
 

 

Peter writes, 
 
… which is why the body - that house of voices - 
sometimes puts down its metal tongs, its needle, or its pen 
to stare into the distance, 
 
to listen to all its names being called 
before bending again to its labour. 
 
                                                   Billy Collins, The Night House 
 
Once, when Jesus asked someone his name, the man replied,  
“My name is Legion, for we are many.”  
The man who named himself Legion was disturbed, distraught, 
disenchanted, disoriented, dissing everybody and everything 
around him. Nobody could get near him. Nobody wanted to. 
 
Luke says he was possessed. It was demons in him. I don’t 
know. 
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That man, Mr. Legion, felt as if he contained in himself a whole Roman legion, like the ones that 
passed through his village from time to time; five thousand soldiers marching by in the dust and the 
sun, slaves carrying equipment, so much power and fear and potential to destroy. My name is Legion, 
for we are many. 
 
Today we might diagnose a clinical pathological problem, psychic disintegration, possession by the 
many. 
 
But at a certain level it’s just human to have many voices. I say, “I’m conflicted about this.” Or I say, 
“I’m of two minds about that.” What can I mean except that I am occupied by more than one? And 
why is it so hard to make that decision you’ve been wrestling with? Not because what’s at issue is too 
complex or difficult. It’s because your voices haven’t yet finished their conversation. 
 
…which is why the body - that house of voices - 
sometimes puts down its metal tongs, its needle, or its pen 
to stare into the distance, 
 
to listen to all its names being called 
before bending again to its labour.     
 
I don’t question why we have many voices. It’s the way we’re made - as if God had built community 
right into our way of thinking. I do wonder that with all our many voices we should have but one 
body. 
 
If you could see yourself arriving in church on a Sunday morning you’d be stunned - shocked - to see 
how many of you actually came through the door. There is the irritated one of you, and the shy one. 
There is the distracted one and the one all dressed up, ready to please. There is the one who is 
hanging back, reluctant to come in, and the one still squabbling with her siblings. One is a believer, 
heart and soul, while another is rolling her eyes. If only you could see yourself - you and your 
preposterous clan jostling and clamouring as you walk through the door. And now you are sitting 
quietly in the pew, nodding, and chatting with your neighbour, looking for all the world as if you 
were just one person. 

The Very Rev. Dr. Peter Short  



 

 

 
If Jesus came in, sat down next to you, and asked you the question, “What is your name?” You’d be 
hard pressed not to reply, “Me? Why, my name is Legion, for we are many.” 
 
But now you’ve brought your many voices into the hour of prayer. 
 
…which is why the body - that house of voices - 
sometimes puts down its metal tongs, its needle, or its pen 
to stare into the distance, 
 
to listen to all its names being called 
before bending again to its labour. 
 
You stare into the distance because the near has become claustrophobic and you can’t think. You 
stare into the distance because the present is cluttered and tumultuous. 
 
So, you have come to the house of prayer to listen to an ancient voice, clothed in antiquity and 
riddled with superstition, naming himself Legion. Something speaks across the years to you, telling 
of human disintegration. 
 
You stare into the distance because one of your smallest voices is lost and far from home. You stare 
off and listen to all your names being called. All your names, before bending again to your labour. 
 
They shouldn’t call a church service the hour of worship. It should be called the hour of staring into 
the distance. The hour of listening to your names being called. 

Reverend Ellen Beairsto 

Ellen writes, 
 
It has been a great week filled with lots of 
sunshine, energy and even some gardening. 
Summer is just around the corner. 
 
On May 30, a few of our youth will be 
confirmed into the United Church of Canada. 
Our journey along this road has been long and 
winding with COVID interrupting our plans.  
Our trip to Calgary / RendezVous 2020 was 
cancelled.  Meeting in person was often not 
possible and our overnighters at the lake were 
no longer possible. 

But many times, over the past few years, I have been blessed with some awesome conversations with 
our youth. Pre-covid, we would gather around the counter in our church kitchen, or on the sofas in 
the parlour or even sit around a campfire at the lake with a mixture of laughter and serious 
conversations. The topics would vary – climate change, the environment, the mission of the church, 
the skies, the earth as well as the stories of the sacred text that have been handed down to us. We 
would talk about where we are and where we go from here. As I have said many times, young people 
are amazing - so knowledgeable and so honest.  
 
We look forward to the coming weeks as we not only gather together for a Confirmation Service but 
also, on June 13, a Graduation Service where we will honour our graduates. If you, your child, or 
grandchild is graduating this year from High School, College or University, please let us know. 
 



 

 

Our walking, biking, swimming team covered over 2000 km this past week. Way to go!  Not only did 
the weather cooperate but we were joined by a few new participants (which is certainly a bonus).  
 
We reached the Kuril Islands via the Aleutian Islands which was no small feat. Crossing the Pacific 
(the largest and deepest of all the earth’s oceans), even though we zigzagged, is in itself, a great 
accomplishment. We actually have now touched down on the northern tip of Japan!  
 
WOW! We are off to visit Tokyo the site of this year’s Summer Olympics. 
Stay tuned and keep the kms coming in.  
 

Japan is known around the world for its cherry blossom festivals, known as hanami in Japanese. 



 

 

 

An iconic street in Tokyo 

Skiing in northern Japan is very popular at    

dozens of resorts and ski hills. 

Parks and gardens are a large part 

of Japanese history and culture.  

The number of Shito shrines in Japan is     

estimated to be around 100,000.  A  more modern street scene in Tokyo. 

Not only is Japanese food different than what we are  

accustomed to, the utensils to eat it, are also different. 



 

 

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

call a new ministry team.  

Our youth, together with the youth leaders and families,  have been busy planning how to care for 
Wilmot's flower beds.   On Sunday evening we had a great discussion about what we wanted to do 
and then went for a bike ride. On Wednesday, we began preparing the land.  
 

Pearl, Mya, Jamie, Tait and John Mya and Bethany 

Jamie and Mike Preparing the Land 

Church Youth Keep Busy 


