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YOU ARE NOT ALONE. COME SHARE THE JOURNEY. 
 

 
 

Message from the Chair 
 
Here we are back in the season of Advent. It seems that this year has 
flown by because it has been filled with so many things. Parkminster is 
a congregation that works together and works hard. There are no 
words to express gratitude for the work that helps us to move into this 
new season of Advent.  
 
The United Church of Canada’s ADVENT UNWRAPPED lets us know 
WHAT IS ADVENT? Happy New Year! Advent is the start of the 
Christian Church Calendar. Advent traditionally starts four Sundays 
before Christmas Day. The word “Advent” is a mashup of two Latin 
words: adventus (arrival) + venire (come). This makes sense because during Advent we 
anticipate and prepare for the arrival of the coming (or more accurately the second coming) of 
Christ and reflect on what that means for us. 
 
In this edited copy of Nadia Bolz Weber’s advent sermon shares the following:  
I’m grateful for the focus on the 2nd coming of Christ because I just need the story to be 
bigger. I need Advent to be about both reaching back toward the coming of the Christ child 
and reaching forward toward the story of Christ coming again.  
 
Expectations are when we think we already know the outcome. And expectancy is when we 
are open to whatever the outcome may be knowing that whatever it is, God will be with us. 

https://www.patheos.com/blogs/nadiabolzweber/author/nadiabolzweber/
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Expectancy is about trusting that the story is bigger. That God is already present in the future 
we are anxious about. 
 
Expectancy is what the prophet Isaiah expressed when he spoke of the future in this way: 
In the days to come God shall judge between the nations, 
and shall arbitrate for many peoples; 
(you know what the result of “God’s judgement” is? Peace) 
they shall beat their swords into plowshares, 
and their spears into pruning hooks; 
nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 
neither shall they learn war any more. 
 
Isaiah wrote this when things weren’t going so great for his people, as a way of saying the 
story of God and God’s people is bigger than what is happening now so wait for the Lord, 
whose day is near, be strong, take heart. 
 
This is expectancy: to anticipate that God fulfills God’s promises. 
 
Expectancy isn’t about singing “happy days are here again” as though certainty and optimism 
will save us from this present darkness. Expectancy is confessing that the story is big – that 
the story reaches back and it reaches forward and that the promise that God is not done, and 
that we will not be left alone. This hope to which we cling is not a naive hope. Nor is it an 
escapist hope. But quite the opposite. It’s the hope of people who have heard the dangerous 
rumor that there is life beyond death and hope beyond suffering. 
 
Our hope for the future is not in the government but in the God of 
Isaiah and Mary Magdalene or God of Teresa of Avila and Theresa of 
Calcutta. Our hope is not ever in our ability to be hopeful. It is 
not in our ability to get anything right whatsoever. Our hope is 
in the God of Jonah and Hagar. Because foundationally we are a 
people of a story. And that story is fundamentally a story of 
God’s promises.  
 
This is what it means to stand in the midst of a troubled world and raise our heads in 
expectancy pointing to from where our help comes. It comes from a God of promise who is 
faithful. As a people of this story we have one hand reaching back to touch the hope of the 
prophets and one hand reaching out to God’s promised redemption of the world and by 
reaching both back and forward in this way we are then open – open and vulnerable to the 
realities of the present. 
 
A world in which Christ’s love is the rule. A world in which swords are beaten into 
ploughshares and guns are melted into combines.  And we cling like crazy to this hope…hope 
which the apostle Paul reminds us, does not disappoint. 
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This hope that doesn’t disappoint is not a naive hope…it’s a gritty expectancy. A waiting on 
God. We dare to be strong. And we dare to take heart. Because there is more to the story than 
just what is happening now. Thanks be to God. Amen. 
https://www.patheos.com/blogs/nadiabolzweber/2016/11/you-know-what-sounds-awesome-
about-now-a-good-juicy-apocalypse-an-advent-sermon/ 
 
I also appreciate her message delivered further on in the season of Advent, on Christmas Eve: 
The night Jesus was born, the night heaven touched earth, the night God chose to slip into this 
world in human flesh, the night God took on our native garb, angels hovered around and the 
glory of the Lord shone upon – not the priests in the temple, not the magistrates in the city hall, 
not the professors in the academy. The glory of the Lord shone upon some dudes who lived 
with sheep and slept outdoors. I thought of it for the first time this week. Like, why shepherds 
and not, like journalists or something?  
 
The only answer I can come up with is this: because shepherds are totally fine with mangers. 
Jesus was born when and where he was most needed and that was in Bethlehem 2,000 years 
ago amongst sheep and straw and maybe God knew shepherds were the only ones who 
wouldn't be freaked out by the whole baby in a manger thing. I mean, they literally already 
smelled like sheep and grass and dirt.  
 
This image of a proud Joseph and an exhausted Mary looking at the babe laying in the manger 
wrapped in bands of cloth, and then suddenly having their party crashed by some smelly 
shepherds telling magical tales of singing angels. Well, there’s just so much more hope to be 
found in this than in a magistrate’s office or a temple. A manger in Bethlehem was where we 
needed for it all to happen.  
 
And I believe that despite all that is going on in the world there are still angels hovering around. 
I believe that God is still trying to get to us. Seeking out shepherds, seeking out anyone who 
will listen. I believe God is still trying to get to us to bring good news of great joy for all the 
people.  
 
We’ve had so many challenges this year – there has been much sorrow for all the peoples.  
We could use some good news of great joy for all the people right about now. 
And I believe that the Christ child is always born where he is most needed, where he is most 
cherished, where he is most potent. So wherever in your life you need this babe – that is 
always where he is to be found.  
 
Whoever listening right now who needs this baby… 
It is unto you a child is born. 
Unto you. 
Unto you the mother without her own children. 
Unto you an addict who can’t keep clean. 
Unto you the survivor. 
Unto you who can’t lose it because you have to keep it together for everyone else. 
Unto you the bullied kid. 
Unto you whose family never got you. 

https://www.patheos.com/blogs/nadiabolzweber/2016/11/you-know-what-sounds-awesome-about-now-a-good-juicy-apocalypse-an-advent-sermon/
https://www.patheos.com/blogs/nadiabolzweber/2016/11/you-know-what-sounds-awesome-about-now-a-good-juicy-apocalypse-an-advent-sermon/
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Unto you who lost your parents this year. 
Unto you who doesn't know how in the world you can keep going. 
Unto you. 
Unto you a child is born. And also unto me.  
And also unto me and all who already smell of sheep and grass a dirt.  
Because the Christ child is always born wherever he is most needed. Wherever a soul needs 
to feel it’s worth. 
https://thecorners.substack.com/p/tidings-of-comfort-and-joy 
 
May you know your value to the work of Parkminster United Church. Every committee, every 
working group, every church home group, and so many more groups bring life to Parkminster. 
As we move into this new season may you know your worth.  
Many blessings to you as we move into this new season of life.  
 

Deb Siertsema, Chair of Council  
chair@parku.ca  

 

Advent Prayer Calendar & Wreath Craft 
 

The United Church of Canada has put together an Advent Unwrapped 2024 Prayer Calendar. 
This calendar of prayers is perfect for December.  
 

Place this calendar on your fridge and use a magnet to countdown the 
days! Please join us in prayer each day. Each prayer prompt is based on 
the UN Sustainable Development Goals (sdgs.un.org). It also includes an 
Advent wreath activity for kids.  
 

Get started   
 

Christian Poets Society: A Joy Revival Initiative 
(Coming in January) 

 
Eight intrepid PUCsters—none of us particularly pious or poetic—met in October and 
November, to experiment with how to experience the Bible and Christian community more 
deeply. Weekly readings from the common lectionary mapped themes across Jewish and 
Gospel stories. We researched, contemplated, and reflected on what they meant to us, 
personally (good resources are available online). Then for an hour and a half around the fire 
on Friday nights, we listened intently to each-others’ insights, inspirations, irritations, and 
confusions—witnessing without debate. It was an amazing experience.  
 
Over the six weeks, old and cold Biblical bits leapt to life, and a joy that felt like the Holy Spirit, 
fluttered into our circle. Alongside the gratitude, skeptical and ambivalent reactions to some 
stories came up. Other secular and religious ideas, beyond Christianity, also got mentioned as 

https://thecorners.substack.com/p/tidings-of-comfort-and-joy
mailto:chair@parku.ca
https://united-church.ca/sites/default/files/2024-11/au-2024-prayercalendar_cal.pdf
https://sdgs.un.org/
https://united-church.ca/sites/default/files/2024-11/au-2024-prayercalendar_cal.pdf
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equally important for some of us. An orientation like Marcus Borg’s liberal approach to biblical 
scholarship was a shared starting point for most of us, i.e., that one can still take the Bible 
seriously, even if not literally, by interpreting it metaphorically, psychologically, and as a 
product of its specific historical/cultural context.  
 
Due to popular demand, a new session will start in January at a more central location 
than my house, and at a different time than Friday nights. Please contact me by email if 
you think you might like to join in on the experiment in January.  
 

Ian McGregor 
ian.mcgregor@uwaterloo.ca  

A Parable of Joy 

 
One day an elephant saw a hummingbird lying flat on its back on the ground.  
The bird’s tiny feet were raised up into the air.   “What on earth are you doing, 
Hummingbird?” asked the elephant.  The hummingbird replied, “I’ve heard that 
the sky might fall today.  If that should happen, I am ready to do my bit in 
holding it up.”  The elephant laughed and mocked the tiny bird.  “Do you think 
those little feet could hold up the sky?”  “Not alone,” admitted the 

hummingbird.  “But each must do what they can.  And this is what I can do.”1 
 
It was 3:00 a.m. and she still couldn’t sleep.  She checked on the kids, 
sighing with relief to notice they were sound asleep, snuggled under 
their covers.  Her husband’s soft snores created a rhythmic white noise 
she had long ago learned to tune out.  He needed his sleep because he 
was now the only wage earner because of her lay-off.  She really 
needed to sleep so she had energy enough to be interacting with her 
kids this weekend. 
 
She sighed once again, this time with an overwhelming weariness at the prospect of another 
day struggling to keep the kids motivated and entertained, to manage the household and to 
keep herself going.  Who was there to cheer her up, to motivate her, to inspire her to endure? 
 
She took a second sip of her glass of milk, contemplating whether to add a cookie, when her 
phone vibrated on the kitchen table.  Annoyed, she almost turned the phone over to ignore it.  
Curious, she glanced to see who was trying to contact her at this ungodly hour.  Her eyebrows 
shot up in surprise.  It was her best friend. 
 

Glowing in the dark, the text message was simple and stark, “I don’t 
know if you’re up, but I really need to talk.  I don’t know what will 
happen if I’m alone any longer.”  For a third time she sighed, 
deciding.  Did she have the energy?  Did she want to risk waking her 
family?  What in heaven’s name was going on? 
 

 
1 From “Three Minute Tales” by Margaret Read MacDonald, page 145. 

mailto:ian.mcgregor@uwaterloo.ca
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She tiptoed down into the unfinished basement, closing the door for privacy.  There was an old 
musty chair she could use with an afghan in a messy heap to keep her warm.  She sighed 
once again to calm herself, to prepare herself – then she called.  Her friend answered 
immediately, relief flooding her voice.  Through tears and long pauses to catch her breath, her 
friend told her how overwhelmed she felt, how burned out she was preparing for Christmas 
and how helpless, confused, out of her depth and lost she felt.  She had really needed to talk 
to someone she trusted – not for her feelings to be “fixed” – but to have a listening ear. 
 
She hung up and muted her phone.  Crawling back in bed for – maybe 
– one more blissful hour of sleep, she oddly felt better.  She wasn’t 
alone in how she felt.  She wasn’t the only one feeling depressed and 
alone.  Her last thought before drifting off to sleep was that she needed 
to check in with her friend later that day. 
 
She woke with a start.  The sun was blazing through the window.  How had she slept in so 
late?  The kids!  Frantically she threw on her housecoat and slippers, rushing downstairs, 
fearful at what she might discover.  Why didn’t her husband wake her?  What was wrong with 
him? 
 

She skidded to a halt at an astonishing sight.  Her seven-year-old son 
was drying while his ten-year-old sister was washing their breakfast 
dishes.  They looked at her disheveled hair and the stricken expression 
on her face and giggled.  “Daddy told us you couldn’t sleep last night.  
He warned us to be as quiet as mice.  We couldn’t use the dishwasher 
to keep from waking you up.  Did you have a good sleep, Mom?” 
 

She gathered them into her arms, cherishing this gift of their love.  They even 
allowed her to hold them far longer than usual, hugging back tightly.  “Do you 
want to see?” her son asked. Mystified, she allowed them to take her hand 
and tug her into the living room.  Even though it was daylight, the Christmas 
tree was glittering, lights reflecting off the ornaments.  Her mouth fell open in 
astonishment.  The kids giggled in delight and pulled her closer to the tree, 
pointing to the decorations they had made that morning, now hanging on the 
tree.  It was beautiful in only the way it can be through loving hands. 
 
The night before, she had wanted to decorate the tree once the kids were in 
bed.  Last night she just didn’t have the energy to make it perfect.  Her eyes 
drank in the imperfect beauty of what her children had created.  It was perfect in its 
imperfection. 

  
All the weight of her worries temporarily lifted from her shoulders.  
She could feel the tension in her muscles loosen.  She became 
aware how full her heart felt as her kids grinned.  For a second time 
she gathered them into her embrace, realising that she was 
embraced by them, too. 
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As they disengaged from that timeless hug, her daughter handed her a card.  “It’s from 
Daddy,” she explained.  Quickly she opened it and started to read: 
 

Good morning, honey.  I hope the kids let you sleep. 
I heard you get up in the middle of the night. 

It didn’t seem like there was anything I could do to help, so I let you be. 
I have been worried about how much you are carrying for our family. 

I will be ordering food from our favourite restaurant for tonight’s dinner. 
Once the kids are in bed tonight, let’s talk. 

We’re a team and I haven’t been doing my share. 
I love you! 

 
Tears filled her eyes, trickling down her cheeks as she gently put the card 
back into the envelope.  “Are you okay, Mommy?” her son worried.  “Of 
course, I am.  These are tears of joy.  It’s going to be alright.”  She 
flashed a quick prayer of gratitude for her restored energy, determination 
and mental clarity.  Love does that, she realised. 
 
Later that day the doorbell rang.  The kids hovered behind her as she answered, wondering 
who it might be.  A delivery person extended a bouquet of flowers.  She took them and, with 
the help of the kids, she put them into water while opening the attached card.  It was from her 
friend – the one she had listened to on the phone last night.   

 
It read: 
These are for you for being you.  Last night you were my lifesaver.   
You may not realise how close to the edge I was,  
but your calm, your listening, you just being there, saved me.   
This is just a small way to say, “Thank you.”   
If ever you need me, just call no matter when.  I’ll be there for you, too.   
 

She had been filled with despair, with loneliness and with depression because she was so 
overwhelmed.  It had felt like the world was out of focus, wrong, somehow.  Now, it felt like the 
world had come into sharper focus, centred.  She thought of the little gestures of compassion 
that had made such a difference – her kids, her husband, her friend.  Even out of her gloom 
and her struggle, joy emerged unexpected.  A long-absent smile creased her face. 
 
She looked over at the kids.  They seemed to be waiting for something.  She took out her 
phone and scrolled through her playlist.  Finding the right song, she pressed play.  Taking the 
kids’ hands, she started to dance, encouraging them to join her silly, spontaneous 
choreography.   
 
Laughter filled the air.  Joy arose like champaign bubbles, intoxicating and memorable – at 
least for now.   
 
The vulnerable infant Jesus gurgled in shared communion. 
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Wishing you the blessings of love – even in the midst of unspoken challenges. 
 

 Gord Dunbar  
Part-time Retired Supply Minister 

 

Branson Montessori Update 
 

After many months of consultation and renovation work the Montessori day care center 
opened as of November 11, 2024. It has been a very long and busy process. The basement 
area has new bathroom fixtures and new thermal rated windows.  The whole area is serviced 
by new heating and ventilation equipment. The walls have been totally repainted and new 
lighting fixtures are in place everywhere. The cupboards that were installed by Montessori look 
very functional and nice.  
 
The process included receiving approvals from Public Health and for the playground as well as 
approval from the Fire department and issuance of the final building occupancy permit. The 
last step reached on Friday, November 8 was receiving a provincial ministry license. 
 
There was an open house hosted by Majnu Porwal and her husband for the congregation on 
Sunday, November 17 that was well attended. 
 
We welcome Manju and her team and look forward to working with them. 
 

Isaias Teves  
Property Committee 
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