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Dear Friends,
As we journey towards Christmas Day
2020, we carry with us the reality of
COVID-19. It will indeed be a Christmas like none other in recent times.
Just this past Sunday it had us watching the children, youth and young
adults wishing we could be there to
encourage them as they shared their
gifts so willingly. Families are separated, loved ones are missed, distancing,
isolation hold such weight. But hopefully, the lights on the trees, the candles in the windows, the stars shining
on a crisp cold evening, the faces of
our young ones bring us comfort
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reminding us of another journey all
those years ago – that of a young couple journeying towards Bethlehem –
crowds, no room in the inn, awaiting
the birth of their first child, a lowly
manger. Mary and Joseph must have
felt overwhelmed and then the cry of a
newborn, the stars, the sound of the
angels, shepherds keeping watch over
the flocks and a story of love, of
peace, of hope lives on.
I remember as a small child, watching
out the window one Christmas Eve as
the snow gently fell to the ground. So
often, it would seem as if each flake
danced through the wind as in one of
those snow globes that you invert. As

the day progressed, ferns of frost
would sprout at the corners of my
third-floor bedroom window, and
the bushes outside would bow under the weight of the ice and the
snow. The scene outside my window would soon be that of a white
covered world. Everything would
seem different as the city was
blanketed beneath huge piles of
snow.

And the world seemed to suddenly
become silent. The only sounds
might be the caroling of bells
from a nearby church, the shovels
doing their work or the quiet conversation of passersby. It was as if
for a few hours, everything just
seemed to stop. I like to think that
Christmas is a little like that. A
child is born, and the entire world
is suddenly different. For a few
hours on a holy and silent night
long ago, everything just stopped.
The only sounds were the caroling
of angels, the shouts of the shepherds, perhaps the sounds of the
barn animals and the quiet conversation of a young couple in a
Bethlehem stable cradling their
infant Son.
Silent night, holy night
All is calm, all is bright
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The Christmas Story is a wondrous
story, whose sheer scope quickly
spills beyond the edges of our
imagination. May we feel the
weight of COVID lift for a time as
we hang on to that moment when
the world seemed to stop. May we
be filled with the wonders and stillness of that first Christmas Eve.
Peter and I wish you a blessed
Christmas and thank you as always
for your continued support of Wilmot’s mission and ministry.
☺Thank you and Blessings,
Ellen Beairsto on behalf of
my team partner, Peter Short,
and all those who provide
leadership at
Wilmot United Church

A Thank You to the Congregation from
Outreach
Throughout the year, our congregation,
and others from outside Wilmot, continued to fulfill the roles of volunteers for
our Wednesday at Wilmot program. We
want at this time to say a very special
THANK YOU to all of you, not only for
your hours of volunteering but for your
tremendous generosity to support the
programs, and especially the presents that
were sent for the folks who come to our
Wednesday program. The table was filled
with such wonderful presents: scarves,
mittens, socks, Christmas decorations,
chocolate, cookies, and many other items
that you so kindly donated. With the
support of the United Way, we were able
to add gift cards that make a difference to
all of them. The people who attended
were overwhelmed with all that they
received, and we heard thank you from
them all. It was a very special day for us
as well - our work continues, and we are
so grateful for the support that we
continue to receive for the programs that
we offer here at Wilmot. These include
the Saturday Night Drop In, gifts
for children through the Multicultural
Association, the Fair Trade cupboard
purchases, volunteers at the 'Soup kitchen'
and more. Wishing you a very Merry
Christmas and we hope that 2021 will
bring good health to all.
☺The Outreach Committee
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Peter writes,
These are days of isolation. With the
arrival of the corona virus our freedom
of association is greatly reduced. To
put it more intimately, we are missing
our precious people.
There is spiritual danger in this.
Lacking human contact, it is possible
that these days of isolation may
metastasize into days of desolation.
Isolation indicates a lack of human
contact, but desolation indicates a lack
of human hope.
The novel Robinson Crusoe is a good
place to start an exploration of what is
happening to us. In the novel Crusoe
had been forced suddenly into
isolation when he became the sole
survivor of a shipwreck. Our isolation
has been forced upon us as well.
Maybe it wasn’t a sudden event like a
shipwreck, but no one expected it to
happen.
Crusoe’s father had urged him to
aspire to the average in life. Instead,
he ran away to sea and ended up alone
on a deserted island. Our experience
involves an enforced staying at home.
Whether at sea or at home, isolation is
the result. The spiritual question is
this: will what is happening lead us
into the demanding gifts of solitude or
into the endless passages of
hopelessness?
The morning after Robinson Crusoe’s
ship was grounded in a storm, he
found himself alone on an island.
Immediately he began a series of
eleven trips out to the foundered ship
to save from the wreck what

provisions he could. He saved all manner
of things: clothing, tools, cookware, rope,
spoons, canvas, nails. After each trip to
the wreck he made a list of the precious
items he had saved from the sea. These
things he called his wealth as he set about
making a home and a life on his remote
island.
“…I was gotten home to my little tent,
where I lay with all my wealth about me
very secure…”
He kept a journal in which he recorded
his projects, his comings and goings, and
his observations on solitary life. Four
criteria appeared to him to be necessary in
making his little encampment a home:
1.
2.
3.
4.

Health and fresh water
Shelter from the elements
Protection from danger
A view of the sea.

“…a view of the sea, that if God sent any
ship in sight, I might not lose any
advantage for my deliverance, of which I
was not willing to banish all my
expectation yet…”
Days and months stretched out into years.
Crusoe kept improving his little
encampment. He began to think of
himself as prosperous even though he was
“…some hundreds of leagues out of the
ordinary course of trade of mankind…”
In the thirteenth year of his isolation,
while out walking one day, Crusoe was
stopped in his tracks by something he had
never expected to see. He saw before him
a human footprint in the sand. The
footprint was not his. Over time he had
come to accept his fate, “…that I was one
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whom heaven thought not worthy to be
numbered among the living, or to appear
among the rest of His creatures; that to
have seen one of my own species would
have seemed to me a raising me from death
to life…”
In seeing the footprint, his first reaction was
fear. This is the same fear that rose in the
hearts of the women when they came upon
the resurrection of Jesus. It’s the same fear
we all have when we discover that the
future we had come to accept as closed has
been strangely opened and is pulling us into
a life we’re not sure we know how to live.
So it was that in his long days of isolation
Crusoe reported two things crucial to his
wellbeing: a view of the sea, and a human
footprint in the sand. From the sea will
come his salvation. From the footprint will
come his restoration to human community.
These are the things that prevent our
experience of isolation from descending the
dark desolate stairs.
I think that any church worthy of its calling
positions itself with a view of the sea.
Wilmot United Church is a congregation of
people surrounded by the needs and
dilemmas of a city stricken with hunger and
homelessness. It is clear that the odds of
fixing this are against us. It is possible that
we may be overwhelmed by the demands
upon us. Yet, the beauty of the music we
make, the raising of our prayers, and the
power of the ancient story are for us a view
of the sea upon which our salvation comes
sailing. Without such a view we are left to,
well, our own devices.
And I think that any church worthy of its
calling recognizes the gift of a human
footprint in the sand. At Wilmot we are

dedicated to keeping friendship and
intimacy alive. These days I am seeing
this especially in the work of my
partner in ministry, Ellen Beairsto. No
day of isolation is going to keep her
from the work God has called her to.
For months she has been scheming
about how to have a pageant for
children and youth. Not able to call
them all together, she has spent hours
driving from home to home delivering
costumes and collecting photos of the
young ones. She has written scripts,
recruited skilled volunteers, coached
and encouraged the timid ones,
collected bottles, and spent hours on
phone and computer getting people
together without actually being able to
get people together. It is an exhausting
task which she has undertaken without
complaint. All the while she has been
taking food and prayers and phone
calls to people who are sick or lonely.
If the church is discouraged at such a
time as this, she has become a
footprint in the sand.
She’ll be mad at me for saying these
things. And of course, it’s not all
about her. I just want to say what a
blessing it is to belong to a community
where so many people have been for
us a view of the sea and a footprint in
the sand.

If a conversation about what you are
experiencing might seem useful to
you, please don’t hesitate to call.
Ellen: 206 1943

Peter: 444 1912

May this odd and blessed season bring
its gifts to your door.
Merry Christmas!
☺Peter
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OUR CASAVANT
CHURCH ORGAN
The videographer taping the Wilmot
worship services went into the balcony to show our organist Margaret
MacDonald playing the organ. I’d
never peered into it before, and I was
struck by how complicated it
looked. I wanted to know how it
works. Margaret and the Keeper of
the Organ, Peter Gough, agreed to
show me. I wish you all could have
been there.
I learned that the desk-like enclosure
where Margaret sits is called the console. It’s even closed with a desk-like
rolltop cover. Peter demonstrated our
organ’s complexity. The console has
three keyboards called manuals, each
connected to three separate organs,
each organ with its own pipes in its
own little wood house called a chamber. The upper manual is connected
to the swell organ, the middle one to
the great organ, the lower one to the
choir organ. These organs are housed
behind the handsome choir loft façade with its carving and purely decorative gold pipes.
I was surprised to learn that the 32
wooden pedals--the pedalboard-- underneath the organist’s feet also constitute a keyboard, connected to its
own organ. Imagine the skill needed
to play simultaneously with your
hands and your feet. To the left and
right of the manuals are 32 knobs
called stops. Pulling out one or more
of these will change the tone-the timbre, pitch, and volume of the

music, giving us the saying “pulling out
all the stops.” With these, the music can
be made to sound like a reed--a flute, an
oboe, or a clarinet. Or like a string—a violin. Or even like a brass instrument! The
trumpet was sounded during the Remembrance Day worship service. Does the
stop called the diapason make the organ
sound like an organ? I will ask Peter to
explain that to me.
The metal gas-pedal-looking objects
above the keyboards are called couplers.
In conjunction with stops, they also
change the sound the organ makes. The
metal foot pedals above the wood pedals
open and close the shutters to each of the
organ chambers.
Our organ has 1892 pipes, from 16 feet
high to a few inches, most round and
made of metal, but some square and made
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of wood.
The Location of the Organ
The organ begins downstairs in the
vestry. Those of you who have been
in the Fireside Room when the organ
is being played have heard the
strange bellowing sound coming
from it. Here is housed its threehorsepower motor. Our organ is electro-pneumatic, that is, run with both
electricity and wind power. The little door in the Fireside Room leads
upstairs to the choir loft. Before the
building of the G. M. Young Hall,
the choir members got to the loft this
inconvenient way. The organ loft is
as tall as the equivalent of ten stories
from the sanctuary floor to the top of
the sanctuary.
The People of the Organ
Peter says that although our organ
has fewer pipes than some in the
city, it has been expertly designed
for our sanctuary, and our sanctuary
is known for its superb acoustics.
Peter was in charge of its restoration
and makes sure it is regularly tuned.
For many years, the tuner was Elmer
Bourque in Fredericton. When he
died, Peter felt lucky to find a replacement living in Dieppe, Brian
Evers. Margaret says that each
organ is unique so that it takes time
to learn its characteristics. The wellknown organist Willis Noble likes to
play our organ especially and so is
given his own practice time.
It was built by the Casavant Frères company in 1951 at a
cost of $28,724 and restored in 2000

-01 for $105,000. It’s estimated it
would now cost a million dollars to
build. The Casavant Frères, founded in
1879 in Saint-Hyacinthe QC is the largest organ company in the world, having
built 3449 organs in many countries,
ours being Opus 2049. The man in
charge of the restoration, Jean
Girouard, 70 years old in 2000, had
worked building the original organ.

Ctesibius of Alexandria invented it in
the 3rd century BC. It produces sound
by driving pressurized air (called wind)
through pipes selected from a keyboard.
The Restoration of the Organ
Peter made a video of the restoration
process. I was mesmerized by the
video, being able to see what is hidden
behind the choir loft. The pipes are
surprisingly ordinary looking. Watching the DVD was something like
watching a car engine being disassembled and re-assembled. Ordinary
pieces, some looking dirty, were taken
apart, cleaned, put back together. The
video shows Girouard at one time
cleaning a large pipe with a cloth and
then at another delicately wielding a
tiny brush to clean a small piece. Staging in the choir loft allowed carpenters
to repair the wood chambers. I was surprised how large and high up the space
is. The hour-long video has captions
describing what is happening, when
and by whom, including many volunteers from our own congregation. Our
webmaster Dylan Sweeny has put the
DVD on our website:
http://www.wilmotuc.nb.ca/organ
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DARK TIME
When lights are out
throughout the world
our planet spins
in naked dark.
The sun god* wanes,
his torch is hurled

toward bright day
and hits its mark.
This velvet dark
is perfumed sweet,
only touch and smell
discern what’s there.
I am delighted by the human ability to
take ordinary materials and fashion
them into something extraordinary. Our
ancestors took a piece of charcoal from
their fire or a rock from under their feet
and drew an animal on their cave
wall. The pipe organ is one of the most
magnificent of human creations, vastly
complicated, using physics, metallurgy,
woodworking, leatherwork, carpentry
and ordinary materials, plus mental
and physical prowess to create aweinspiring music.

☺Nancy Bauer

Why do we fear
where shadows meet?
They wrap us close
in arms of care.
We push against
restraining space,
we long to see
a loving face,
we struggle
to be free.
But we forget
that dark and light
are both alike
to Thee.
☺L. Caseley
December 2020
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*Apollo (The Sun God and God of
Light – one of the Olympian deities in
classical Greek and Roman religion/
mythology)...god of archery, truth &
prophecy, healing & diseases, poetry &
music & dance. Worshipers believed
that he delivered them from epidemics,
yet he was also a god who could bring
ill health and deadly plague with his
arrows.

Inspiration for poem: Learning to
Walk in the Dark by Barbara
Brown Taylor, Harper Collins,
2015; and Psalm 139:12 found in
verse 3 of the hymn “Saviour
Again to Thy Dear Name”, The
Hymnary #214.

Christmas Cards Painted by Ted Colson
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quarters. We were restricted by the
maximum numbers allowed in the
kitchen, so we did it over 2 busy days!
And it worked well.

What a year for all of us but we, the
Wilmot UCW are doing well in this
pandemic!
We were able to start our meetings
back in October and have met regularly
since with programs, business meeting
followed by a cup of tea! It was so
good to greet people even though we
were sitting 6 feet apart! We were so
happy to see everyone!

Our fundraisers are a big part of our
group. So, spending time with our
friends at a distance and somehow
abiding by COVID rules we were able
to hold our Fall Rummage sale in
October. We had longer hours and a
strict way for the items to be purchased
– it worked so well, and we felt it was
calmer and more enjoyable. Apple pies
are usually made under very close

Unfortunately, our Christmas Bake and
New-to-You Sale had to be cancelled at
the last moment as we headed back
into Orange!
We also missed our Spring Rummage
Sale this year, but financially we have
done well. The Foodless Food Sale in
February gave us $2500, the rummage
sale made us $3100 – the most ever!
And the Apple pies brought in $2300!
We are indeed incredibly grateful to the
support of our congregation at Wilmot
and their friends for the items for the
rummage sale and purchasing the pies.

And I would be remiss for not
mentioning the tremendous amount of
work our Co-Presidents do behind the
scenes, some days I think they live at
Wilmot – thank you Linda and Nancy!
☺Gillian Keyser, secretary UCW
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Wilmot Church is truly blessed to have
been supported by so many people in
the last year. Whether that support has
been in the form of time, gifts, or
talents we want to say a huge thank
you to everyone. All members of our
faith community have been such an
important part of Wilmot’s ability to
carry out its mission and to be our
vision of a light in God’s world.
An important part of enabling
Wilmot’s mission and vision is the
financial support we have received
throughout the year. Your donations
have allowed the church to ensure that
our worship services reach our faith
community, maintain connections with
our children and youth and continue
our outreach programs that provide
much needed support to the disadvantaged in our community and beyond.
As we near the end of the year, I want
to assure you that our financial position is particularly good. Wilmot has
met or exceeded our budgeted
amounts for donations to the operating, capital, and benevolent funds.
While our donations to the Mission
and Service fund are below our 2020
goal we are ahead of where we were
last year at this time. Rental income is
also down as you might expect given
that our building was closed for many
months this year.

Currently, our total revenue for this
year is about 90% of what we had
budgeted while our overall expenses
are about 80% of budget. This means
our budgeted deficit will be substantially lower than we had predicted.
While reduced office costs (e.g., no
weekly printed bulletin) and lower
heating costs have contributed to
lower expenses, it should also be
remembered that reduced expenses
have come about because of the many
in person services and events that
could not take place this year.
I know that Wilmot church can count
on your continued support in the coming year. On behalf of the Finance and
Investment Committee, I wish you and
your family all the best during this
Christmas season and for 2021.
Sincerely,
☺Craig Frame, Treasurer
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See the Signs
In a children's story a few weeks ago,
Ellen asked folks to help fill her empty
briefcase with special memories by
sending a picture of a special memory or
moment.

Our Christmas special for W@W
☺Twila

My mother made this cone wreath
for me. She died shortly after, just
before her 57th birthday. My father
told me that she insisted on wiring
each cone and nut, rather than gluing them, because that resulted in a
more beautiful wreath, she thought.
He said that her wiring caused her
fingers to bleed. When l looked,
sure enough, I saw drops of blood.
☺Nancy

I thought it better to have Peter in
the picture with Toby, but did take
a couple where Toby sat still and
looked at me like..." what's on my
head?"
☺Susan
The staff or candy cane was made for
me by a beloved Aunt and Uncle (now
both deceased).
☺Merry Christmas! Twila
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I watched your service on “signs”
yesterday. I haven’t been a child (or
even a young person) for a long time
but I am sending pictures anyways. This
is a picture of Kimberley United Church
which for me is a sign of hope. Hope
for the future and the time when we can
once again meet as a community of
God. About 100 years newer than
Wilmot and of course a lot smaller. The
original section was built around 1922
and the addition and current sanctuary
in the 1950s.
☺Susan B, Kimberley, BC

At 2 1/2, Blayke listens to
the Storytime from afar
☺Erin

Ana created her Gingerbread
House as part of the ZOOM
Sunday School program.
☺John

Sometimes its the silliness that brings back the
lasting memories. Having a good laugh is
Carolyn with family members.
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I walked to a service center where I
asked for directions to the
Ambassador Bridge which would get
me back into Canada. A young man
paying his bill at the cash register
asked where I was headed and after
telling him he said he would give me
a lift across the bridge. We crossed
the bridge, he dropped me off,
wished me Merry Christmas, did a
u-turn and was gone. I headed east.
The Charity of Strangers
It was 1967 and I had just graduated
from high school. I had no specific
plans for college or university so like
hundreds (probably thousands) I
decided to explore and see the world
beyond my small province. With only
a backpack and my thumb I hit the
road. I spent the next 18 months
travelling through parts of Canada and
the USA.

That day after several rides I ended
up at the home of a medical student
in Montreal. He had picked me up
outside of Kingston and though it
was late, his mother prepared us a hot
meal. Early the next morning,
Christmas eve, he drove me through
the Lafontaine tunnel and dropped
me off on the Trans Canada. Again, a
total stranger wished me Merry
Christmas and disappeared down an
off ramp.

By December 21st of that year I found
myself in Indiana where I had been
selling ads for Yellow Pages and that
job had finished. Not knowing anyone
locally I decided to head to Detroit
where I knew a guy who lived there.
He had said to me the last time I saw
him that I could drop in anytime. So, I
decided that would be a place to go
over the Christmas period. The next
day I arrived at his apartment, but no
one was home. I waited until evening,
but he had not shown up. I spoke to
neighbors and no one had seen him in
several weeks. I spent the night at a
laundry mat which was open and
heated. That morning I decided to head
home, home being a small community
just outside Sussex, NB.

I walked to where it was safe and
legal to hitchhike and after only a
matter of minutes a black Cadillac
stopped. I started to get in the front
seat, but the lady driver asked me to
sit in the back. Her attire was
befitting of the car. She certainly
didn’t seem to be the type to give
strangers a lift. She quickly
explained that she never picked up
hitchhikers, a statement I had often
heard. She told me that her son was
out there somewhere “on the road”
and she hoped drivers would be as
generous with him. She dropped me
off in Levis across from Quebec City
and wished me Merry Christmas.
Around lunch time I found myself in
Rivière-du-Loup, in the parking lot
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of a small restaurant by the highway.
It was quite cold with the wind
coming in off the St Lawrence, but I
stood there with my thumb out for
several hours without any luck. A
QPP car (Quebec Provincial Police)
had driven by a couple of times but
paid no attention to me, so I thought.
After going inside for soup, sandwich
and heat I resumed my place by the
side of the road. It was getting dark
around 4:30 when the QPP car pulled
up beside me. He asked where I was
headed. After answering his
questions, he said to get in, which I
did. We drove and talked about my
last two days on the road for about 15
miles when he pulled into a small
country store. Another QPP car was
sitting there. He told me to get in that
car, which I did. That officer could
not speak any English, so our
conversation was minimal. He drove
me about 20 miles where another QPP
car was waiting. This car hopping
happened one more time with the last
ride taking me to the Irving service
center just across the border in NB.
They all wished me Joyeuse Noel, I
thanked them and wished them the
same.
It was now 5:30 pm, totally dark, and I
did not look forward to standing on
the highway in the cold. A transport
truck had pulled in while I was getting
out of the QPP car so I approached the
driver and asked him if he could give
me a lift, but he said, “sorry,
passengers were not allowed.” Worth
a try. After standing on the highway
for a short time the same transport
truck pulled out to the edge of the
road, stopped, and the driver told me

to get in. I was going to ask him if he
was sure, the no passenger rule and all,
but I didn’t want to remind him, so I
jumped up and in. By 9:00 pm he
dropped me off at the bridge crossing
the Kennebecasis River just outside of
Sussex. Again, a total stranger wished
me Merry Christmas and was off.
From the highway I could see the
lights in my grandmother’s house
which was across a hay field on a side
road. I walked to the house, opened
the door (no locks in those days) and
said, “Gram I’m home!”
☺Rick Patterson

Sharing Our Sanctuary

A couple of weeks ago, we received a
request from a singer-songwriter and
musician now living in Fredericton
wanting to use our sanctuary. For
several years he has hosted an event in
a church in Boston that brought folks
together to sing carols, hear stories,
and celebrate the spirt of the season.
COVID obviously made this
impossible this year so he began to
plan a virtual event to share with
family and friends. While he could
have recorded this in a number of
places, he noted that Wilmot would be
a “beautiful location and really imbue
the event with the spirit it needs, this
year more than ever.” We were happy
to share our space and are pleased that
others will be able to experience the
beauty of our sanctuary as they
celebrate Christmas this year.
☺Shirley Cleave
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We’re on the
web at
wilmotuc.nb.ca

H av e y o u
checked
l at e ly ?

Words from Wilmot

is available in

LARGE
PRINT
For those with
impaired vision
newsletters will be
available on a limited
basis for each issue.
If you would like to
receive the LARGE
PRINT edition,
please ask your
Tanya Mullin at the
office.

Please
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FRENCH TOAST SOUFFLE
A treat for Christmas Morning
Ingredients:
10 cups white bread cubes
1 (8 ounce) package low fat cream cheese, softened
8 eggs
1 1/2 cups milk
2/3 cup half-and-half cream
1/2 cup maple syrup
1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract
2 tablespoons confectioners' sugar
Directions
Place bread cubes in a lightly greased 9x13 inch baking pan.
In a large bowl, beat cream cheese with an electric mixer at
medium speed until smooth.
Add eggs one at a time, mixing well after each addition.
Stir in milk, half and half, maple syrup, and vanilla until
mixture is smooth.
Pour cream cheese mixture over the bread; cover, and
refrigerate overnight.
The next morning, remove souffle from refrigerator,
and let stand at room temperature for 30 minutes.
Meanwhile, preheat oven to 375 degrees F (190 degrees C).
Bake, uncovered, for 30 minutes in the preheated oven,
or until a knife inserted in the centre comes out clean.
Sprinkle with confectioners' sugar, and serve warm.

