2017 Christmas Banquet
Today’s reading comes from the 53rd chapter of the Deuterocanonical book of Nutana Park Mennonite Church.   This, then, is the 53rd year since the deportation of the Nutana-ites from their 1st Mennonite homeland.  Following the instructions of the prophet Jeremiah to the exiles, they had built houses and lived in them.  They had planted gardens on the west side of the church building, and eaten of the produce.  They had taken husbands and wives for their children.  They had sought the Shalom, the welfare, of the neighbourhood (Jer 29:4-7).  They had added insulation to the sanctuary roof for the likes of Sonrisa, the Fiddle Orchestra, and various stringed recitals.  They had replaced the sewage lines for the likes of AA groups, bereavement groups, care giver groups, Forever in Motion groups, funeral groups, and other orphans and aliens and widows.  They did these things for their people, but also for God’s people beyond their people.  For in the shalom of the community, the Nutana-ites were finding their shalom.


And then a decree went out from Emperor Trudeau that all the lead pipes should be registered.  He cried with loud pomp, “In an effort to keep lead from our children and our children’s children, I will empty the coffers.  I will wring the treasury like a wash cloth.  I will take loans from foreign nations for an endeavor as benevolent as this”.  Exclaiming so, and making other brash promises, he turned the Canadian Mint on its head.  And with this edict the effort to enroll the led pipes was on.
And obviously there was something in the water.  Children in Nutana Land were springing forth at a remarkable rate.  In 2017 there was the birth of Scottie to Meagan of the clan Roth.  There was the birth of Charles to Michelle of the clan Roth (related distantly to the other Roths but not the same Roths).  There was the birth of Benjamin to Marie (burdened with Brent) of the clan Guenther.  There was the adoption of baby Myles by the clan Love.  There was the announced pregnancy of Rachel of the clan Regier.  There was the announced pregnancy of priestess Susanne of clans Guenther and Loewen.  There was the announced pregnancy of Jocelyn of the clan Fleury.  There was the announced pregnancy of Sarah of clans Unrau and Fast.  All of these clans adhering to the tribe of Nutana Park Mennonite.   Indeed, there was something in the water.

This was the first registration of the lead pipes and it was taken while Charlie Clark was “His Worship” in Saskatoon. “What a deal”, His Worship noted with economic sense, “the Feds are willing to underwrite the lead pipe census”.  So city wide meetings were held to address the concerns of the natives who were rest-less, unsure of what this might mean for the rites of cleansing and flushing.  The Deacon Board, the Sanhedrin of Nutana land, commissioned a spy to infiltrate the civic consultation to learn more.  The people of Nutana Land feared the destruction which might hinder plans ordained by God, or at the very least sanctioned by the much respected keeper of the calendar—Helen (nee Schroeder) of the clan Siemens; also known by some as “Schreddy”.
You see, a great assembly of the 30 tribes of Mennonite Church Saskatchewan had been slated for March of 2017.  How would they get their coffee if cut off from the water treatment plant situated on the river of life?  A mighty rummage sale had been scheduled for May, with all manner of derelict and useless stuff to be pawned off on the unsuspecting, and how would the gullible gentiles find their way to the tabernacle’s parking lot if Ruth Street were demolished?   With fear and trembling the spy of Nutana Land blended in with the concerned home owners to learn more of the city plan.  And what the spy heard made his ears burn.
“You will not be cut off from the river of life”, the herald announced.  “You will have access to your huts, your hovels, your houses of worship”, the herald assured the gathered rabble.   “Once the lead pipes are accounted for every low spot shall be lifted up, every frost heave will be made low, the uneven ground shall become level, and the rough places a plain.  It will be a road worthy of your chariots”, the herald prophesied.  The spy, being a man of the cloth, had heard such bravado in public and private, and he grieved because he knew that good intentions and brazen proclamations do not get a lead pipe lined.  The die, though, was cast.
And so His Worship began booking the forced labour.  The workers among his people were insufficient for the task at hand.  So he summoned P3 slaves from Ontario, from the United States, from anyone who would answer email or Face book pleas.  They came to work and to be paid, but they knew not the Saskatchewan climate.  They knew not the swampiness of the soil.  They knew not the challenges of extracting or lining the elusive lead pipes.

 Days turned into weeks and weeks into months.  The lauded gathering of the Saskatchewan Mennonites took place.  Empty heads were filled.  Coffee gluttons were satiated.  And while the roast beef was a bit tough, the muffins and noble spirit of the servants of Nutana Land left a favorable impression of the 30 tribes gathered for the sacred reading of the scrolls.  The much anticipated Garage Sale happened as well as the MCC sale itself.  Foreigners bought loads of junk, and even a few treasures.  Members of the tribe gave generously of time and tithe knowing the destination of the tributes collected.  Children were dedicated.  A baptism took place.  The garden was planted.  Produce grew and was distributed.  Sausage on a bun got served.  Life seemed almost normal.  The decree of Emperor Trudeau and action plan of his Worship Clark was nearly forgotten.  In spite of great promises of great efficiency, still, there was no new highway for our God. 
Late into the fall, when the first snow could be smelled, the workers arrived on Ruth Street.  They constructed fortifications around the water mains making Ruth Street a slalom course.  They erected “Road Closed” signs on Ruth Street, on Louise Street, on Jarvis street, on any street remotely connected to the Nutana Tabernacle.  They attached a garden hose to supply Temple Nutana from springs far away.  The more irreverent of the pastoral staff exclaimed, “A garden hose?  For God’s sake!  Ach du Liebe.  The people of this temple are sometimes full of crap; we need something more than a garden hose for the rites of purification, expiation and  defecation”.  “How long?” the more pious of the priests cried out like a voice in the wilderness.  The beleaguered slaves responded:  “We were supposed to be here in August, we are now here in October, expect us gone in several weeks.”   “Several weeks” is a relative term in the world of public works.  The labour of the foreigners slowed considerably and, it seemed, ground to a halt.  
Finally there was on Ruth Street something which sounded like an angel bringing good news of great joy for Nutana Land.  A quartet of workers huddled together in a group were singing:  “Oh dig, dig, dig a little deeper in the well boys dig a little deeper in the well.  If you want a good cool drink of water you gotta dig a little deeper in the well” (Oak Ridge Boys).   And suddenly there was with the angelic quartet a heavenly host of excavation angels—John Deere, Volvo, Case, Komatsu, and Kabota—praising progress and saying:   pound, pound, pound; grind, grind, grind.  The sacred halls were filled with racket.  Schreddy broke into song: “I feel the earth move under my feet; I feel the sky come tumbling down” (Carol King).  And then, as quickly as the work had started, it stopped.
By now Jack Frost was nipping at the nozzle of exposed garden hoses.  The line feeding the Tabernacle its life giving waters, cleansing waters, waters destined for the flushing of yesterday’s fare, ran dry.  It froze one memorable Sunday morning only to be thawed by an on-call servant of the city—at overtime rates, of course.   And so a notice went forth from the companies in question:  make sure your tap runs.  Let the taps flow unceasingly:  even as the Roman torch burns eternally, and as the Maccabean lamps glow continuously, and as the theologians theologize unceasingly—let the taps flow”.  “Who shall pay for this leaky tap?” stewards of the Temple inquired disagreeably?  “Not you, specifically”, said the foreign workers who were not residents, “all homeowners and businesses of Saskatoon will foot the water bill”.  And so the siege continued.
Inside the halls of Nutana Land committees and congregation continued their services.  Preachers preached about Anabaptism.  Church council planned for 2018 considering the old ways of educating the children, new ways of welcoming strangers, innovative ways of covering the maternity leave of priestess Guenther Loewen.  Care groups met and potlucks were served.  Bibles studies convened—men, women, young adult and youth alike—all studying the sacred way in their small groups.  Christmas banquets were planned.  Finally, on a chill November day a green note was posted notifying the dwellers of Tabernacle Nutana they would again be paying for their water.  The foreign slaves were done; they were heading home away from the work site they had so egregiously underestimated.

Ruth Street was a hideous distortion of its former glory.  Road closed signs, parking cones, abandoned wood huts littered the avenue.  Frozen piles of clay lined the curbs.  The street was pimpled with asphalt mounds as well as holes left un-patched—the tragic result of a hasty paving job enacted at -20.  Globs of ice-mud fused to the sidewalk made treacherous the way of the pedestrian.  Open trenches where temporary aqueducts had been laid scarred the boulevard.  It was a poor excuse of a city street, and it remains a battered wreck to this day.  This was not the New Jerusalem promised; truly the streets were not paved with gold.
All this took place in the 2nd year of Tammy Forrester, daughter of David and Marlene Froese, who did what was right in the sight of the Lord walking in the ways of her ancestors.  It came to pass when Susanne Guenther Loewen functioned as pastor, when Patrick Preheim continued to dysfunctioned as pastor, when Sarah Unrau ran heard over the youth.  Here ends the 53rd chapter of the Deuterocanonical book of Nutana Park Mennonite Church.

Thus far the reading of scripture.
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