
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
I’ve been around the church a long time; grew up in the days 
when women were called ladies and they all wore hats in 
church and we sang Holy, Holy, Holy to start off every service. 
 
I’ve got a lot of mementos from all my years in the church.  
I’ve got my Sunday school “Five Star Memory Certificate” 
from 1957. I was 9 years old. The certificate has shiny stars for 
memorizing the books of the Bible, the ten commandments and 
a few other things. Signed by my teacher and the Sunday 
school superintendent.  I’ve got a plaque for helping out the 
Canadian Forces Chaplaincy and a mug for helping out in the 
ice storm of ’99. Anybody who has been around the church as 
long as I have gets these kinds of mementos. 
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I have a Bible given to me by a student minister at the church I was serving in Montreal. When she 
started with us, she was afraid to drive her car across the city to get to the church. She was afraid of 
preaching, afraid of hospitals, afraid of meetings, afraid of making mistakes, afraid of being a 
minister.  By the time she left us she was different. We knew she would be a good minister and she 
knew it too. And she is. 
 
When she left, she gave me the Bible that sits beside my desk. On the first page she wrote an 
inscription. Of all the mementos I’ve received this one speaks most eloquently to me. She didn’t 
write the date or any explanations, not even her name. All she wrote was this one word: Thanks. 
 
When I was Moderator of The United Church of Canada I visited widely in the church. That’s what 
the Manual says a Moderator has to do - visit widely. You have to learn the language. When a 
businessman is travelling, he says, “I’m on the road.” When a scientist is travelling, she says, “I’m in 
the field.” When ministers travel, we say, “I’m out visiting widely.” 
 
Anyway, as I went about visiting widely, I held retreats for more than a thousand ministers in 
villages, towns and cities across the country. They all wanted to know the best strategies for 
succeeding in the work of the church. I didn’t know any strategies, but I always thanked them. 
 
They’d be sitting around in a circle, all those ministers, and I’d say, “Thank you for every meeting 
you’ve been to. Thank you for every time you stacked the chairs, turned out the lights, locked the 
door and walked alone into the night. Thank you for every time you stood over an open grave staring 
down into eternity. Thank you for every time you listened graciously while someone explained to you 
why they don’t go to church, even though you hadn’t asked. Thank you for living with the jokes 
about working one day a week and for being a stage prop at those wedding spectaculars. Thank you 
for every time you heard the phone ring in the night, and you got up and went. Thank you for the 
courage and the cost of it all.” And the room would get very quiet, all those ministers there. A lot of 
them had tears in their eyes. 
 
When our youngest son was a baby, he got sick. We lived in the Northwest Territories at the time. For 
several days we didn’t know what was wrong and then they had to fly him out to Edmonton. Little 
baby on an emergency flight. They operated and saved his life. Now he’s a dad with two little ones of 
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his own. My God, I have no idea how to thank all the people who made that possible, from the pilots 
to the nurse who got up in the night and went, to pediatricians, mechanics, administrators, ambulance 
drivers, the minister who stood by us because we didn’t know a soul down there in Edmonton. 
 
When the crisis passed, and we brought him home a bill came in the mail. It listed all the charges for 
the various emergency services. At the bottom, the balance remaining showed a zero. No charge. 
Every time I pay my taxes, I remember all that. I remember universal health care and I say, “Thanks.” 
 
There is no better source of good energy for living than gratitude. As an energy source gratitude beats 
resentment hands down. Gratitude is free and not hard to practice. Best of all, it’s the twin of 
happiness. Sometimes you can hardly tell them apart. 
 

 

I was your rebellious son, 
do you remember? Sometimes 
I wonder if you do remember, 
so complete has your forgiveness been. 
 
So complete has your forgiveness been 
I wonder sometimes if it did not 
precede my wrong, and I erred, 
safe found, within your love, 
 
prepared ahead of me, the way home, 
or my bed at night, so that almost 
I should forgive you, who perhaps 
foresaw the worst that I might do, 
 
and forgave before I could act, 
causing me to smile now, looking back, 
to see how paltry was my worst, 
compared to your forgiveness of it 
 
already given. And this, then, 
is the vision of that Heaven of which 
we have heard, where those who love 
each other have forgiven each other, 
 
where, for that, the leaves are green, 
the light a music in the air, 
and all is unentangled, 
and all is undismayed.  



 

 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
And she brought forth her firstborn son, and 
wrapped him in  swaddling clothes, and laid 
him in a manger. (Luke 2:7) 
 
A beautiful image that has been passed down 
from generation to generation – a touch of 
warmth, of gentleness and of love. Such mo-
ments surround us as we travel through the 
years.  
 
This week we celebrate Mother’s Day. The 
attributes of a mother are present in all those 
who contribute to creating a safe and healthy 

environment for our children, youth and young adults as they grow. Celebrating motherhood reminds 
us how fortunate and grateful we are for those who have supported us along the way.  
 
I remember: 
- the hot porridge simmering on the stove on a cold winter’s morning 
- the dining room table set for 10 and always room for one more. 
- the bottling of jams and jellies, the canning of vegetables, the making of mincemeat. 
 
I remember: 
- the brown bread rising 
- the laundry blowing in the wind each Monday morning 
 
I remember: 
- every Sunday arriving at church just seconds before the service was to begin 
- the CGIT candlelight services 
- singing in Junior Choir from up in the balcony 
 
But what I remember mostly are the people...the smiles, the laughter, the teachings and the tears all 
woven together with kindness, warmth and love.   
 
 
Our journey across Canada continues as folks near and far watch to see where we have travelled this 
week.  
 
By last weekend, we had reached the beautiful area of Haida Gwaii. It truly is a magnificent part of 
our country with such a rich history. Valerie Moore was pleased that we included Haida Gwaii in our 
travels. She wrote, “I had booked a special family trip to Haida Gwaii for last June. Of course, we 
could not go because of Covid. I was surprised when my kids chose Haida Gwaii instead of a Disney 
option, but I know that they are active outdoor types.” 
 
The children and youth spoke of continuing our journey – so it is a go!  Evelyn (my niece) was    
studying the map of the world and for a moment was silent. She was staring at the Pacific Ocean and 
asked: “Do we have to swim across the ocean if we want to go around the world? Perhaps it is better 
for us to cross up here” she said pointing to the Bering Strait. 
 
The youth also had their eye on the Bering Strait / Alaska and Russia. We studied the map again but 
decided to touch down on the Aleutian Islands and then head off to Japan.  
 
So, on we trek, and we are not far from having logged 10,000 km. Keep up the good work. 
 



 

 

 

The Aleutian Islands are a chain of 14 large volcanic islands and 55 small islands. Most belong to the US as part 
of Alaska, but a few are part of Russia. They are between the Bering Strait and the North Pacific Ocean and      
extend in an arc southwest, from Alaska for about 1,800 km.  They are home to about 8,200 people. 



 

 

The Earth by Hailey 

The Four Seasons by Grayson  Northern Lights by Chloe  

Making 'smores around the 

campfire by Gwen 

Ana made a forest   A model of the painting         

‘The Last Spike’  by Tait 

A flash of an orca's tail under the blue 

sky by Emily 

Clay figures the Zoom Sunday School created when they thought of the trip across Canada. 



 

 

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

call a new ministry team.  

 

  Three of our High School Youth have now been trained as live streamers. 

Mya Jamie Tait 


