
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
Here’s a poem by Phyllis McGinley (1905 - 1978). She has 
long been accused of committing light verse but this one has 
some dark in it. 
 

Sunday Psalm 
 

This is the day which the Lord hath made, 
Shining like Eden, absolved from sin, 
Three parts glitter to one part shade: 

Let us be glad and rejoice therein. 
 

Everything’s scoured brighter than metal, 
Everything sparkles as pure as glass, 

The leaf on the poplar, the zinnia’s petal, 
The wing of the bird and the blade of the grass. 

 
All, all is lustre. The glossy harbour 
Dazzles the gulls that gleaming fly. 

Glimmer the wasps on the grape in the arbor, 
Glisten the clouds in the polished sky. 

 
Tonight, tomorrow, the leaf will fade, 
The waters tarnish, the dark begin. 

But This is the day which the Lord hath made. 
Let us be glad and rejoice therein. 
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The poet is following an older poet of the Psalms (Ps 118:24). She is pointing out in her lovely way 
that the day we are living in is created handiwork. All time is created time and since our access to 
created time is not without limit, we are living on, well, borrowed time. 
 

The waters tarnish, the dark begin 
But this is the day which the Lord hath made… 

 
Faith is realizing that in the midst of whatever oppressive evidence in which you might be living, you 
are a creation - no less than the trees and the stars. You don’t have life; you don’t own your life. You 
didn’t arrange for your arrival in God’s green earth. You didn’t get here on merit or on wits or on 
effort. If you think you have life, then you’ve got it backwards - because Life has you. It has reached 
into the empty cupboard of nonbeing and drawn you out and placed you here in this day. 
 
It’s just so odd to hear people claim that they have an approach to life, as if life were something that 
could be approached at all. I mean, where would they be approaching it from? No, you don’t have 
life, Life has you. When first you realize this, something inside you stirs. The first movement of the 
spiritual life is waking up. 
 
There is no telling what can wake you up, or when. It’s never predictable and it’s never too late. What 
wakes up one person may be a matter of monumental indifference to another. Paul woke up when he 
fell off his horse on a trip to Damascus. Noah woke up in the rain. 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

 
A cancer diagnosis can wake you up. So can the birth of a baby, or the sight of a child in a doorway 
huddled against the cold. When you awaken you begin to see that people are waking everywhere: 
tears streaming down cheeks, an old couple shyly holding hands for the first time, a new face at the 
AA meeting, a woman holding the spoon for an adult who can no longer feed himself. 
 
The Spirit gives many awakenings in the course of a lifetime, sometimes in the middle of the night. 
How strange it is that waking up is never predictable. How beautiful it is that no matter what you 
might have broken or lost, it is never too late. Waking up will happen whether you are ready or 
whether you couldn’t care less because awakenings are already planted in your life. All of this is true 
because Life has us and Life will crack us open in her own sweet time. When it happens the light 
shines through. 
 

Tonight, tomorrow, the leaf will fade, 
The waters tarnish, the dark begin. 

But This is the day which the Lord hath made. 
Let us be glad and rejoice therein. 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 

It was a couple of weeks before Christmas 
and I was wandering through a Christmas 
Market in Munich. It was my first Christmas 
away and so when I saw a jacket from 
‘Acadia’ – it was almost like seeing family.  A 
tap on her shoulder was followed by a very 
excited:  

“Excuse me, do you go to Acadia?” and then 
with hardly a breath, I continued. “Maybe you 
know my sister. She owns the Tim Hortons in 
Wolfville.” 

 With a kind look (from a woman who was 
probably thinking ‘Who is this person?’) she 
responded “No.”  I told her I was teaching in 
Germany and if she saw my sister, tell her all 
is good. 

The young student returned to Acadia. In her March Break she headed off to Banff to enjoy a ski 
holiday. While there, she was talking to a ski instructor (who just happened to be my niece).  My 
niece asked: 

“Do you go to Acadia? Maybe you know my aunt. She owns the Tim Horton in Wolfville.”   “No,” 
the young student said with a smile, “But I met your other aunt – the one who teaches school in 
Germany.” 

Connecting – no matter how unbelievable - is a part of our life – a part that supports and sustains 
us.  We are connected to our family and friends and our community. We depend on each other for 
we are all interconnected. This past year has reminded us of this. Family, friends, community are a 
part of our very being. It has not been easy to be separated so new ways to connect have surfaced. 
(And now we wait for the restrictions to be lifted so we can meet in person) 

 



 

 

 

Just this past week, a surprise connection was made for two Wilmoters. Jacqueline & Andrew have 

been introduced via email to Tim & Johannah.  Jacqueline (one of our Sunday School teachers) is off 

to New York City on Sunday where Andrew has accepted a position with Facebook. Tim (Judy & 

John Coates’ son) has been living in NYC for the past 5 years. With the connection made, there are 

already plans to meet.  

 

Jasper, Tim, & Johannah Theo, Jacqueline and Andrew 

Jacqueline and Theo...  

“What do you mean we are moving to 

NYC?” 

Jasper, Tim, & Johannah 

Our spirituality is a oneness and an interconnectedness with all that lives 
and breathes, even with all that does not live or breathe. 

Mudrooroo, Aboriginal writer 



 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Now...wondering where we are this week? Well, we have passed the 10,000 km mark! Way to go!  
We reached the Aleutian Islands at the first of the week and through my vivid imagination we dipped 
our toes in the Bering Strait, climbed a mountain in Alaska and sat on the shores of a Russian Island.  

Now we are off again across the North Pacific. We will head towards the Kuril Islands on our way to 
Japan.  

Like the Aleutian Islands, the Kuril Islands are summits of volcanoes and form part of the ring of 
instability encircling the Pacific Ocean referred to as the Ring of Fire. The chain has around 100 
volcanoes, some 40 of which are active. Otters, arctic foxes and millions of sea birds along with 
rocky shorelines, rivers, lakes and lots of hot springs can easily be found there. Some 10,000 people 
call these Islands home. 

 

So keep those kms coming and enjoy your week. 
 

 

 

Emily with her              
Mother’s Day wreath 

The more we care for the happiness of others, the 
greater our own sense of well-being becomes. 

 
The14th Dalai Lama 



 

 

Aleutian Island Lighthouse 

Volcanic eruption on one of the Ku-

ril Islands as seen from space. 

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

call a new ministry team.  


