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REMEMBRANCE IN RETROSPECTIVE
I was born in 1938, just as World War II was “ramping
up,” and I was only 7 years old when it ended. My
father was in his late 30s and early 40s and employed in an essential industry (oil refinery) so he was
not “called up” - although he did train with the Army
Reserve. I still have a very faded picture of my Dad in
his Reserve uniform and me in a childish duplicate uniform (probably
age 5). I was looking down at my toes.
The only direct painful impact on my life during WWII was the death of
the older brother of one of my playmates. A bullet ricocheted during rifle
practice on the shooting range at Camp Ipperwash. I don’t remember
his name but carry a vivid memory of him in his coffin.
QUOTE OF THE
MONTH
Those who can-

In High School, I became an active participant in our school’s Army Cadet Corps. That earned me the privilege of spending three summers at
Cadet Camp (Ipperwash, Borden, and Banff National Cadet Camp)
learning basic combat, engineering, and communication technology
skills. We actually learned how to use and care for the basic infantry
tools of war: rifles, rapid-firing weapons, and grenades. I understand
that live ordinance is no longer used in Army Cadet training.
The death of my playmate’s brother and my Army Cadet training have
resulted in my being pretty cautious about the possession and use of
firearms (even though I was a skilled marksman). We have never had
weapons in our home.
During 56 years of professional life as a congregational clergy, hospital
chaplain, and pastoral psychotherapist, I have had many conversations
with “survivors” of war and their family members. It is an horrendous
thing to take another person’s life (at close range or by remote) - at
least as horrendous as being at risk of losing one’s own life or seeing
one’s friends lose their life.
War is sometimes necessary. It is, however, never something to be celebrated.
War is something to be remembered - always as an event never to be
repeated (but inevitably always on the horizon).
And so also are those who died as a result of war to be remembered.
Remembering is the way we deal with our grief and our gratitude for the
sacrifices that have been made by the living and the dead.
John C. Carr
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not remember the

past are condemned
to repeat it.
- George Santayana
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Captain’s Log: Star date 06072018 0632hrs
OK, I know I’m a Major…
but this sounds more Star Trekish.
The inhabitants and I have just completed the Air Force
Run in the desert in Kuwait. Why? No logical reason
other than being told, “You will all be running”. Order
given. Order obeyed. Spock would not be happy (when
is he?) with my timing of 5 kms in 32 minutes. However,
I’m old, and at 0600hrs it is already mid 30’s degrees.
The fact that I crossed the line at all is something I’m
glad to have achieved. I didn’t even need a defibrillator!
Some other Vulcan must have entered the race. His
time…I was told…was slightly over 18 minutes. I tried to
phaser him going by but I missed.
Upon reflection I wondered why I was running. Halfway
through I really wondered, “Why the heck am I running?”
“I’m a Chaplain damn it…not a gazelle!” Then as delirium came over me I remembered that at Star fleet academy we were taught about “ministry of presence”. Thus,
wherever the troops are, I will be. If they are running, I’m
running. If they are moving sandbags, I’m moving sandbags. If they are digging a trench…I’m standing by
watching them work and mocking them. (I never said I
was a good chaplain!)
In all due seriousness I am very thankful for the privilege
of serving with some of the best troops and leaders in
our country. A Chaplain’s ministry is relational. I would
love to think that many people come to a deeper faith
relationship through my great and wonderful preaching
skills. However, I believe that more people have come
to an awareness of God by me simply walking with them
through good times and bad. If my presence, my words
or my actions have helped others in any way, then I am
grateful.
One Biblical verse to end with. “But someone will say,
‘You have faith and I have works.’ Show me your faith
apart from your works, and I will show you my faith by
my works.” James 2:18
Padre MacRae…out!
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Major the Rev. Ken
MacRae is a Canadian Armed Forces
(CAF)
Chaplain
currently serving at
CFB Edmonton.
He was born on
Prince Edward Island and grew up
on a Government Experimental
Dairy Farm near Charlottetown.
(“No, I was not the produce of a
failed Experiment!”)
After graduating from the University
of Prince Edward Island he somehow convinced Cathy to marry him
(bribery helps). They moved to Toronto, where he received his M.Div
from Knox College. As an ordained
Presbyterian minister he served in
Appin and Melbourne, ON; Peterborough, ON; and then Sydney Mines,
N.S.
After 17 years of civilian ministry he
enlisted as a chaplain in the CAF.
He was first posted to 17 Wing in
Winnipeg, MB, and then posted in
2010 to Edmonton. Miraculously he
is still married to his wonderful wife
Cathy (31 years and counting). Their
son Matthew will be graduating from
U of A (Campus St Jean) in December 2018 with a B.Sc and B.Ed all in
French. (Obviously his son takes
after the intelligence of his Father!
His wife…may have a different opinion on genetic intelligence.)
Padre MacRae has gone on TLD’s
(Third Location Decompressions) to
Germany twice, and Cyprus to assist
with troops coming out of Afghanistan. He was deployed to Kuwait for
6 months in 2017, and another
month in 2018.

FROM OUR MINISTER:
Bitter or Better?
What does life do to us? This past Remembrance Day
we paused at the bitterness that Naomi, in the story of
Ruth, could have harboured in her heart for the rest of
her life. Yet, she didn’t let that happen to her.
Isn’t it funny how this happens over and over in history? Just think of how World Wars were fought bitterly
and filled with so much hatred. It’s astonishing how
chasms between different faith groups could give rise
to atrocities like Auschwitz.
Are we moving beyond that now, or are we still stuck in
those kinds of ethnic differences? Can the human
race, can we, ever learn?
When people misunderstand each other, have warped
perceptions and prejudices of each other, or are even
unable to forgive, the picture becomes dreary. Our
hope, though, is that people do learn. We live with the
hope that people are able to forgive, and people are
able to move on.
I would venture to say that the only real
way of forgiving comes from an authentic faith in Jesus, the Christ, who came
to this world more than twenty centuries
ago. He suffered and died, sacrificed,
rose from the dead and ascended into
heaven so that we could become his followers.
When we follow Christ, we learn to quit
harbouring unforgiveness. We learn to
move forward in very practical ways. We
stop telling and retelling and even living
the stories of hatred. We reach out to
each other, merely as fellow human beings. This is how we can start humbly
accepting differences and start loving

one another in spite of differences.

Let’s allow the Holy Spirit of God to
create in us this new vision of peace
and of reconciling with our
neighbour,
wherever we
go. Have a
wonderful
season of Advent!
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Mary and Max getting ready to
bring forward the Wreath of Remembrance on November 11,
2018

Te Araroa – The Long Pathway
It’s time to lace up our boots again. Inspired by the
Camino de Santiago pilgrimage we are now going on a
much longer hike. This time it will be New Zealand’s Te
Araroa hiking trails. Our travels will take us over mountains, through valleys and rivers, from the northern tip of
the North Island, crisscrossing the country, to the southern
tip of the South Island.
The pilgrimage has set the stage for us to get more out into God’s creation and enjoy the beauty of nature and the
stress free live style.
We are fortunate to be able to break away for 5 months
from this stressful rat race life that we are leading today.
This will give as the time to be still and reflect on all the
blessings that we have received.
On the glorious splendor of your majesty, and on your
wondrous works, I will meditate. Psalm 145:5
Cornelius and Susara Smuts
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