2016 Christmas Banquet



Renovation Reflections
Today’s reading comes from the 51st and 52nd chapters of the Deuterocanonical book of Nutana Park Mennonite Church.   In the 4th year of Trish St. Onge, daughter of Martha and Menno Nickel, when Tammy Forrester served as vice chair, when Anita Retzlaff functioned as pastor, when Patrick Preheim functioned as court jester, when Sarah Unrau ran heard over the youth—a cry arose among the people.  “The sewage reacheth not the street”, they screamed. “The bathrooms overflowth with more than people” they complained.  “Rotor Rooter lays heavy burdens and bills upon us”, they whined.  “We fear hosting funerals, family gatherings, and community meetings in the church building for the stench that might ariseth”, they growled.

When these words reached Board Chair Trish, she arose from her seat of power, tore her clothes, covered herself in sackcloth, and cried aloud, “this is a day of distress, of disgrace, of great discomfort (see Hezekiah in II Kings 19:1).  Board Chair Trish was a shade over 50 when she began her reign, and she did was right in the sight of the Lord, walking in the ways of her parents.   She ordered the Buildings and Grounds Deacon Team of Darryl Epp and Mitch Dahl to find worthy responses for such concerns.  These captains of the guard deferred to their Emergency Response Team who were masters in the art of contractor consultation.  The Emergency Response Team requested an audience with Brunner’s Construction who was the high priest of all things sewage.  Skilled in the art of scopes, they preformed a massive colonoscopy upon the building.  And what they found caused the hearts of the people to melt.  The pipes made of clay had cracks necessitating massive intestinal surgery.  All this to keep the defecations offered on the various thrones of Nutana Mennonite moving in the proper direction.
The costly nature of such work required consent of the ancestral houses.  So Board Chair Trish made a proclamation throughout Nutana-land that the clans should hold a solemn assembly three Sundays hence to make a special congregational meeting official and the decisions binding.   The people said “yes” to the large bowel replacement, but they were not satisfied.

 In the parking lot following the meeting they talked.  In the kitchen after potlucks they talked.  In meeting one another in the city gates they talked.    If we are replacing the plumbing perhaps we should also make the carpet easier on the eye.  And if we are tearing out carpet perhaps we should paint the walls.  A few suggested that we install sub floor where there was no subfloor previously to address that annoying squeak by the office doors.   Some thought the stage could have microphone jacks moved.  They talked until the ears of board chair Trish began to burn.  And so an edict went forth from Board Chair Trish summoning all the tribes of Nutana-land once more.

By now Joel Driedger had assumed leadership of the Buildings and Grounds Guard, and he had compiled the numbers.  Large numbers with many zeros filled his spread sheet.  “Alas”, howled Deacon Driedger, “the treasury can not withstand these demands.  Who will pay for this?”

“We will”, shouted the people.  “We will pay for it with our time, with our pensions, with our capital reserve!  We promise to make guilt offerings, and sin offerings, and all manor of offerings!”
When chairwoman Trish heard all the words of the people, she inscribed “demolition days” onto the July church calendar.  This all happened in the 51st and 52nd years since the deportation the Nutana-ites from 1st Mennonite, the year Nutana-land came into being.  With that sealed document the days of Trish’s rule as chairperson of the congregation ended.   And she, like her ancestors, reclined to the parks for summer holidays.
Chapter 52.  In the 1st year of Tammy Forrester, daughter of David and Marlene Froese, when Armin Krahn served as vice chair, when Patrick Preheim dysfunctioned as pastor, when Scott Feick and Jenae Funk ran heard over the youth, when the people eagerly awaited the arrival of the anointed one, the messiah, also known as Susanne Guenther Loewen — renovations on the Temple began.  The whine of a water cooled cement saw the filled the sacred halls.  Day turned to night as electrical conduit after electrical conduit was unknowingly cut.  Sparks from rebar grinders gave light to those working in deep darkness.   The racket of many and varied power tools rose to heaven from the altars of Nutana Park Mennonite Church.    Pail after pail of dirt was lifted from the trench.  And still the slaves toiled.  Middle aged men with children crying at home gathered together to pull carpet in dust laden darkness.  Young men descended head first into holes with shovels to dig beneath the foundation.   Old men lugged concrete slabs to the parking lot.  Old women baked cakes for coffee break.  Young women and middle aged women alike, applied coat after coat of paint.  And still the slaves toiled.

Then a wail was heard throughout the church, the voice of one crying in the sanctuary—Deacon Joel weeping for the linoleum tiles.  And he could not be consoled because the linoleum tiles were 60% asbestos and could not safely be removed by the slaves (Jeremiah adapted 31:15 adapted).

Upon hearing Joel’s lament Board Chair Tammy removed her robe, covered herself in sackcloth, and sat in ashes (see Jonah  3).  Board Chair Tammy was not quite 50 when she began her reign, and she did was right in the sight of the Lord, walking in the ways of her parents.   After seven days of mourning she made an edict that the people should gather three Sundays hence to discern the way forward in this asbestos wilderness.  Three options were placed before the tribes for discussion:  do nothing, full abatement, or containment. 
The pews were returned.  The clans of Nutana gathered.  Their voices were heard.  The Council Executive chose containment rather than abatement.  Pews were removed, again.  Sealant was placed.  And as in the days of Ezekiel (36:26), a new linoleum and a new carpet were placed in the heart of Nutana Mennonite’s worship space.

Yet the finance ministers grieved.  The treasury had been depleted—sent as tribute to Western Carpeting, Brunner’s construction, Sherman William paints and other tyrants of the renovation world.  “How will we now pay for gutters on the west wall?”, they moaned.  “How will we now repair the breaches in the flat roof?”, they groaned.  “How will we now replace facia on the exterior windows?”, they intoned.
So a decree went out from the Deacon Board that all the congregation should be enrolled on December 18.  This was the fourth census of the renovation project, and it was set to be a celebration of the renewed Temple as well as an opportunity for free will offerings.  Food was provided, as much as each wanted.  The offering baskets which the ministers of money collected after the party were filled to overflowing.  And suddenly, there was with the treasurer, a finance team praising God and saying, “Glory to God in the highest heaven, and peace among those who worship in this space.”  They sang in such ways knowing that resources were again available for the important work of maintaining the building structure.
And with two week remaining until the 53rd chapter begins, the 52nd chapter of the scroll ends.  Thus far the reading of scripture.
Patrick Preheim, co-pastor Nutana Park Mennonite Church
