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January 12, 2022. 
 

“Give heed, O Job, listen to me; be silent, and I will speak” – Job 33:31 
 

The Tin Box 
 

Dear friend: 
 
As a teenager, our family lived across from a three generational Jersey farm.  The patriarch was a crusty ancient 
known as Uncle Joe.  His son, a veteran of WWI, was Mr. Roy, whose sister Miss Eileen ruled the roost.  Mr. 
Roy’s bachelor son, Don, could work as hard as the day is long. 
 
Mr. Roy’s life seemed to be engrossed in the war years.  His role was to care for the horses who pulled the 
armaments, and he talked about that constantly. Though the family farmed with machinery, they had a team of 
draft horses, a huge Clydesdale, Duke, who was as lazy as he was big, and a smaller Percheron, Bess, who could 
work as hard as Don.  Mr. Roy liked to cultivate the kitchen garden with Duke because despite his pie plate 
hooves, he would not ever step on a carrot or a beet, whereas Bess, despite her much smaller hooves, would 
step on everything. 
 
Mr. Roy was a war hero, though his family seemed to give him little credit for that or for anything else.  His wife 
was estranged from Uncle Joe and Miss Eileen, though we didn’t know why, and spent most of the time with 
Don’s siblings in other communities.  She would come for visits, and one could tell there was ice between her 
and Miss Eileen. 
 
Except for his time overseas, Mr. Roy spent almost his entire life, on the farm - literally.  He went to the same 
United Church our family attended, wearing the same blue suit and white shirt that appeared to have been 
purchased shortly after his return from service.  He had shiny high laced boots of the same era.  He took up the 
collection every Sunday which seemed to give him a sense of prestige.  Other than worship, he only left the 
farm to help neighbours.  Every day, he milked cows, cleaned stalls, and worked in the fields.  He listened 
intently to the CBC while sitting on a chair beside the wood stove in the kitchen.  The other members of the 
family watched TV in the living room.  Mr. Roy went to bed early.  Mornings always came soon enough. 
 
One day, Mr. Roy brought over a small tin box.  It was of army issue, used to keep soap during his time 
oversees.  It was dinted, and very light.  I remember he went on about that box, and from there his story 
proudly expanded to the harness he had to keep black with oil and polish, and the horses strong enough to pull 
the big guns.  On this particular day, he seemed especially anxious, and I remember being equally anxious to 
get on with whatever I was doing as a self-centered teenager.  Mr. Roy was, indeed, a hero.  His family didn’t 
give him a chance to indicate that, and on that day, neither did I – and I have regretted it ever since.   
 
We can’t know what lies beneath the things people tell us.  Maybe they want to indicate their own heroics.  
Maybe they just want to blow off steam.  All they need from us is to be their audience. 
 
Much love to you and your whole family. 
 
Until next time. Peter 

"Our relationship with God and each other strengthens us, and helps make the world a better place. 
We welcome and include everyone into congregational life." 
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