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Anniversary Time               William S. Kervin, November 22, 2020 
 

Happy 75th Anniversary, Lawrence Park Community Church! Or should that be a question rather 
than an exclamation? Happy Anniversary? I’ll be honest with you. It’s a little hard to know 
where to begin. But let me at least begin by saying that it’s still an real honour and a cherished 
privilege to be here today, in this space, even as the very few of us who are here are strictly 
physically distanced, and even if we can’t be physically with all of you. I don’t know about you, 
but these days I find myself longing for, of all things, a good old after church coffee hour. 
Nevertheless, knowing that you’re tuning in still provides a sense of comfort and a sense of 
excitement.  
 
In anticipation of today, I dug through some dusty bankers boxes at the back of my office closet, 
where I found some delightful artifacts—including:  
 

 
The 1995, 50th anniversary, edition of this congregation’s photo directory! (I’d show you my 
picture, but I’m afraid you’ll just laugh at my hair.) 
 
And, my favourite:  

 
 

. . . the 50th Anniversary tea towel, titled “We Are the Church,” on which we and the children all 
drew our self-portraits. Look, there’s Mark!  
 
And in a kind of ecclesiastical version of Where’s Waldo . . . 

   
. . . there’s the baby Jesus (on the right), and there’s Moses too (on the left).  
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I also found a VHS videotape of the 50th Anniversary worship service held on Sunday, 
November 26, 1995. But, of course, I no longer own a VHS machine, so I had to have it 
transferred to DVD.  
 

 
 
Here’s a grainy screen grab of the opening processional hymn, shot from the balcony in the 
former sanctuary. That’s me on the left in the aisle in an ill-fitting alb, next to my dear colleague 
Dr. Lillian Perigoe.  
 
[slide off; back to Bill] 
 
In the sermon that Lillian and I shared on that day 25 years go, we each recounted some of the 
Hopes for 2020 gathered from the children of the Church School—things like: “a world with no 
garbeges.” And this seemingly unimaginable dream at the time: “I hope the Raptors will win a 
championship.” And also, poignantly, “that endangered animals will be here.”  
 
In my portion of the sermon for that occasion, I said the following—forgive me, you know 
you’re becoming a dusty old professor when you start quoting yourself—in any case:   
 
“Perhaps the list of endangered species should include that curious creature known as the 
Christian. Since we are all here today, let’s mark a certain day on our calendars right now, as an 
act of faith: our 75th anniversary service of worship will be held Sunday November 22, 2020. Be 
there! Tickets for the virtual reality dinner and dance are on sale [today] at the coffee hour.”  
 
Who could have imagined we’d be having a virtual reality anniversary service, 25 years later.  
 
It’s become common to speak of this kind of experience we are having today as a form of virtual 
church, in contrast to real church—and that’s true as far as it goes, for we do miss, so very much, 
the embodied experience of physically gathering. But the adjective “virtual” doesn’t quite 
capture what’s actually going on here. This connection is still real, it’s still a form of reality. We 
are connected, surfing along waves of the web and Wifi, reaching out to one another through 
signals and wires—connecting and, in a sense, touching one another. Perhaps this is a new form 
of mystical transcendence, of spiritual presence with one another, and even with God—the full 
implications of which we are only just beginning to comprehend—a different kind of 
communion, a new means of common union.  
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Now don’t get me wrong, I’ll still take a packed church over this, any day, or a canoe on a lake 
over a podcast. But let’s not underestimate the value of every form of connection and community 
that we can manage in these days of challenging—even tragic and devastating—experiences of 
isolation. So, yes, it’s still very good to be here today.  
 
Anthropologists and scholars of ritual studies would classify an anniversary as a calendrical 
ritual of commemoration—ritual practices that occur regularly according in our calendars to 
commemorate particular events in the history of a community or a culture. We develop calendars 
to give meaning to the passage of time. And we develop calendrical rituals of commemoration to 
remember and recall events which have defined our collective identity.   
 
We often don’t realize how significant such calendars and commemorative rituals are to us until 
they are disrupted. A while back, I asked a friend, “How was your summer?”—and they were 
kind of stumped, and said, “I don’t know; I’m not sure. How was my summer? It was kind of 
weird. Did I even have a summer?” And we both realized that this strange pandemic-lased 
summer was unlike any other. All the usual calendrical rituals and commemorative practices 
were disrupted. For many of us, all the things we would normally do in the summer were 
upended—plans for summer vacation, be it in the city or at the cottage; the backyard BBQs with 
families and friends; the movies and the festivals; the visits with family in another part of the 
country. All of those markers of summer just seemed to go “poof.” And with it our experience of 
summer.   
 
Time is funny thing. Of course, that’s not saying much. Einstein would want us to be more 
precise—and more mysterious. Time is warped. It bends. It’s relative. It is shaped by energy, and 
matter, and forces, and events.   
 
We tend to think of time as three boxes—past, present and future—as if they were three separate 
containers.  
 

 
 
In fact, this is a relatively recent, mechanistic and modern, Western conception of time, which 
bears little relationship to the more organic or Indigenous conception of time—as in those 
cultures which are more relational in their understanding of themselves and their relationship 
with one another, their history, and the earth. A compartmentalized view of time tempts us to 
say, “What’s past is past” or “You can’t predict the future.” Or to insist, “You’ve got to move 
on,” or “just get over it.” But we don’t have to look very far in our lives and in our world to see 
how bankrupt these boxes have become. 
 
[slide off; back to Bill]  
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There are moments when our past catches up with us, overtakes us, when we experience how our 
present has gotten bent out of shape by the forces of our past—so much that we have to “go 
back” and attend to the past in order to have an acceptable present, let alone a viable future.  
 
From the post-traumatic stress of individuals, to the systemic structures of anti-black racism, to 
the “T” in the TRC, the Truth and Reconciliation Commission —that is, the “truth-telling” 
required for any hope of the reconciliation between settlers and Indigenous peoples—as Barak 
Obama said in a brilliant speech on race relations, quoting William Faulkner, “The past isn’t 
dead and buried . . . . it isn’t even past.”    
   
But the Judeo-Christian conception of time isn’t segmented and compartmentalized. The biblical 
conception of time is more of a dynamic continuum. 
  

 
 
Here, the present is nothing more than the moving edge of the past and the future. Furthermore, 
the past can move backwards and forwards: it can recede back further into the past and diminish 
in significance, or it can advance right up into the present and become a present reality. And the 
same with the future: sometimes it’s hard to see what’s coming; other times, our sought-after 
destination in the future determines our present direction and course of action here and now. 
When Dr. King said, “I have a dream” the present began to take on the shape of the future. When 
we say “Black Lives Matter,” past, present and future begin to come together in profound and 
transformative ways.    
 
[slide off; back to Bill] 
 
Which brings us to the parables of Jesus. (Did you think we’d ever get there?)  
 
Biblical scholars agree that Jesus talks about the Kingdom of God more than anything else—the 
Kingdom of God, variously translated as the Kingdom of Heaven, or in contemporary theology 
the Reign of God or the kindom of God. And when Jesus talks about the Kingdom of God, most 
often he speaks in parables—you know, the parable of the Good Samaritan, or the parable of the 
Lost Sheep, and many others. There are about 23 parables in the Gospel of Matthew, depending 
on how you count them; about 25 in Luke; about 8 in Mark. Interestingly enough, John’s gospel 
doesn’t really have parables—John’s more philosophical and abstract, so he prefers metaphors, 
like The Word, The Bread of Life and the Good Shepherd.  
 
I want to suggest to you today that, contrary to popular perception—and even the definitions of 
dictionaries—parables are not just earthy little stories used to illustrate a moral lesson.  
More than that, parables are not so much about the present as they are about the future—a future 
which is intended to transform our present, and even help us better understand our past. Parables 
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are visions of a future, longing to be realized. They are glimpses of another horizon which alters 
our present location. They are Zen-like glimmers of another world, another way of being.  
 
More could be said—but, alas, we don’t have . . . time. So I’ll leave you with two parables of 
Anniversary Time—time understood as a calendric and commemorative experience of the in-
breaking reality of the Kingdom of God.  
 
So let me tell you a parable: An Anglican, a Lutheran and a United Church person are talking—
okay, that sounds like a cheap joke. Let me try again—let’s call this The Parable of the Backyard 
Fence: The Kingdom of God is like an Anglican, a Lutheran and a United Church person, having 
a conversation over a backyard fence in 1943. They agree that they need a church; and they agree 
that it will be called a “community” church.  
 
And let me tell you another parable. This one is inspired by Stephen’s invitation to me, last 
December, to preach today. He said in an email, “It’ll be lovely to have you back in your old 
haunt (even it if is all backwards now).” So let’s call this one The Parable of the Backwards 
Church. The Kingdom of God is like a church that renovated its sanctuary and moved its altar 
closer to the street.”  
 
May it be so. Happy Anniversary.  
  


