Remembrances from Former Fort Massey Student Ministers
From Rev. Sandy Ferguson,
I would like to offer my hearty congratulations to the congregation of
Fort Massey for their 150th anniversary!
I became a member of Fort Massey United Church in the mid 1990s. I
had attended a service the Sunday after Christmas and after a sermon
preached by Reverend Trent, I felt called to become a member of the
United Church of Canada.
As a new face I was invited to be part of a group that explored new
possibilities of worship at Fort Massey, and I appreciated the trust that
was placed in me as a new face as we tried our new things.
I enjoyed being a member of the congregation and was glad for the
opportunities to contribute to its life. One of my duties was ensuring that
our candles were ready for worship!
Making it in time for Sunday worship was always a challenge, as I would
rush up the steep hills and often singing the first hymn of the service
while still catching my breath.
I also enjoyed getting to know the students who were assigned to Fort Massey from the Atlantic School
of Theology, in particular Kay Clowater and David Wright.
One night Jenn and I met Dave at the McDonalds on Quinpool Road and in the course of our
conversation I felt called to the ministry, and so the next stage in my faith journey would begin.
And Fort Massey supported me. Reverend Trent gave me some interesting advice, make sure I don’t lose
my Scottish accent! And then there was my wonderful Discernment Committee, Colleen, Ruth and Jim
who guided me through the candidacy process and challenged me on my understanding of what it meant
to be called to faith, as they were a powerful reminder that I was being called to serve a community of
faith.
Fort Massey also offered me practical experiences, I became our congregation’s Presbytery
representative and would attend Presbytery and Conference meetings and in doing so learn more about
the larger United Church. And later I would be privileged to lead the congregation and preach from the
pulpit.
It was in May 2003 that I would be ordained as a minister in the United Church of Canada in Halifax
and I was tickled pink to see quite a few members of Fort Massey attending the service.
Thank you Fort Massey for the many experiences that I had as a member of the congregation that would
play a critical role in shaping my path towards ministry.

To my dear friends of Fort Massey,
With deep joy, I bring you warm greetings on the
th
celebration of your 150 year in ministry together!
What an achievement! For generations, Fort
Massey has been a cornerstone of the South End
and I am confident that with your creativity and
passion and dedication, you will continue to inspire
one another and the community in the years ahead.
Many blessings on that journey!
I was asked to send you folks an update on my own
ministry journey since my time with you. As you
may remember, it was from January 2015 until
April 2016 that I was with you as a student minister, working alongside Rev. Trent as part of my studies
at AST. I remember meeting Trent the previous fall, when he came to one of the Community Thursday
Lunches at AST. We sat down together and got to chatting, when he informed me that the only reason he
came to Community Thursdays was to scope out the best new crop of student ministers! Sure enough,
about a month later, I was told that I had been placed at Fort Massey with Trent as my supervisor.
Being the nervous young seminarian that I was, I decided to attend one of your services “incognito” that
November. I thought that I would sit in the back, not talk to anyone and simply observe, watching and
learning to see what kind of congregation you were.
Well, as the saying goes, “the best laid plans of mice and men go oft awry!”
Within 10 minutes of the service starting, Trent pointed me out to the congregation, asked me to stand
up and announced that I would be joining you the following January as your new student minister!
Over my time with you, I grew in my confidence and found myself a part of a deeply faithful, deeply
caring, never shy community, always eager to share with a young student your wisdom, experience, your
joys and your struggles, while letting me experiment and bring my own ideas to you. Fort Massey was a
community where no question was ignored, and every opportunity to serve the wider community was
taken. From hosting concerts and art shows, to community lunches and social justice work, you lived
your faith actively, wearing it on your sleeve, and you showed me what it meant to be a brave and bold
community of faith. I particularly enjoyed my time working with Simon Abbott on both music and youth
group events, including a confirmation class, not to mention getting to know many of the folks in the
neighbourhood through regular visits at coffee shops or in your homes.
Since my time with you, I have served in a few different churches. The summer after I left Fort Massey,
I took an appointment at United Heritage Church, in downtown Sydney, where I worked part-time as
they decided whether they should become a Student Internship Site themselves. After graduating from
AST, my own internship took me to Central Ontario, where I served Trinity United Church in
Cannington, a town north of Toronto on the edge of the Kawartha Lakes. While there, I also served in
the presbytery as a facilitator helping struggling rural congregations redefine their mission and vision.
By the time I left there in 2019, I was working with a collective of six communities of faith all who had
come together to reimagine what it meant to be church in their area.

I moved back to Nova Scotia in the fall of 2019, spending a few months with my partner, Amy, before
beginning to look for a new church. As it happened, the pandemic then came along and as a result, my
ordination was delayed until November 2020. I now serve a small rural church just to the south of Truro,
called Harmony-Camden Pastoral Charge.
I continue to carry with me fond memories and learnings from my time with you at the Fort, and think of
you every time I drink tea out of my cherished Fort Massey mug, or whenever I wear my black robe
gifted to me by Nancy Riggs, or indeed whenever I read through the Book of Common Prayer which
you gifted me at the end of my time with you.
I wish you all the best as you celebrate this achievement
and may God continue to bless you in your years of ministry ahead!
Your brother in Christ, Rev. Daniel MacDonald

Happy 150th anniversary! I have known the witness,
friendship and history of Fort Massey United Church
since I was placed there as a student minister in 1988
on a two-year assignment. My supervisor then was the
Rev’d Ivan Norton. But the mentorship offered was
joint effort, Ivan and Judy together. Ivan taught me the
most important lesson I have learned in pastoral
ministry, to visit all parishioners, in their own space. I
have carried on that effort, visiting every household
willing to let me come into their home or take out them
for a coffee. This connection has given the household
the assurance of my interest, of my availability, giving
them the opportunity to ask questions on their terms. If
a crisis does come, they know me, they trust me, they
will call. The questions also help me to be a better
preacher, to speak to the spiritual musings of the people
sitting in the pews every week.
Judy taught me the value of building community; in
meals, potlucks, involving all ages in liturgical
celebrations like Palm Sunday, nativity services, even
Reformation Sunday! The congregation taught me too.
I was asked if there was anything I had never done in a church. I had never taught Sunday School. Those
children, those parents, gave me a wonderful formation in what children “take away” from church, what
they offer church, how they are part of church.
I remember three specific things I learned at Ft. Massey from the congregation. 1) When I learned, in my
volunteer work at Hope Cottage, that the guests rarely received dessert-like treats I decided to have the
Sunday School and I work on “peanut-butter balls” as a gift. When I shared this “bright idea” with the
children and parents they reminded to be sensitive to allergies, to find out what the guests want, to
present the offering on colourful plates. 2) When Judy created an Advent service based on the
experience of the donkey who carried Mary she asked me to play the role of donkey. She reminded me,
“this will be good training for ministry, an exercise in humility.” I was a little nervous to be in such a
costume, worried how the church would receive me. The congregation could not have been more
supportive and appreciative. I also still have that costume, made by two members of the Fort Massey
choir and have used it at many of the churches I have served (see photo). And 3) I witnessed street
people attending the services at FM. I always made effort to include them, talk with them, visit with
them. But my responsibilities on Sundays after church were manifold; talking with Sunday School
parents, arranging pastoral visits, meeting new people. I watched the church welcome, befriend and
connect with persons whom I would see as guests at Hope Cottage on Thursday nights. I learned it was
not “all on me” to make this ministry of hospitality a priority.
I hope these reflections, learnings and memories are of some interest to you as they remain part of my
ministry and my life’s journey.
Peace. Kevin

Dear friends,
It’s with great joy that I write to you as you
celebrate this moment in the unfolding of your
story as a community of faith. Like countless
others, Fort Massey was key in shaping and
forming my practice of ministry and who I am as
a minister during my student days. Much is
changing in our wider church, let alone the world
but educating students for ministry will be as
critical as it ever was in living out the good news
of God’s love and justice. Thank you for being
there for me and my family as I undertook this
journey. I always knew that with every step, Fort Massey was kindly there supporting me and offering
opportunities to experiment and gain confidence.
Along my journey at AST, my partner Lorna was looking for a summer job while she attended
Dalhousie’s school of Social Work. We were living on Victoria Ave. at the time, and she happened upon
a call from Fort Massey for someone to work in the office. Well, that was the beginning of our
relationship with FMC. Lorna and Trent became fast friends, and before I knew it, I was occasionally
filling in for him in the summer as a student supply.
In time, Lorna moved on to other work, and I ended up working in the office a few times a week as the
administrator. I have fond memories of many chats with Trent in his office, working to prepare for
phantom of the pipes and later, the Christmas season. It was a great gig that helped me see the inner
workings of essential ministers that aren’t always as recognized – our beloved administrators who keep
the church universe humming.
Later I would fill in for much of Trent’s vacation time during the summer, and I fondly recall living on
South Park Street in an apartment that Richard and Carol kindly provided to us. Lorna and I got to
know them and Richard’s brother David as tenants, but like most things at FMC, we became fast friends
during those years.
Over the years Lorna and I sang in the choir (mostly Lorna!), and I remember Chinese New Year’s at
Pierre’s while Margaret was still well. I remember Angus’ beautiful telling of the Christmas story, with
children gathered all around us late in the night of Christmas eve in the sanctuary. I remember Ruth and
her balloon’s that raised many a spirit in hospital visitations. I remember rich theological conversations
with Elliot at the door, and reviewing the many notes Angus had taken during the sermon! Talk about
wise teachers!
At FMC, I just remember the constant care, support, and encouragement I received as a student. Among
you, I had space to explore, experiment, and discover more of the Spirit who hallows us all and the
universe we share, and for that I am ever grateful – like countless other students who will the same, and
more besides.
Bless you all as you continue to the adventure in faith and friendship.
Namaste,
M

Fort Massey Anniversary Musings from Rev. Heather Ferrier (2021)
I began my time as Fort Massey’s student minister in January 2012,
but what most of you wouldn’t have known was that it was a lastminute arrangement. Plans had been underway for me to be assigned
to another congregation, but their minister was going on leave. Trent
was very gracious in welcoming an additional AST student, even
though you already had Rob Bossler at the time. Later I would realize
this was typical of the warm hospitality of the Fort, where there’s
always room for one more.
On my first Sunday I was quite nervous, especially as Trent went over
all the choreography of entering the sanctuary and walking up the
stairs of the chancel in sync. I don’t remember how it all turned out,
but as I made my way out after the service, I was startled to see my
name above the door. Well, not my name exactly, but the Rev. Robert
Ferrier Burns, who was the congregation’s minister from 1875-1892. This may be hard to appreciate if
your last name is MacDonald, but I’ve never met a Ferrier who wasn’t a close relation. It seemed like a
sign, seeing “Ferrier” above the door; perhaps Fort Massey was where I was meant to be after all!
I was blessed to be with you until April of 2014, attending UCW meetings, dinners, teas, and even one
of the men’s breakfasts. I developed a great fondness for Irene Parks’ homemade tea biscuits, and was
soon joking that I’d never seen a church that found so many reasons to eat together! In a great
demonstration of Christian charity, I was even permitted to join the choir, despite being an alto with no
natural talent. Under the spirited musical leadership of Simon and Leah, the choir delivered lovely
anthems by John Rutter, even with me among them.
The greatest musical moment during my time with you, however, wasn’t on Sunday morning: In
October of 2013, Fort Massey played host to what may have been the largest hymn sing ever seen in
Maritime Conference, when the Behold Conference came to Halifax. Every pew was packed with
United Church members and clergy from across Canada. As hundreds of happy voices joined together to
sing “Will Your Anchor Hold,” I briefly wondered if I’d ever hear it sung that way again, with Ivan
Gregan next to me and Trent in the pulpit, both part of that generation of ministers now retiring.
However, time marches on, whether we’re ready or not. It’s been eight years since that day, and
Christmas is just around the corner. As we do every year, we’ll hang our Fort Massey ornament on our
tree. I have no doubt that my son Rory, who will soon be 4, will spot the little silver church and ask his
favourite question: “Why?” And I will tell him, “This is Fort Massey, the church where mummy learned
to be a minister. You would like them; they’re very kind, and just like you, they like stories about Jesus
and eating cake.”
As you celebrate your anniversary, may God bless you with happy memories of your many students and
the knowledge that your years of nurturing the next generation of ministers has been a great gift to the
wider church.

We started attending Fort Massey Church in April 2002 when we moved to Halifax for Alan’s work. I was
recovering from major surgery and was hoping to find a church within close walking distance. At that time
we were living on Tobin Street directly across the street from this large, majestic brick church. Where I come
from, in Cape Breton, our United Churches are usually small white, wooden buildings. You can imagine my
delight when Alan checked out the sign on the church! That very Sunday we crossed the street to the church.
and to two years of precious memories and newly found and kept friendships.
We felt welcome from the moment, Ackie met us at the door. Although, Alan was a little put off when Ackie
said “I see you brought your daughter to church with you this morning!” I was feeling quite proud of myself
until Alan told Elliott what Ackie said and Elliott’s reply was “Ackie says that to everyone!” Way to burst my
bubble!
We were always moved and challenged by Rev. Trent’s sermons. We were particularly inspired by his
sermon series called “The Comfortable Pew.” Soon we were active in the Fort Massey church community,
taking part in services, Bible Study, meetings, doing the newsletter, etc.
While living in Halifax, I took the opportunity to do something I’ve always wanted to do – I took a 2-year
course in Theological Studies at AST. Rev. Trent was so supportive of me and loaned me books and other
resources. He also afforded me the opportunity to be involved in Sunday worship. Much to my surprise and
delight, Rev. Trent, Colleen Estabrooks and Alison McDonald even attended my graduation.
We have so many wonderful and cherished memories of our time at the Fort. Some that come to mind are a
busload of us going to see the Christmas lights in and around the Fall River area and singing carols, there and
back; helping out preparing meals, in the church kitchen, for those who needed a hot meal after hurricane
Juan; taking part in special church services; serving at meals and lots of fun and laughter! After we returned
to our home in Cape Breton, I was honoured to be asked to continue doing the church newsletters and also to
prepare worship services for the congregants to do while Rev. Trent was off to Maritime Conference in May.
Alan and I made many lifelong friendships during our time at Fort Massey. We loved every minute of the
two years we spent as part of your family and for that, we will always be grateful.
As it is written in the scriptures, nothing can separate us from the love of Jesus. We will continually walk in
His steps, reflect His righteousness and be carriers of His grace. We celebrate this day, with you, in
thanksgiving and appreciation for the work done by this church community over the past 150 years. As with
every new season, may this new anniversary be the fresh beginning of new and amazing things for Fort
Massey. Congratulations and Happy 150th Anniversary!
Holly MacIntosh and Alan Benninger
Past Members of Fort Massey United Church

