


 

 

Thoughts from the Editoré

It must have looked pretty silly. It was late November, 
only a few weeks before Christmas, and there I was, out 
on my back deck, tippy-toed in sock feet, trying to shake 
the remaining leaves off of my tree.  
 
I love trees and this one was particularly special because I 
had planted it myself the first year I had lived in Kingston. 
 
I am horticulturally challenged at the best of times but 
this tree has thrived in spite of rather than because of my 
care. It is a special maple tree that is known for its very 
dense foliage and is genetically engineered to form into a 
global shape. So at least once a year I have had to 
ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘǊƛƳ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ 
over my small back yard completely.                                     
 
It was only supposed to only grow to be about 12-15 feet 
tall at maturity. But every spring it comes back more 
densely leafed, taller and wider. And I am sure it must be 
20 feet tall now. I often jokingly tell people who see it in 
full foliage, that if gets much bigger I may have to move 
Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŦŜŜǘΧ 
 
But I digress. This tree has one very annoying feature. It 
likes to hold onto its leaves until nearly December. This 
makes raking and removing its leaves a race against the 
onset of winter. It would be much easier if it behaved like 
my Ash tree in the front yard- a tree which has the 
decency to know when to let go and go naked.  
 

Of course I do know and 
begrudgingly accept that all living 
things do not align their rhythm of 
life to my convenience.  And there 
are seasons that govern us all, 
even my Reluctant Tree. 
 
``To every thing there is a season, 
and a time to every purpose under 
ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΧϥϥ 9ŎŎƭŜǎƛŀǎǘŜǎ оΦ                Ada Mallory, Editor 
 
There is a sadness to the end of the summer and autumn 
that reminds all of us of the changing seasons of our lives. 
My tree which was so reluctant to losing its crowning 
glory now sways submissively to the cold breezes, 
leafless. Days are becoming shorter; darkness encroaches 
incrementally. 
 
But the onset of Winter intrinsically carries with it the 
promise of spring. Life lies silently, restlessly waiting for 
the renewal of Spring. And just as my tree has preserved 
its life by finally submitting to the elements, we too as 
/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴǎ ΨǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜΩ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ǿŜ 
submit to the care and will of God. 
 
{ƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΩǎ ŘŜŜǇŜǎǘ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ 
together look forward to celebrating the birth of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, our great Renewer of Life, the hope and light 
ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΧ 

 
And may we never be reticent in declaring to all that He is truly the Reason for the Season! 
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You have not lived today until you have done something for someone who can never repay you. 

Paul Bunyan 
 



From the Ministerõs Deské 

aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘ !ǘǿƻƻŘΩǎ Ψ! IŀƴŘƳŀƛŘΩǎ ¢ŀƭŜΩ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ŀ ¢± ǎŜǊƛŜǎΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻticed how many 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ƴƻǾŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƭƳǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ōŀǎŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ 
rather bleak one at that? The utopian dreams of former generations, built upon a sense of 
the innate goodness of humanity, have been replaced in contemporary culture by 
dystopian perspectives that despair of our human character and the possibilities of this 
world.                                                                                                                                                             Andrew Johnston                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
 
Christian faith is also future oriented. It is, however, a future neither utopian nor dystopian. It is a future 
determined not by our possibilities nor by our failings, but by God. It is a future that is good, and sure! 
 
 Lǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ΨƘŀƴŘƳŀƛŘΩ aŀǊȅ ό[ǳƪŜ мΥоуύ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ DƻŘ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǳǎ ƛƴ 
Jesus. When darkness reigned, God came among us as one of us, taking on our humanity and opening a way 
through life and even death, offering all humanity a new beginning. 
   
But that was only the beginning. The promise is that all God began in Jesus ς the forgiveness extended, the 
wounded healed, hungry fed, violence emptied, death defeated, peoples united ς God will complete at the 
return of Jesus. Jean Calvin acknowledged that the coming of Christ to most of us may be at our death, before 
the Second Coming. But is not the conclusion of the New Testament a great vision of humanity gathered in the 
Holy City of life abundant, and for all? 
 

 We look forward to Christmas for a few weeks 
each year. But what we really look forward to, 
our whole lives long, is God bringing this new 
world. This future orientation is the true mark of 
a Christian ς ever critical of the status quo, our 
lives are shaped by what is yet to be. 
    
Which brings me to this detail of one of the new 
sanctuary banners created by Fern Houston and 
Anne-Marie Gabrini. I love the way it shows 
Joseph assembling the manger in which Jesus is 
to be welcƻƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ 
call was to prepare for the incarnation of Christ, 
our call is to prepare for Christ bringing his 
kingdom of new beginnings. 
 
This will involve remaining faithful in Christian 
worship and community, but also persevering in 
support of initiatives for justice and peace for 
all. And this is the work of not a season but a 
lifetime! 

Joseph, the Carpenter, building a cradle for the infant Jesus. This 
bannerΣ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ǘΦ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎ ǎŀƴŎǘǳŀǊȅΣ was 

created by Anne Marie Gabrini and Fern Houston. 

Heaven's Making 

"Fail not to call to mind, in the course of the twenty-fifth of this month, that the Divinest Heart that ever 
walked the earth was born on that day; and then smile and enjoy yourselves for the rest of it; for mirth is 
also of Heaven's making." ςJames Henry Leigh Hunt, 1784-1859       www.belief.net/inspiration/galleries 

 



Turpinõs Trail: Sharing the joy of our 200th yearé   

 
! YƛƴƎǎǘƻƴ .ŀǎŜŘ vǳƛƴǘŜǘΣ ¢ǳǊǇƛƴΩǎ ¢Ǌŀƛƭ- consisting of Brian Flynn, Steve Kennedy, Jon McLurg, Noah St. Amand 
ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎ aǳǊǇƘȅΣ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŦǳƴŘ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊǘ ŀǘ {ǘΦ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎ ƻƴ Friday, October 13, 2017- sharing in the 
Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ нллǘƘ ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅΦ ¢ǳǊǇƛƴΩǎ ¢Ǌŀƛƭ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳƴŜǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǎŀƴŎǘǳŀǊȅΣ 
with special guest Jennifer Shepherd. Well attended, it provided us with an evening of fun and toe tapping music! 

 

 

Jenny Shepherd, seen here with Brian Flynn and 
Steve Kennedy, opened for this concert.  

Jenny is the daughter of Janet & Paul Payne, 
members ƻŦ {ǘΦ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎΗ 

No Pastor, it's Spring forward, Fall back!! 



M y Immigration Story             by Rose Deshaw
I always seem to roll the universe into a ball and throw it at 
the big questions around Canada Day. Why did we come to 
this country, and what did we find here? Was it worth 
leaving family and friends behind? 
 
When we immigrated in 1968 from the U.S., it was in the 
company of an estimated 100,000 young men of draft age. 
Normally no more than 10,000 at most would cross the 
border in any one year. 
 
In 1967 Canada had instituted the Points System, nine 
criteria to see whether or not independent applicants 
would be useful to the country. This information trickled 
down to us in a small U.S. college town where my husband, 
Dick, had just been awarded a fellowship to the University 
of Waterloo. But once the letter announcing this great gift 
had been sent, a mail strike fell on our plans like an anvil 
off a cliff. 
 
In those pre-Internet days, we could not afford to 
contact the university by phone, and we could not 
find the town of Waterloo on any maps as it was 
always lumped in with Kitchener, like a distant relative. To 
compound things, I lost the letter in the turmoil of packing 
up Dick, myself and our two-year-old to leave the country. 
 
Finally, at a farewell party, someone brought refreshments 
in a Seagram's carton labeled Waterloo, Ont. Without the 
letter, we hung onto a piece of that box like some official 
document. We would have to go 3,000 miles, clear across 
the mountains and prairies of this new country, to find out 
whether or not there really was a Waterloo. 
 
My husband was a graduate in philosophy and I was a 
hippie, though not the drug-taking variety. Mostly it was 
because of the music, the great sense of community and 
the belief that we could change the world. I marched in 
protest rallies and subscribed to socialist journals while my 
husband worried over whether or not we could between us 
come up with the minimum 100 points that allowed you to 
cross the border. 
 
You needed to have proof of $300, no criminal record and 
some skills that the country needed. What was unsaid is 
that by the summer of 1968, the border was being flooded 
by bearded, long-haired draft dodgers. We could be caught 
up in the country's initial rejection of this wave, solely by 
our appearance.  

My husband got out his honourable discharge from the 
army, got a haircut and shaved his beard. I bought us 
outfits from Sears and dressed the two-year-old in 
polyester. 
 
We had an old Studebaker from a farmer's field, a heavy 
canvas Second World War army tent from my father and 

exactly $300. Avoiding the bigger ports, we decided to 
cross at a tiny Okanagan border town that didn't get much 
traffic. 
 
With no money to spare, I packed a picnic lunch before we 
left. That night we slept on the beach in our old clothes, 
putting the baby between us rolled in blankets. Both of us 
stayed awake that night, watching the moon rise over cold, 
dark water and wondering separately what we would do if 
this country that sounded so wonderful, rejected us when 
we applied the next morning. 
 
They had a smiling prime minister with a rose in his lapel 
who made you feel as though he'd listen when you talked 
to him; that his government was a reasonable, 
approachable kind of thing. Behind us was a grey 
bureaucracy of unfeeling stone that had already sent many 
of the young men in my husband's graduating class to their 
deaths in Vietnam. 
 
Probably the baby having a good night's sleep was what 
got us in. He woke up delighted with his new outfit and we 
rolled into customs as soon as it opened, where he sang 
and danced and talked about what a wonderful time we 
were going to have.  
 

 
They passed us right on through, smiling. What had seemed a huge obstacle, just melted away. 

 
And we immediately began spending the $300 as we started across Canada in the old car with the pounding hammer of 
the mail strike shutting down the country. We used the unwieldy old tent till Dick pitched it, in the darkness, across a 
drainage ditch in Killbear Park near Sarnia. Water ran into our sleeping bags all night. We drove straight through after 
that, to Waterloo. 



I have often thought about what I would say if I had the 
chance to advise those we left behind. All immigrants deal 
with that question when they hit the tough times. We had 
it easier than most. While the law says we couldn't become 
citizens for five years, we were landed immigrants who 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΣ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜƭȅ ōƻƛƭŜŘ 
over with education. My husband would go to school on 
the fellowship, the two-year-old would go to daycare and I 
would get a job to supplement the fellowship income. 
 
9ȄŎŜǇǘ L Ǝƻǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ άǎǘƻǇ-working-
immediately-or-there'll-be-ǘǊƻǳōƭŜέ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎƛŜǎΦ 
Unplanned. The two-year-old quit daycare and my husband 
quit school, needing to quickly find a job ς and jobs were 
not growing by the roadside ripe for the picking. We 
interviewed our way around Ontario till we reached the 
end of our rope. 
 
There was just enough gas left in the Studebaker to get us 
to the last of the interviews. What money we had went for 
a motel room on a side street in the small town where the 
interview would take place the next day. We had a bit of 
food left for one more meal for the baby. 
 
I was very low, though I knew all immigrants surely came to 
worse than this at one time or another. I borrowed an iron 

from the motel office to press my husband's suit, taking  
the baby with me. A kind woman at the office seemed to 
have figured out, from my disinterest in suggestions on 
where to eat, that things were pretty rough. 
 
Getting passed through customs meant we'd promised not 
to become a drain on the country. So if the coming 
interview didn't produce a job, we'd be crawling back to 
our parents for a ƭƻŀƴ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ άL-told-you-ǎƻΩǎέ 
falling thick and fast about our ears. 
 
A stranger knocked on the door of our room that night. He 
was laden down with all sorts of fantastic food. A bar 
mitzvah had been held at the motel and there were lots of 
leftovers. Would we do them a favour and take some of it 
off their hands? As I resisted the urge to fall down and kiss 
his feet and those of the woman at the front desk, I 
resolved to help whoever I saw in trouble from then on 
out. 
 
Rather quickly the next morning, Dick was hired with a 
month's advance in salary and the address of a fully 
furnished house for rent.  
 
The fact that the landlord, his large family 
and nine Siamese cats with fleas would 
remain with us there for a while, too, while 
I cooked and cleaned despite the 
pregnancy, is another story.

What happened at the motel gave me             Rose DeShaw           
what some scientists are saying at the Perimeter Institute 
back in Waterloo; that we carry our prior beliefs into any 
situation to interpret it. 
   
In this case, my prior became that neighbourliness is not 

+confined to a street address but happens wherever good 
people hold out their hands to help; 

That I will strive to be one of those good people has been 
my prior ever since. 

 
Rose DeShaw is a member of the Whig-Standard's 

Community Editorial Board and a retired bookseller with 
prison library experience. 

 
 

+++++++++++ 
 

At a wedding, a distant relative of the bride was sitting at a table with a bunch of family 
members. The bride and groom were making their rounds to greet each guest. When they got to 
the table they overheard him saying it was soon to be his fiftieth anniversary. 
 
ά²ƻǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘŜΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΚέ 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǘƻ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ /ƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŦƻǊǘƛŜǘƘ ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ƳŀȅōŜ LΩƭƭ 
Ǝƻ ǇƛŎƪ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŦƛŦǘƛŜǘƘΗέ  

Rose DeShaw with her husband, Dick & 3 children, ca 1970 


