happening in our world. No longer can we hide from the realities that surround us, close 
at home or on the far side of the seas. We are a global community with some stories that 
bring such hope while others bring much heart ache. But either way, we need to listen 
carefully with our hearts while hanging on to the hope. 
 

  “You shall love your neighbor as yourself.” 
 
A number of years ago, I took a group of young people (loaded into 3 vehicles) to    
Newfoundland. Our first stop was in Sydney, NS where we spent the night in one of the    
United Churches in the area. During our ferry ride the next day, one of the youth          
approached me and asked if we might stay in Motels instead of sleeping on church floors. 
He said, “We promise to pay you back.” 
 
That night as we gathered in the sanctuary of the United Church in Port aux Basques, I 
told them a story of a young family on the streets of Sao Paulo, Brazil - a mother, father 
and their 3-year-old child. It was early  morning before the sun was up and this young 
family gathered around a small fire, they had built in a tiny tin can trying to warm their 
hands. A story / an image / a reality – a reality that the youth had never experienced. In 
the days to follow, many churches opened their doors to us. and never once did the youth 
question it. Listening with one’s heart makes a difference. 
 

 



 

 

Well, my friends, Wilmot is on the move! We 
are getting in shape! I hope you are keeping 
track of the distance you walk, bike, run or even 
ski. Just drop me a note and give me your      
distanced travelled that week be it a km or 20 
km – matters not. Whether it is taking your little 
one for a walk in the stroller or biking through 
the trails of Odell Park. Whether it is using a 
walker or training for a swim meet - this is a  
together thing. 
 
On our trip across Canada that only began a 
couple of weeks ago, we are already 100 km 
past Riviere-du-Loup expecting to reach Quebec 
City by Sunday.  One person commented, “I am 
so excited that we are almost to Montreal        
because my family live there.” This is our     
virtual trip to stay connected so jump onboard. 
 

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

call a new ministry team.  


