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‘LOST FOOD’ FEEDS
THOUSANDS
Finding redemption in a pile of potatoes at the
Okanagan Gleaners. | Christina Van Starkenburg
CANADIANS WASTE THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS OF FOOD EACH YEAR.

Roughly 60 percent of the food grown in Canada is never eaten, and
30 percent never even makes it to grocery stores. This latter group,
known as “lost food,” is often thrown out because it is deformed, too
ripe or costs more to harvest than it’s worth. And with COVID-19
forcing the restaurant industry to restructure, market demand is lower for some crops, which means those crops aren’t worth harvesting,
processing and shipping. They will rot, turning to compost in place.
At the same time, retail prices for some groceries have risen due to
the wildfires in California and the pandemic in general.
“With the increasing cost, people don’t want any deformed, damaged vegetables when they’re paying full price,” explained Bill Saul,
the Board Chair of the Okanagan Gleaners in Oliver, B.C. “Since the
growers can’t really control how the vegetables grow, we’re getting
more and more product that is less than perfect.”
But just because people don’t want to buy a tomato that isn’t perfectly round or a carrot that looks like it has legs, doesn’t mean that
these vegetables are useless.
“There’s global hunger,” explained Saul. “And there is more and
more hunger with drought, COVID-isolation, locusts – the need is
simply increasing world-wide.”

THE GIFT OF DISRUPTION

Continued on page 2

How to learn resiliency and new ways of living from the pandemic’s ‘refining fire’.
Mark Scandrette

THESE DAYS, WHEN I CALL SOMEONE, THE FIRST THING I ASK IS,
“How is your COVID life?”
For many of us, COVID-19 has brought dramatic disruption. At first
this was a novelty, like snow days as a kid. It was exciting to think
about regular life being cancelled. The idea of a slower pace and less
obligations was appealing. But gradually the sober reality and permanence of the situation has sunk in. Without my itinerant travel and
teaching schedule, for example, about 80 percent of our organization’s
funding is gone. Part of my happiness comes from anticipating and
planning for exciting opportunities in the future. But right now, there
doesn’t seem to be any future, or at least not a future that I can predict

or control. Every day feels the
same. Wake up. Read the news.
Work. Go for a walk. Make dinner and decide what to watch on
television before heading to bed.
As habitual creatures, we like
our lives to be stable and predictable. But being comfortable
is rarely good for our souls. Stability and affluence can make us
Continued on page 3

Packaging soup mix during a pandemic. Okanagan
Gleaners are limiting their volunteers to just 25 per day this year.
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GLEANERS CONTINUED
A PRACTICAL SOLUTION
Which is why organizations like
the Christian Gleaners are trying
to stem the tide of tossed food.
By working with farmers who
donate their damaged vegetables
instead of throwing them away,
the Gleaners are able to save
about five percent of the lost food
in Canada.
Once the vegetables arrive, volunteers core, cut and dehydrate
them. These dehydrated vegetables are then stockpiled until
there is enough for a shipment.
Finally, volunteers take between
nine and 14 different kinds of dehydrated vegetables and create
dried vegetable mixes that can be
used to make soup, season rice
dishes, or be turned into flour.
“It might not be a military operation, but it is a lot of fun,” said
Greg Masson, General Manager
of the Oliver Okanagan Gleaners,
as he describes the volunteer assembly line. The dehydrated-vegetable system also feeds a lot of
people. The Okanagan Gleaners
centre in Oliver, B.C. alone will
produce around 12 million servings of mixed vegetables this
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Sprouting finger potatoes would never sell in the grocery store,
but are still perfectly good to eat.

year, and there are nine other Gleaner organizations across the country. These mixes are then shipped across the ocean to feed the hungry
around the world – a “food bank to the world,” as the Ontario group,
which also makes dried fruit snacks, says.

A crew of volunteers process potatoes (pre-COVID).

majority of the dried vegetable
mixes are still packed into 40foot containers to travel across
the ocean, the Gleaners have also
started supplying their vegetables
to communities in Northern CanaGleaners are able to save about five
da as well as local foodbanks.
The leadership teams of the varipercent of the lost food in Canada.
ous Gleaners organizations across
Canada, however, know there is
“Originally, when the Gleaners was started, we were asked not to dis- still tons of room for improvetribute it locally, to avoid cutting into sales for farmers and the grocery ment. Even though they’re able to
stores. But it turned out to be a much greater demand, even with the create millions of meals from the
foodbanks, for food here than could be supplied by the growers or the vegetables they save, the Gleaners
grocery stores,” explained Saul, from Oliver, B.C. So now, while the are only saving a small fraction of
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the total lost food in Canada. Still,
after an initial closure because of
COVID-19, volunteers were excited to return to work in smaller
groups to keep everyone safe so
that their mission can continue.
Christina
Van Starkenburg
Christina is an award-winning freelance writer
based in Victoria, B.C. In
her free time, she enjoys
reading, dancing and exploring the world with her
husband and two boys.
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GIFT CONTINUED
complacent and self-absorbed.
It’s instructive to remember that
the people of Israel were at their
best when they were wandering
in the wilderness or displaced in
exile, and they were at their worst
when they were comfortably settled in their own land. COVID-19
might be the wakeup call we need
to snap us out of our complacency. This global pause gives us a
chance to reorient and refocus
our lives on what is essential.
Maybe we can use this disruption
to deepen our connection with
the Creator, attend to our souls
and emotional well-being and
seek healing in our relationships
instead of obsessing with what
we do, earn or achieve.
I like to think of myself as
someone who has opted out of
the rat race; in 2013, I even wrote
a book about simplicity with my
wife Lisa called Free: Spending
Your Time and Money on What
Matters Most! But in 2019, I
travelled and worked on five continents and was on the road for
144 days. My life was an embarrassment of good opportunities
and rich experiences, and I kept
imagining more good work to do.
I was living busy but not deeply.
SURPRISING BEHAVIOR
COVID brought all of that to a
screeching halt. Consequently,
most of us have experienced
waves of emotions over the past
eight months. Let me name a few
of the most common: grief, anxiety, depression, boredom, anger, denial. Some of us have lost
loved ones or have been painfully separated from aging parents
or family members. Many of us
are facing difficult financial set-
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backs. Parents and families are
struggling with how to juggle
work and virtual learning. A lot
of us feel isolated and lonely.
And the pandemic only seems to
be exacerbating the polarizations
among us.
Overall, I don’t think we are
fully aware of the level of stress
we are under right now. Some of
my own behavior has surprised
me. One afternoon, when infection rates in our region hit a new
peak, I went for a walk with my
wife and daughter, who is immune compromised. We were
wearing masks and keeping social distance to protect our neighbors. As we hit a narrow patch of
sidewalk, we saw three young
men without masks jogging towards us. Surely they will move to
the street, I thought. Instead they
pushed right past us.
First I spoke calmly. “Hey,
please keep social distance.”
“Yeah, whatever,” one them
said dismissively.
I turned red with anger and ran
towards them yelling, “I don’t
think you understand how you
are endangering yourselves and
others.”
They just kept running, and I
swore out loud. At them.
Somehow that small interaction transformed me: I don’t usually yell and cuss at strangers.
I was embarrassed by my poor
behavior. Similar eruptions have
happened with my family, friends
and coworkers. I made an offhand joke that offended a colleague. A friend was uncharacteristically short-tempered with
me. We’ve had to spend time
acknowledging our missteps and
making repairs. It’s easy to beat
ourselves up about how poorly
we are coping. But this is a time

Polarized: Lord have mercy banner by John Knight invites healing
to begin within the church after a divisive U.S. election

to be gentle with yourself and give extra grace to the people you live
with and love.
REFINER’S FIRE
The disruption of COVID also provides us with the space to look
at what’s broken in our society. We have a financial system that
depends on constant economic growth. It’s not an accident that the
murder of George Floyd in May ignited widespread social unrest and
greater awareness of racial inequality in the U.S. The spirit of God
and our Black sisters and brothers are urging us to use this pause to
truly lament structural and systemic inequality and work to reform
our public and private institutions. We are being forced to imagine
an economy and lifestyles that are more financially and ecologically
sustainable. I believe the Creator is using this time to reawaken our
hunger and resolve to see God’s kingdom dreams realized on earth
as in heaven.
Since COVID started, I’ve been calling friends in East Africa,
Bangladesh and El Salvador. I’m humbled by their resiliency. Closer
to home, my wife and I have been participating in a Black-led online
faith community. Every week during prayer time someone shares hard
news: a six-year-old neighbor boy who was shot and killed; a nephew
who died of a fentanyl overdose. As a privileged white person who has
mostly participated in white church spaces, much of my faith journey
has been individualistic and abstract. I have a lot to learn from sisters
and brothers who have discovered how to find hope in the midst of
life’s challenges. The true measure of our faith and character may be
seen in how we respond to difficulties.

ON A GOOD DAY
I want to leave you with a few
suggestions for coping with the
disruption of COVID-19. I don’t
always practice these things, but
on a good day I do, and it makes
a big difference.
On a good day, I limit my news
consumption. I try to avoid using
language that labels, stereotypes
and divides.
On a good day, I nurture my
body with healthy food and some
physical activity to release stress.
On a good day, I connect with
people I love and reach out to
family or friends I’ve lost touch
with. At our house, we try to sit
down together for 30 minutes
at the end of the day just to be
together – to laugh, cry or listen
to music.
On a good day I focus on small,
achievable tasks that help me
navigate the uncertainties of the
future.
On a good day, I spend some
time with God. I journal or go
for a short meditative walk in the
morning. I invite you to discover
God’s presence and care right
now, even when many things in
our lives don’t make sense. I love
that Psalm 73 also speaks of this:
“When my heart was grieved and
my spirit embittered . . . you hold
me by my right hand. You guide
me with your counsel, and afterward you will take me into glory.
. . My flesh and heart may fail,
but God is the strength of my
heart and my portion forever.”
Mark Scandrette
Mark (markscandrette.
com) is the cofounder of
Reimagine, a center for
integral Christian practice, and the author most
recently of Belonging
and Becoming, Free,
and Practicing the Way
of Jesus. He teaches at
Fuller Seminary and lives
with his family in San
Francisco.
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Editorial

OUR NARROW NOW
Michael Buma | Contributing Editor
Michael is a CC Contributing Editor. He has a desk job in technology
and product development, but loves to get outside.

DURING THE FIRST FEW MONTHS OF THE COVID-19 PANDEMIC, the
recurring theme in my industry was fatigue. Many of us were working longer hours to help our organizations weather the storm, and the
pace went from fast to frantic overnight. You could see it in people’s
faces and detect it lurking behind emails sent at 2 a.m.; everyone was
exhausted.
In addition to sapping your energy, being busy robs you of focus.
When there are a million little things to do, it’s hard to see beyond the
next few minutes. You become overstimulated, reactive and adrift in
the churning currents of the present moment. In his latest book, Alan
Jacobs borrows a phrase from Thomas Pynchon to describe this relentless focus on “the Now” as having narrowed our “temporal bandwidth.” We are more solid and full when we live somewhat in the past
and future, Jacobs argues. This is Pynchon: “the narrower your sense
of Now, the more tenuous you are. It may get to where you’re having
trouble remembering what you were doing five minutes ago.”
Most people’s temporal bandwidth seems to have narrowed during
COVID, but this trend has been going on in other ways as well. When
Joe Biden told Donald Trump to “shut up” during the first presidential debate of the recent American election, it triggered a cathartic response across the internet because many of us want to silence Trump
as well. Not in the thuggish and simplistic way of removing his free
speech, but in the sense that he has become an unwelcome permanent
resident in our minds. The mental space Trump occupies is burdensome because it requires constant attention, and because its defining
characteristics are chaos, dishonesty and bad faith. And yet we can’t
resist ceding him this ground simply because he asks for it through the
irresistible ping of our phones upon each fresh news story or tweet.
The pace of current events has become unrelenting under Trump, although hopefully by the time you’re reading this American politics
will be boring again – which is to say that they will not demand our
constant attention.
PSYCHOLOGICAL MANIPULATION

When we are tired, starved for focus, and attuned mostly to the current moment, we become increasingly susceptible to the psychological manipulation of our devices. Everyone who owns a phone should
watch the Netflix documentary The Social Dilemma. It shows how
powerful algorithms created by the tech giants shape our thought patterns gradually over time by selecting what appears in our feeds and
4
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leading us, step by step, down
mental paths that are brilliantly
designed and insidiously curated
to keep our attention. Without
realizing it, we find ourselves
thinking and reading within a
walled-garden of content and
reinforcing mostly the same constellation of views we’ve clicked
our way into through the curated
echo chamber of social media. It
starts to feel like everyone thinks
the way we do, and it becomes
increasingly incomprehensible
to us that anyone could see the
world differently.
While it is incredibly important for all of us to recognize our
entanglement in the algorithms,
the echo chamber effect seems to
have been particularly damaging
among evangelical Protestants
and on the political right. These
two groups are by no means the
same thing, but there is a great
deal of overlap and it is in large
part true that, as a group, white
evangelicals put Trump in the
White House in 2016. Lest we be
unclear, this includes Reformed
denominations – it was during
a speech at Dordt College that
Trump made his infamous pronouncement that he could stand
in the middle of Fifth Avenue and
shoot someone without losing
any supporters.
Dordt never should have hosted Trump; again, not in order to
deny him free speech or a platform but to maintain of their
institution that in this place
and among these people, truth,
dignity, moral conduct and good
theology actually matter. Evangelical Protestantism in America
(and to some extent Canada) has
failed shamefully in this regard,
from those who have actively
supported Trump and the constellation of toxic and reprehensible
beliefs that attend him, to those
who have simply remained silent

because we are too tired or timid.
We have done immeasurable
damage to the institutional credibility of the evangelical Protestant church, and, as a group, we
must find a way to repent as a necessary precursor to repairs.
THE BALM OF BOOKS
All of these conditions, taken
together, shed light on the epistemology of the culture wars. As
a society, we are tired, distracted, divided and entrenched, and
it’s hard to see a way forward
or – given our current position
– a productive role for the institutional church in healing these
wounds. Alan Jacobs’ answer is
that we should read old books,
and I think this is a good place
to start. Curating our own reading outside the reach of the algorithms offers a momentary pause
and restorative widening of our
temporal bandwidth.
I’d take it one step further and
suggest that we should specifically seek out authors who encourage us to cultivate a robust and
generous Christian humanism,
one that is decent, kind, empathetic, gracious, orthodox and
– above all – loving. I find such
voices in each issue of Christian
Courier and it gives me hope.
We need fewer click-bait articles about the stupidity of our
political opponents and more
reminders (and probably instructions) on how to access and practice what Marilynne Robinson
calls “that reservoir of goodness,
beyond, and of another kind, that
we are able to do each other in
the ordinary cause of things.” Focussing our attention more widely on such goodness just might be
the path back to reenergizing our
exhausted, distracted selves, and,
in time, to restoring the relevance
and potency of evangelical Protestantism.
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Guest Editorial / Letter

COURAGE FOR THE FUTURE
Phil Christman | Guest Editor
Phil writes and teaches in Ann Arbor, Mich. He is the editor of the
Michigan Review of Prisoner Creative Writing.

HERE IN THE U.S., WE HAVE, JUST NOW, THE ODDEST RELATIONSHIP
with the word “normal.” In the spring, we’d type promises to each
other, to have dinner or a beer “when things are back to normal.” At
some point everyone started adding scare quotes to “normal.” Now
we say things like, “I’d love to see you when things get, you know,
not back to ‘normal,’ but …” We invoke the word only to place it immediately under erasure, as though we were still, in spite of ourselves,
hoping it would return anyway, as though normalcy were a cat that we
pointedly ignore in the hope that it will allow us to pet it again.
Our longing for normalcy expresses itself in every area of culture.
The likely, though far from certain, winner of the Presidential election
is a man whose attraction rests mainly on the unspoken and impossible promise that he will restore the world of, say, 2014 or so. (I, too,
am voting for Biden; if your options are a 70 percent likelihood of
death and the certainty of it, you pick the first thing and then try very
hard to change your next set of options.)
BACK TO SCHOOL
The university where I work is pretending that it’s a normal fall. The
dorms are open – which is to say, the dorms are mostly closed, but
they have people in them. A student told me yesterday (we met for

WE REMEMBER

Every November 11, memories come storming through my mind
about World War II. No, I was not on the battlegrounds; we lived
in the Netherlands, where Canadian soldiers came to help to set our
country free. For this great sacrifice, I humbly and sincerely thank
them.
I was only two years old when the war broke out, and seven when
it ended. We lived in the city of Rotterdam, which experienced many
bombings, close to the seaports. Once the enemy tried to bomb ships
in the harbour, but winds carried the bombs to the residential area.
One bomb fell right across the street from us in the garden; I remember seeing the windows blown right out of the houses.
My dad was sent to work in Germany and later to a concentration
camp. In the meantime, my mother had us two children to look after,
plus run the grocery store. The milk delivery route was stopped and
there were hardly any supplies anyway. My Oma came once a week
to take my baby brother and me for a walk. Then one day she was
sick and could not come. That day a bridge was bombed where she
normally took us for a walk.
My Dad was born and raised on a farm close to a little town called
Maasland. I always liked to be on the farm of my grandparents, Opa
and Oma, as much as possible. One of those times I remember being
@ChrCourier
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office hours, outdoors, at six
feet distance, both masked) that
she hasn’t sat on a couch in two
months: the only places she can
go are her tiny dorm room, and
various campus lawns, and (if
you want to take your life into
your own hands) a restaurant.
All the common areas and study
rooms are blocked off – rightly, of course. The students are
simultaneously dangerously concentrated together and horribly
alone. Most of their classes take
place online. Mine certainly do,
as I have no wish either to cause
or experience death.
The proximate cause for this
grim parody of normalcy was,
most likely, the fact that one of
our regents and donors is also
among the largest owners of rental properties in the city. That, at
least, is my cynical reading of
the situation, and it’s hard to go
wrong when banking on the venality of the American elite. But I
think our situation has other causes. Even college presidents long
for the recurrence of the seasons,
the playing-out of predictable
patterns. Some parents want their
kids to have something as close
to their own long-falsified memories of being 20 as possible. And
even those of us who are trying
to be sober and responsible –
often to the point of becoming
grotesquely passive-aggressive
parodies of ourselves, savoring
and sharing the hatred that wells
up in us at every viral photo of
unmasked restaurant patrons or
beachgoers – even we don’t real-

ly like thinking about any of this.
REALITY AND ROUTINE
At the beginning of the year, the graduate students went on strike.
Both because the focus of the strike was public health – we went about
chanting things like “What do we want? / Randomized testing! / When
do we want it? / Last week!” – and because, like all strikes, it reminded everyone that workers are the real engine of any institution, it
felt like an acknowledgment of reality in a season when every person
in authority seems intent on evading it. The grad students inspired
further demonstrations of worker power from the university’s dining
hall workers and residential assistants. I was proud of all of them, and
hopeful for them, and I marched and picketed alongside them, and I
canceled my own classes in solidarity, and told other people to do so.
And I hated every second. I wanted my routine back. I wanted to stop
needing news all the time. I wanted – wanted! – to grade papers.
In time, the university made some concessions. Negotiations succeeded. We went back to our already-abnormal normal. In the larger
scheme of things, of course, there is no getting back to anything. The
hurricane season has been unprecedented, like the last several hurricane seasons. A million acres of the state of California have burned,
and we are assured that such megafires will be common events over
the next century. We are ruled, locally and nationally and internationally, by greedy and silly people, to such an extent that the planet itself
is altered, on a massive scale, from year to year, in accordance with
their whims. There is no future in normalcy. In courage, honesty, and
solidarity, there may be.

in my bed and hearing a whistling sound overhead, and then an
explosion. A V-1 flying bomb had fallen right across the road from
the farm and it plowed itself into the ground there. Again our lives
were spared.
That winter was the worse winter ever, 1944-1945. It was bitterly
cold, hardly no food available anywhere, no wood or coal to burn
for heat. Some people burned their chairs for heat. We still received
food from the farm brought by my uncles with their horse and wagon. But sometimes, if they were stopped by soldiers on patrol, they
lost everything.
My Dad was finally released, in the province of Brabant where
that part of the country was freed already by the Canadian soldiers.
On May 5, 1945, we were freed. What excitement and joy! There
was lots of music, dancing, joyful shouts and flags flying. Food was
dropped from airplanes. Lovely flour, butter and sugar. We were on
rooftops seeing it fall from the planes. How good that all tasted! But
where was my Dad?
Finally on June 8 “Papa” came home, very thin but alive. What
joy and happiness! He had walked for many days! That night he
was taken to the hospital with acute appendicitis, which could have
taken his life if it had happened on the long road home. By the grace
of God, he lived to become 87 years old and died in 1998.

We humbly thank our Heavenly Father for all his many, many
blessings.
Ada Struyk (June 10, 1938August 31, 2020; see obituary on
page 23), submitted by her family.

School picture of Ada during the war.
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CRC Ministries within Canada

RADIO MINISTRY
Listener community in Indonesia provides strength,
hope, and the chance to worship. | Brian Clark, BTGMI
SETIA LAUGHS as she and a friend walk along the dirt road that runs
through their village. Others in Setia’s village emerge from their
homes – faded wooden cubes with rusty roofs of corrugated metal.
The pungent smell of durian, a thorny fruit that is unique to southeast Asia fills the air. Everyone converges at a larger home near the
edge of the village and sits cross-legged on the floor of the main room.
One woman strums a guitar and they begin to sing hymns with tunes
that would be familiar in many of Canada’s churches too.
This gathering on Indonesia’s island of Sumatra is one of the dozens
of listener communities – groups that gather in response to the Indonesian radio outreach of Back to God Ministries International (BTGMI).
RESPITE FOR SETIA
For Setia, time spent worshipping and hearing God’s Word offers a
monthly respite from her otherwise stressful life.
“Her husband is a violent alcoholic,” shares a member of BTGMI’s
Indonesian ministry team. “They have become very poor, and even
had to sell their land to support her husband’s lifestyle.”

Unfortunately, Setia’s situation
is all-too-common in her village.
Many of the women spend most
of their energy providing for the
family’s physical and spiritual
needs.
“When Pastor Delima started a listener community in Setia’s village, Setia joined almost
immediately,” shares BTGMI’s Indonesian ministry team.
“Every day she listens to our
sermons and songs on her radio
and once a month she attends the
community meetings.”
SOURCE OF STRENGTH
Time spent in God’s Word has
given Setia strength to respond
to her terrible situation. Although
she once focused her energy on
resenting her husband, she now
tries to encourage her six children and five grandchildren.
“The Word of the Lord
strengthened me to face my life’s
struggles,” Setia shared. “I have
also been able to strengthen other

Delima, second from left, pastors Setia’s listener community group and others in the region.
Photo Credit: Hans Mulder, BTGMI

family members.”
This positive response has in
turn had a positive effect on her
husband. Lately, he has been
drinking less and has begun to
help her work in the field.
GROWING NEED
As Setia and her family endure
the effects of COVID-19, the
Indonesian ministry team has
been producing several new
video programs. The worldwide
fear, uncertainty, and downstream effects of COVID-19 are

lingering and causing people to
think in ways they never have
before.
“People like Setia are searching
for hope, and thinking about what
happens when this earthly life is
over,” added Kurt Selles, BTGMI’s director. “On top of that,
individuals and families around
the world are spending more time
at home consuming media. That
means when they’re searching
for answers, they’re doing it online and ready to watch or listen
to those answers.”

RECOGNIZING THE HOLY SPIRIT AT WORK
Cassie Westrate |

Resonate Global Mission

ONE DAY, JANDER AND TIFFANY strapped their two-week-old son
in a baby carrier and went for a walk in their Calgary, Alberta,
neighbourhood. That’s when Jander noticed an apple tree in a
neighbour’s yard and the couple met Roger (name changed). Looking
back, Jander can see how the Holy Spirit was at work.
Jander and Tiffany are members of Maranatha CRC’s Go Local
cohort. A Resonate initiative, Go Local is an opportunity for believers
to discover how to join God at work in their neighbourhoods.
“The church is not equivalent to a church building and what goes on
in that facility,” said Karen Wilk, a Resonate Go Local cataylzer. “It
looks like God’s people hanging out in their neighbourhoods … and
in so doing, learning what it means to love God and their neighbours.”
When Jander and Tiffany knocked on their neighbour’s door that
day, they met Roger, an elderly widower. As the three talked, Jander
mentioned the tree in Roger’s yard. Roger graciously gave them a bag
of apples.
6
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That night, Jander brought over
an apple cake for Roger in thanks.
Their friendship has only grown
since then, visiting one another
several times each week.
“Oftentimes, our visits [with
Roger] would be prompted by
[our son] asking for Roger,” said
Jander. “We noticed a couple of
times when we visited, Roger
would say ‘this is just the most
amazing time’ or ‘this is exactly
what I needed.’”
It was through conversations
with the Go Local cohort that
Jander started to realize his son’s
calls were promptings from the
Holy Spirit.
“The opportunity to reflect on
it and talk about it is the most
important part of [Go Local],”
said Jander. “When you say
something and someone else
says, ‘Well, Jander that’s not
random.’”
Now, anytime Jander and
Tiffany’s son calls for Roger,
the couple will stop what they’re
doing and visit Roger or pray for
him. Those types of relationships
are what Resonate seeks to foster
through Go Local.
“My view of the Holy Spirit has
definitely grown,” said Jander.
“The Holy Spirit is working
everywhere.”

This page is made possible through a partnership with CRC Ministries within Canada.
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THE CHURCH & HUMAN RIGHTS
One lawyer’s view of what theology might learn from civil jurisprudence.
Jim Joosse
PERHAPS IT IS NOT A SURPRISE THAT THE MERE INSTALLATION, at
Neland Avenue Christian Reformed Church (CRC) in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, of a deacon who is in a same-sex marriage has stirred a
controversy in the CRC. However, as a lawyer and member of the
CRC, it concerns me that my faith community routinely lags behind
the culture in asserting even the most basic human rights of its individual members. My church granted women the right to vote in 1957,
some 40 years after the federal government granted suffrage to Canadian women. The right of women to participate in exhortation and
governance in the CRC had to wait until 1995 – another 40 years.
Even now, in 2020, church polity allows individual congregations and
Classes to discriminate against women.
Presently the church is studying its treatment of its sexual minorities. Our Church’s position currently is that members who engage
in same-sex relations are disqualified from full participation in the
church. In 2016, Synod established a “Committee to Articulate a
Foundation-laying Biblical Theology of Human Sexuality.” Unfortunately, the committee is comprised only of persons “who adhere to
the [church’s] biblical view on marriage and same sex relationships,”
which is not only confusing but places a significant limitation on the
scope of the inquiry.
Why is the church consistently delinquent in conferring basic human rights to all its members – most recently to those of us who are
LGBTQ? Why does church polity lag civil law and jurisprudence in
the area of basic human rights? This is a puzzle.
OVERLAPPING LESSONS
Not long ago, I attended a presentation by seminary professor Jeff
Weima under the topic “Same-Sex Sex: What does the New Testament
Say?” Dr. Weima is a member of the current synodical committee.
His message was straightforward. He provided a literal translation of
the notorious Pauline texts – Romans 1:24-27, 1 Corinthians 6:9 and
1 Timothy 1:10 – and pronounced those texts as the authoritative and
absolute final word on the matter. He juxtaposed that supposedly clear
reading and meaning of Paul against what he called an erroneous revisionist reading of the texts. Lastly, in reference to the fact that Jesus
never spoke about same-sex sex, Dr. Weima simply said that Jesus
was, like Paul, a practicing first century Palestinian Jew bound by the
Levitical laws prohibiting sex between males.

Is theology this simple?
The message was breathtaking in its simplicity and stark intractability.
Is theology this simple? Is this what theologians do – merely translate ancient script and apply it conclusively across the millennia? If
that is true, then it is no wonder that the Church finds itself lagging
behind civil society and civil jurisprudence in its ethics.
There are some basic affinities between theology and civil jurisprudence.
First, both disciplines are concerned with Justice – in theological
idiom, “righteousness.” Civil jurisprudence is engaged in maintaining
right and peaceful (“just”) relations between people. Theology is principally concerned with relationship between God and his creation but
in both the Decalogue and in the words of Christ, the human praxis of
loving God and honouring neighbour are the same.
Secondly, both theology and jurisprudence are inherently conservative; both disciplines are grounded in past authoritative wisdom and
pronouncement. Jurisprudence is bound by Stare Decisis – the rule
@ChrCourier
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of precedent. Jurists must apply
the body of law developed over
many centuries unless the cause
of justice manifestly requires
them to depart from that precedent. Theology is grounded in
authoritative ancient Scripture.
Though this conservatism may
make both disciplines less nimble and receptive to change, it is
also a strength in that it provides
a safeguard against ill-considered
or hasty activism, or populist fitfulness.
Why, then, do the disciplines of
jurisprudence and theology, both
concerned with Justice, and both
bound to honour and prosecute
past wisdom and authority, come
to different conclusions on some
of the basic ethical questions of
our time? And, more importantly, why does the civil authority
always appear to be in the relative vanguard? Why can jurisprudence evolve, transform and lead
in the area of ethics, where theology appears to be stuck?
The reason for this may be that
civil jurists have some tools in
their toolbox that theologians do
not.
WISDOM & CIRCUMSTANCES
The first of these is that though
precedent imposes restraint on
judicial action, judges may, in a
given case, diverge from precedent if justice demands it. Judges must remain alive to changing circumstances. For instance,
jurisprudence must consider the
evolved learnings of many other
disciplines, including the social
sciences. It would be wrong, for
instance, for a jurist not to take
notice of the new medical, psychiatric and psychological learnings
which resulted in the depathologizing and decriminalizing of homosexuality, and that a person’s
sexuality is integral to their very
identity. Conceptual Justice may
be universal and abiding, but the
practical expression of justice is
a living, breathing and evolving
thing.
By contrast, the theology that
I witnessed in the address by Dr.
Weima did not notice changed

Detail of 6th-century mosaics in San Vitale church in Ravenna, Italy.

circumstances or developments
in interdisciplinary expertise.
He was speaking within a closed
system, without reference to
anything other than the historic
Scriptural text and decree. For
him the last word on the ethics of
same-sex sex was written in the
year A.D. 65. End of story.
The other significant difference
between the practice of jurisprudence and theology is that the
jurist bumps up against the blood
and bone of real cases. Though
jurists must maintain professional distance, they cannot remain
oblivious to the on-the-ground
results of their decisions. Binding
precedent is constantly tested by
whether its application produces
a just result in the case at hand.
The difficult art of judicial decision-making is to find the sweet
spot; that decision which gives
due consideration to both the
wisdom and principles handed
down in judicial precedent and
the specific circumstances of the
case at hand.
The theology that I witnessed,
on the other hand, appeared to
be practiced from above the fray.
The scope of theological enquiry
appeared to be the identification
of an overarching divinely ordained order, decreed by ancient
script, without regard for real
cases.
This disconnect from real cases was born out during the Q&A
session which followed the theologian’s speech: in the quaking
voice of the mother whose lesbian daughter was experiencing the
discrimination of the Church, and
the anguished grandfather who
wanted to know how he could
possibly exclude his grandchild
from full Church membership.
The answer the theologian of-

fered is perplexing. Though those
who engage in same sex relationships must be excluded from
full fellowship by the dictate of
Saint Paul, they must nevertheless be treated with compassion,
and provided pastoral care. If the
Church has been at fault, he said,
it is not because of its exclusionary polity, but rather because of
the Church’s lack of compassion
for the excluded.
Magnanimous at first blush.
Who will speak against compassion or pastoral care? However
this is a distraction. The basic
problem is the exclusion itself.
Compassion and pastoral care
are, at best, poor substitutes for
justice. At worst the beneficence
of an oppressor towards the victim may be the greater insult.
Dr. Weima’s application of a
strict analytical and literal reading
of Paul appears analogous to the
literalism of the six-day/6,000year-old world creationist in
the area of cosmology. We as
Reformed Christians agree that
Scripture is neither a science text
nor an ethical rulebook. Rather it
is the revelation of God’s historical redemptive plan on a cosmic
scale. Our assignment is to discover the best expression we can,
in our time and circumstances, of
the Christ-ordained imperative
to love our neighbour as we love
ourselves.
It appears that our present theology is consistently not up to the
task of including everyone in the
embrace of the Church.
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Jim is a retired lawyer,
having practiced in Edmonton for 35 years. He
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HEROIC VALUES
What do radical Islam and militant Christianity have in
common? Part II | Bert de Vries

Bethlehem skyline.

“EVANGELICALS WERE LOOKING FOR A PROTECTOR,” Kristin Du Mez
says, to explain their attraction to President Trump in 2016, “an aggressive, heroic, manly man, someone who wasn’t restrained by political correctness or feminine virtues, someone who would break the
rules for the right cause” (Jesus and John Wayne, 253). The word “heroic” led me into the following exploration of the interface between
heroic literary traditions and the militant religious right in Islam and
Christianity.
I was struck by these key similarities between heroic literature and the
imaginings of the religious right while I was reading Maria Headley’s
new translation of Beowulf. I have always been impressed by the essential similarity in values portrayed in heroic poems like Gilgamesh, The
Iliad, and the Muallaqat, across the boundaries of civilizations. Now I
see the values of the radical right reverberate with those heroic epics.
Consider this: Beowulf the hero is famed for his masculine strength.
He regales us with narcissistic accounts of his exploits, like spending an entire night underwater hunting down sea-dragons to make the
shipping lanes safe, single-handedly! He kills the monster Grendel
by tearing out his arm, and then decapitates Grendel’s grieving monster-mother after death-defying combat. His reward: gifts of bejeweled weapons from the palace plunder. Winners are glorified and enriched; losers dispossessed and disemboweled. Beautiful queens exist
to serve the heroes mead and sex. Action gives life meaning; monsters
and dragons stand by and the gods (and God; the setting is Christianizing Europe) stand back. The fulcrum of existence is muscular power;
to kill or be killed; to amass treasure by raiding weaker neighbors.
Like Beowulf in Europe, heroic poetry survived Islam’s inception,
not only the exploits of Antār in the Muallaqat (hung in the Ka’abah)
but the deeds of Alexander (Iskandarnamah, referenced in the Qur’an)
and the ‘descent’ of Persian Kings (Shahnamah). Heroic kings, such
as the Caliphs Omar (Conquest of Jerusalem) and Harun Al-Rashid
(Thousand and One Nights), colour Islamic history. In 1970s Jordan
every guest room displayed two photographs, one of King Hussein
and one of Gamal Abdul Nasser – so guests could bask in their glorious gazes.
VALOUR WITHOUT FORETHOUGHT
Heroic literature thrives in hopeless times. When people feel abandoned by age-old precepts and established rituals, heroic literature
fills the void with imagined victories of muscle over monster, celebrated in epic song. Today’s society, feeling bereft by corruption and
distraught by catastrophe, is ready for the promise of tough words
delivered by manly men wielding assault weapons or shouting from
8
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bully pulpits and “resolute” desks promising mighty deeds to defeat
modern monsters and daemons in cleansing battles on blood-soaked
fields at Dabiq or Armageddon. Muscles flex, bullets fly, words clatter,
but thought is ignored, absent.
In the novel Grendel, John Gardner retold Beowulf through the eyes
of the monster Grendel, the ravager of King Hrothgar’s palace. Grendel, spying on palace life between bouts of cannibalistic mayhem, is
mystified by the never-ending cycle of military raiding and brain-fogging mead-drinking he witnesses, and realizes that human lives are
even more senseless than his own. Then, when in the raging combat
Beowulf tears off his arm, Grendel flees, not cowardly, but from overwhelming futility. Reluctantly we feel sympathy for the bloodthirsty
but self-questioning Grendel, and disgust for the heroic but self-aggrandizing Beowulf.
With Grendel Gardner overturns my prior notion that the imaginary
worlds of epic poetry preceded philosophy as civilization emerged
from the mythic past (Before Philosophy, Frankfort). Emulation of the
heroic is a choice for action against thought and science that recurs in
history. Understanding this helps explain the anti-intellectual behavior of rightwing religious movements. Both radical Islam and Christianity identify thought-based religious and civic institutions (dubbed
“apostate” and “secularist” respectively) as the enemy requiring heroic defeat in epic battle.
Headley’s earlier book, Mere Wife, a feminist retelling of Beowulf in a gated-community setting, similarly portrays Grendel’s monster-mother more sympathetically and the “queen” (a gated-community socialite) as a power-scheming materialist. Epic conflict here is not
the gnostic good-evil struggle portrayed in the Assassin stories of Islam or the Superman comics of America, but a tragic struggle against
self-aggrandizing, greed-driven quests for status and power tempting
all of us. In interviews Headley called Beowulf “an epic for our time.”
VAINGLORIOUS DEATH
Heroic death in epic poetry, like Beowulf’s immolation in flaming
dragon breath, is a tragic consequence of hubris. In both early Christianity and Islam, heroic death was associated with martyrdom in God’s
war against Satan. Shi’ite Islam memorialized the murder of Hussein,
the grandson of Muhammad, much as Christians remember the stoning of Stephen.
In radical Islam those who die in the wars against “apostates” and
“infidels” are portrayed as martyrs in elaborately staged suicide mission ceremonies for media consumption. (Salar Abdoh’s Out of Mesopotamia gives graphic portrayals of institutionalized martyrdom).
In terrorist tactics, for example, al-Qaeda’s Trade Center bombing,
assassins on suicide missions are rewarded martyrs’ post-mortem
fame. My Muslim friends in Jordan simply reject such rituals, saying,
“These are not Muslims.”
Though North American Christianity has a less strident tradition of
martyrdom, “Evangelical” right notions of heroic death play out in the
imaginary world of conspiracy theories and racist paranoia. Symbols
of the heroic have a distinct “poseur” quality: disdain for the death
of others in refusal to obey COVID-19 precautions; a veneration of

assault weaponry; war-mongering
nationalism. In short, the manly
men of the Christian right tend to
be heroes with words rather than
heroes in deed.
		
CONCLUSION
Radical Islam and militant Christianity share significant characteristics. Marty and Appleby concluded from a comparative study
of globe-wide religious fundamentalisms in the 1990s that
such similar responses are due to
similar stress conditions. I assert
further that this shared pattern of
response entails the aura of the
militant heroic male, in the past
celebrated in epic poetry.
Epic celebrates tales of fabulous feats as alternatives to a
present that appears mundane and
hopeless to overcome what Robert Lifton has called “reality fatigue” (Losing Reality, 158-159).
Heroic epic posits a dreamworld
framed in poetry sung in celebration of an imagined heroic past
to sublimate a bleak present. In
the end, heroic tales cannot be
replicated in reality, and they do
not console, but only offer escape
into glorious adventure or entice
misguided mimicry.
Headley and Gardner tease a
new meaning out of Beowulf:
it warns blaming the other (the
monster) for our own self-destructive arrogance. Both radical
Islam and militant Christianity
imagine the mainstreams of their
respective religions as the dragon
to be slain.
Understanding the futility of
male-dominant militant, arrogant
personality cults will enable us to
reaffirm the promise of the Peace
of God offered and shared by
both Islam and Christianity. Faith
in that invites repair of societal
rifts and restoration of mutual tolerance and civility. Mainstream
Muslims and Christians each in
their own way see doing that as
their mandate and let glory be to
God.
Bert de Vries
Bert is Professor Emeritus
of History and Archaeology at Calvin University
where he taught Middle
Eastern History and Archaeology from 1967 to
2018. He directs the Umm
al-Jimal Archaeological
Project in north Jordan.
Find Works Cited in a Recommended Reading List
along with Part I at christiancourier.ca.
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CRAFT AND FAITH IN EQUAL MEASURE
Gaurav Rathod

THE CHOSEN
TV series based on the life of Jesus.
Created by Dallas Jenkins
Out of Order Studios, 2019.
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MARK TWAIN’S FAMOUS PROCLAMATION – “there’s no such a thing
as an original idea” – may allow some respite to creators (me included), but there are those who set themselves up for a different kind of
challenge – one of telling a story, the story, again for the gazillionth
time and that too from a fresh, unexplored point of view. As if this
isn’t hard enough, the vision is to achieve this goal without studio
backing and solely through crowdfunding. I can only imagine the superlative conviction and singular vision shared by everyone working
on this project.
The Chosen is easily on the top of such a list of attempts stacked
against the improbable odds of being more than just another visual representation. For one, it’s so very easy to ruin even a simple film or show
with its million moving parts. A poor casting choice, a below-average
editing, a little excess of this, a little shortage of that . . . and the whole
enterprise becomes a parody of itself. Add to that the titanic task of
doing justice to the faith of 2.3 billion followers of Christ. The slope,
no doubt, is slippery.
So in the hands a lesser filmmaker who hasn’t processed the
scripture down to its atoms, its dramatization can easily reduce to
sensational pandering. And I’m happy to report that the director of
the show, Dallas Jenkins, is no such filmmaker. So expertly does he
get to the heart of the book and the backdrop that his soaring vision
transports the viewers. Jenkins, along with writers Ryan Swanson
and Tyler Thompson, has clearly left no stone unturned during the
legwork; hence, the resulting screenplay packs much intrigue and
genuine surprises even for devout readers of the Bible.
The show works its way around the retelling of the story by exercising a restraint of known details and adding obscure interpretations,
which I find is a delicious way to keep it engaging for everyone. One
of my favourite episodes from the Bible is when Jesus rescues an
adulterous woman condemned to stone-pelting. Having adored the
minimalist take of Mel Gibson’s The Passion, I was excited to see the
show’s spin on this instance. In an unexpected but welcome surprise,
it chooses to do away with the incident altogether only to place the
woman in an equally moving, final predicament. The show nimbly
dodges many laser beams of the redundant and repetitive.
Also, it doesn’t seem to be in a hurry to place its protagonist right
into the action partly thanks to the freedom that comes with long-format storytelling. In a season of 8 episodes, Jesus only arrives during
the last couple of minutes of the first episode and remains just as
largely absent in the second one. This decision allows other important
characters a crucial breathing room and also serves to provide the
backbone for the realism of that time and setting. Lives of Mary of
Magdala, Simon Peter and his brother Andrew, Matthew, and Nicodemus are explored from the get-go. So when they eventually come
to be touched by Jesus, we personally feel the redemption of Mary,
the absolute devotion of Simon and Andrew, the perplexed acquiescence of Matthew, and the devastating heartbreak of Nicodemus.
The casting of major characters couldn’t be any better. Jonathan
Roumie’s Jesus is all things divine and yet surprisingly accessible to
the audience. I believe for a true artist, the personal isn’t cordoned
off from the professional. In fact, they are sewn together by a thread
of honesty that allows their art to transcend the purgatory of merely
“good.” Roumie is heavily involved with several religious and philanthropic missions and personally appears to understand the Bible
several layers beyond the superficial. As a result, his screen presence
as Jesus is so tangible that you feel like he’s in the room with you.
There’s a disarming lightness to his performance with no hint of effort in sight. He captures the full range of Jesus’ personality from
his tongue-in-cheek lightheartedness to his fleeting discomfort at the
prospect of an unwanted public display of his godlike powers.
On the other hand, the character of Nicodemus beautifully complements that of Jesus. He’s also a teacher (Rabbi of rabbis actual-
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ly), arrives in Capernaum around
the same time as Jesus, and attempts to channel the higher
power to cure a tormented individual. Nicodemus’ season arc
is heart-wrenching, and the winning sincerity with which Erick
Avari plays him elevates the
character to a worthy counterbalance to Roumie’s Jesus. Their
first and only scene together
alone merits a second viewing of
the season.
Episode 5 is my favourite.
Simon has just become a follower and asks others why Jesus
had chosen to build a ramp to
help people with disabilities
use a public amenity when he
could easily have healed them
all instead. Even today, there are
churches and religious leaders
who see and position Jesus primarily as a miracle worker. So
naturally, an inquiring mind like
Simon would be inclined to ask
the same. Episode 5 has the answer to this daunting question.
The apostles have accompanied Jesus to the wedding of his
childhood friend. When the wine
runs out with a few days of celebrations ahead of them, mother Mary urges Jesus to save the
groom’s family from disgrace. In
response, we see Jesus tenderly
declare, “Mother, my time has not
yet come.” Of course, he’s convinced soon, and what follows is
biblical history. But the episode,
and the show at large, seems to
indicate that although Jesus can
perform miracles, he also mindfully employs his human hands
whenever he can to, say, build an
accessibility ramp. But by doing
so, he leads by example.
Speaking of miracles, The
Chosen looks and sounds like
one, especially for a show that’s
been crowd-funded into existence. The cinematography by
Akis Konstantakopoulos is textured and immersive. And if the
divine could ever be rendered
into music, it’s been done already by Matthew S. Nelson
and Dan Haseltine. Also, the
sweet-sounding middle-eastern
accent is smartly used to separate
the Jewish folk from their cleartongued Roman administrators.
Interestingly, Nicodemus, who’s
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very high up in societal ranks
and demands fitting respect even
from the Romans, possesses a
similar clarity of speech. My
only gripe with the show is that
it’s available only on its app,
and the subtitles (in a surprising
range of languages) don’t always
carry when cast on your smart
TV.
To the uninitiated in the
faith watching the show, Jesus
would obviously be in the titular role since the term chosen
(one) implies a messiah figure.
The show’s poster, however, is
a black-and-white close-up of
Simon piercingly staring back at
us. In the show, John confesses
in pleasant wonderment that he
had never seen a rabbi choosing
pupils, for the convention of the
time was the opposite – one of
pupils choosing a rabbi. And just
so, the show’s subtle triumph resides in conveying, even to those
from the outside the faith, that
Jesus is doing the choosing. This
makes the apostles – and by extension all of us – the chosen.
Gaurav Rathod
Gaurav is an aspiring fiction
writer and an occasional poet
based in India. He is passionate
toward all things cinema and
books. And when he isn’t writing reviews, he’s busy reading
them.
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BUCKLE UP!
Nate Van Denend
JUSTIN TRUDEAU IS CURRENTLY PROMOTING AN APP for my phone

WHY WE DRIVE: TOWARD A
PHILOSOPHY OF THE OPEN
ROAD
Matthew B. Crawford
William Morrow, 2020.

that will notify me if I’ve been in contact with someone who has tested positive for COVID-19. My iPhone is flipping on the microphone
every so often to listen in – or maybe it isn’t – you can ask Siri. I’ll
be going home soon with location services on. Google has a good idea
where I work, where I live, where I shop and where the kids go to
school. But what exactly does all that have to do with a book entitled
Why We Drive?
Driving, argues Matthew Crawford, is one of the few places of Sabbath rest left in our consumer culture. One of the few places where we
cannot be tracked, managed, controlled, influenced or nudged. In our
cars, on the open road, with the phone on silent, we are momentarily
free from the demands of work and commerce and advertising. Big
Tech knows this. The car on the freeway is the final frontier after the
collapse of the blue laws, and it remains the place where the marketing
cannot get through because, my dear driver, you are driving.

“To drive is to exercise one’s skill
at being free, and I suspect that is why
we love to drive,” Crawford says.
And here, standing against this takeover of every last semblance of
sabbath rest, is Crawford, declaring that oncers become noncers . . . if
we give up the car and the freedom to drive, then the gig is up.
Crawford bolsters his claim by making a positive case for driving
itself, including a little neuroscience. We can’t form memories until we
learn to crawl, he writes, and our memories are associated with a mental
map of the world we create when we start moving around. Driving is an
extension of this – our world gets bigger, and so does our mental map

TAKING THE LONG VIEW
Jonathan de Vries
THE TITLE SUGGESTS A GUIDE TO THE WORTHY BOOKS of the past,
but it is actually Alan Jacobs’ argument for why we should assign any
worth to such books. The necessity of his argument, Jacobs explains,
is a modern mindset that is overloaded with information, experiencing
change at a rapid pace, and inundated with the idea that progress is
the highest value and the past must be superseded (if not extirpated
in its entirety). In the realm of reading, the result of this mindset is
a reflexive tendency to reject books based on the most minimal as-

BREAKING BREAD WITH THE
DEAD: A READER’S GUIDE TO
A MORE TRANQUIL MIND
Alan Jacobs
Penguin Press, 2020.
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of it. Driving also involves skill,
focus, attention and feedback
from the environment around us.
While Crawford doesn’t say it
this directly, his argument comes
down to this – driving can produce that rare emotion: joy.
Crawford holds a PhD in philosophy, and published his first
book Shop Class As Soulcraft
about a decade ago. He is the rare
philosopher who can just as easily find his way around an engine
block as a library. The book is
scattered with delightful stories
of his adventures into junkyards
and crash derbies, giving little
images of worlds that are fading.
It takes someone like this to communicate to the increasingly techsavvy public that we might lose a
part of ourselves, a valuable skill
set, a culture, a way of being in
the world, when “Hey Siri, where
is the grocery store?” becomes
“Hey Siri, please drive me to the
nearest grocery store.”
Crawford pokes at our presuppositions. He asks: is a new hybrid really greener than a recycled
car with similar gas mileage?
Does tech, like the government
COVID app, really make things
better? For us? For the company
that makes it? Do we really want
Google to know where we are,
sociation with anything deemed
sinful by modern standards. The
consequence: huge swaths of humanity’s literary heritage are disregarded under the broad labels
of racist, misogynistic, Eurocentric and so on.
With that consequence comes
a loss of our “temporal bandwidth,” writes Jacobs, the degree
to which our present consciousness is informed by the past and
the future. For many, their temporal bandwidth has narrowed so
much that they have lost a meaningful sense of themselves, their
place in the world, their purpose
in life, or any sense of higher values. They are caught in a “frenetic
standstill,” endlessly bombarded
with demands on attention, living
in a world where history began
with the most recent Instagram
post, and the future doesn’t exist
beyond the currently contemplated tweet.
Encountering the past through
literature widens our temporal
bandwidth, creating a greater personal “density,” writes Jacobs.

Matthew B. Crawford.

and where we are going, and then
allow these algorithms to start
planning the trip for us to maximize advertiser’s profit? Do we
realize that we are quietly becoming the product, rather than the
consumer? What happens when
the last sabbath, the sabbath of the
long car ride on a Sunday afternoon to see how the crops are doing, slips away?
We are in the throes of a communication revolution greater
than the invention of the printing
press. Crawford offers a bit of a
map regarding where we might be
headed. Fasten your seatbelt.
Nate Van Denend
Nate grew up in Southern
Ohio and has seen his fair
share of tractor pulls and
crash derbies. He is the pastor
of First Christian Reformed
Church in Chatham, Ontario
and drives a mini-van.

This is a call to treat the past neither as the unimpeachable source
of the great and the good; nor as a
cultural zoo, filled with secured,
caged prejudices and bad ideas
to be observed objectively, remotely and without the threat of
contamination. Rather the point
is to see in the past both the differences and the similarities.
Through old books, we encounter people just like ourselves, people who had grand
aspirations but routinely felt
short of them, who did noble
things but held hateful beliefs.
People who were, just as we
are, only human. Jacobs offers
a timely and persuasive call for
us to take a longer, wider view
of world. One through which so
much of what divides us fades
away against a grand vista of our
common humanity.
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Jonathan practices law in
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CHANGING THE CONVERSATION
Moving from inclusion to belonging. |
FOR THE PAST FEW YEARS, inclusion has been a popular buzzword. Businesses, organizations,
and individuals profess to be inclusive, to accept others for who
they are, and to be a safe place
for everyone to be authentic.
However, for individuals on the
margin, or anyone who doesn’t
fit into traditional definitions of
“normal,” inclusion sometimes
doesn’t go far enough.
“If you’re including somebody,
it’s your thing and you’re inviting
them in,” explains Rev. Margaret
Mullin. Mullin, a member of the
Bingwi Neyaashi Anishinaabek
Nation in North West Ontario, is
the pastor of Place of Hope Presbyterian Church, an Indigenous
congregation in the heart of Winnipeg. She points out that while
inviting people in is important, it
is only the first step.
When churches fail to move
beyond that step, not only are
they failing to embrace their full
potential, but they are also denying God a chance to work through
them. Mark Stephenson, the Director of Disability Concerns and
the interim Director of both Race
Relations and Social Justice for
the Christian Reformed Church,
related this idea to 1 Peter 4:8-10,
which talks about the need for
people to “serve others, as faithful stewards of God’s grace in its
various forms.”
“[By pushing people to the
side] we are limiting God’s grace.
We are keeping God’s Spirit from
fully engaging in the congregation,” explains Stephenson.
Mullin knows well how important belonging is to a congregation and their spiritual development. Her church started out
as a Presbyterian mission, but,
in 2014, it officially became recognized as its own entity, which
meant that the congregation was
able to elect leaders and determine what they wanted to do
instead of having well-meaning
people on the outside making
plans for the congregation.
“That’s when the congregation
really started to mature spiritually and functionally,” says Mullin.
12
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ficult it can be to overcome this
divisive mindset.
“I just look at how polarized
our world is getting,” says Burnett. “The loss of compassion
– it’s caused by a lack of diversity, and a lack of tools to do it

Kwanlin Dun Community Centre, Whitehorse, Yukon Territory.

“The people who stood that day [to become members of the church]
promised to serve each other and they started doing that.”
Attendance became more consistent. A Sunday school program was
formed. The congregation took over running the Miracles Store. Families began to take turns providing food for their Sunday congregational meal.
“Belonging is a huge thing,” she continues. “Self-determination is
a really huge thing.”
MOVING BEYOND INCLUSION
And while inclusion is only the first step, the journey to becoming an
inclusive community can seem akin to moving a mountain in an increasingly individualistic and isolated society. Jenn Burnett, the pastor
of The Well CRC in Kelowna and a doctoral student, knows how dif-
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Proceeds from the Miracle Thrift Store fund programs of WICM.

well.” She says people no longer
know how to express invitational vulnerability. They no longer
know how to sit down and talk
with someone who doesn’t look,
sound, or move like them. People
don’t know how to invite marginalized individuals into the messiness of their own lives in order
to listen to and learn about their
guest.
This lack of tools is why Burnett is writing her dissertation
on practices that the church can
use to move beyond inclusion to
nurturing belonging across differences. “Always try to learn: how
do you love people well?” says

Rev. Margaret Mullin, Director of
Winnipeg Inner City Missions (WICM).

Burnett.
The way you love people will
change depending on the individual. It can be as simple as giving
them a chance to speak even if it
takes them a bit longer to form the
words, or taking the time to ask
questions about them and then
listening to the answer. “This is
basic relationship stuff,” stresses
Mark Stephenson. It doesn’t have
to be hard.
“It needs to be face-to-face,”
explains Mullin. “A person in a
pew who’s not Indigenous needs
to get to know an Indigenous person to care enough to come to the
home of the Indigenous person.”
It is not enough to donate money
or meals once a year; in order for
there to be change it has to be a
personal relationship. Because,
as Mullin pointed out: “Once they
get to know a person and a person’s story, they are more open
to understanding white privilege
and how it’s created.”
“When you talk to white people
about ‘white privilege,’ they say
that’s a myth,” says Stephenson.
This, he continued, is not the case
for members of minority groups.
“Of course, they can see [white
privilege]. Their experience is as
someone who is living it. By not
listening to some voices, we are
really missing out; we’re not understanding reality, even.”
And that reality can be harsh,
as Mullin knows only too well:
“People who say it doesn’t exist
or it’s not systemic haven’t had
to follow an Indigenous person
into any of those systems,” says
Mullin. “I’m working every day
on the ground. I’m the one who
gets called when someone’s kid
commits suicide. I’m the one
who is called when someone’s
child won’t go to school because
they’re afraid CFS [Child and
Family Services] is going to take
them away because it happened
to their friend last week. Not
many people are at that level to
see the damage. When you’re at
that level – where you can see it
happening and you don’t understand it – that’s where people’s
minds change.”
Of course this extends beyond
Indigenous issues. Burnett was
once turned down for a pastoral
position because, as her interviewer stated while pointing to
her swelling belly, “clearly, ministry isn’t your priority.”
Continued on page 13
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LISTEN. LEARN.
RELINQUISH POWER.
Pastor Mark Stephenson with his wife, Bev, and oldest daughter Nicole,
who has multiple disabilities.

Or it can be disability concerns. One of Stephenson’s good friends
has cerebral palsy. With her former pastor, she was given the opportunity to use her gifts and she ended up serving a term as a deacon and
holding other leadership roles within her congregation.
But, Stephenson continued, her ability to use her gifts to lead was
not going to last. All of her leadership positions ended when a new
pastor took over the church: “She said her pastor told her that her
speech is unintelligible. Really? How can it be that she could serve as
a deacon and in various roles before, now suddenly with a new pastor
nobody can understand her?”
LOVING OUR NEIGHBOURS
“We want to be loved, we want a space where we can be ourselves.
Everybody reflects some aspect of God – even those who are different from you,” says Burnett, explaining why it’s so important for the
church to move towards belonging.
“Love goes a long way, you know,” says Mullin. “If you can express
love so that it’s felt by the person you’re expressing it to, that goes a
long way to someone feeling safe with you.”
But Mullin knows that this relationship often needs more than a
subtle push. “I am passionate about and disappointed in the larger
Church. I love them. They are working to the best of their ability with
what they have and the environment they grew up in, but they need to
get out of themselves. They need to get out of themselves enough not
to worry about their hood ornament being stolen, because we are an
inner city church.”
And so, whenever someone from that church offers to donate a
bed or something else, Mullin gives them the address of a family
who needs it and warns them that the family will invite them in for
tea. Then she calls up the member of her church and warns them that
company is coming, so they need to get a pot on, despite what else
is available.
“It’s not forcing. It’s inviting it to happen,” she explains. “I’m giving them some options on both ends – not everyone is going to take
it – but when they do, the conversation starts to change.”
Once marginalized individuals feel safe in a place or with certain
people, God’s grace can easily shine through their lives. Because, as
Mullin points out, once people in the inner circle start talking to and

Some ideas for centring minority voices. |
Pastor Jenn Burnett.

caring about vulnerable people
enough to visit them and spend
time with them, “[They start]
identifying a person’s gifts by
watching and seeing what they
normally do in their life. Then
ask them to use that gift in some
practical way within the church.”
However, while building relationships is unquestionably important, Stephenson cautions that
“It can’t just be [about relationships]. If all we think about is
relationships, we’re not thinking
about the larger systems.”
If the church really wants to
welcome everyone, members and
leaders need to start questioning
what practices and policies are in
place that cater to a certain type
of person.
“What practices do we have
that are the unspoken part of a
fabric of the way we go about
being Christian that leave people
on the edges?” continues Stephenson. “Are there policies in
place? Are there ways in which
we require people to go through
hoops to become pastors that
make it more difficult if you’re
not a white, male, English-speaking person?”
Once those questions are addressed, the church will become
a place where people can belong,
regardless of their appearance,
health, or speech. Because, as
Jesus points out in John 3:14-15,
he came for everyone, not just
the people who look or sound a
certain way.
Christina Van
Starkenburg

WICM supports the Indigenous community in Winnipeg.
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Ryk Brown

Christina is an awardwinning freelance writer
based in Victoria, B.C. In
her free time, she enjoys
reading, dancing, and
exploring the world with
her husband and two
boys.

WHERE CAN A CONGREGATION GO if they’re looking for resources to learn how to centre people from minority groups and
go beyond merely including them?
What if you’re wanting to listen to the voices of the LGBTQ+
community in your congregation? Or people with disabilities?
People affected by poverty or homelessness? People with mental
illnesses? Indigenous people? Women? Who is God calling your
congregation to pay attention to? The principles and practices
outlined below, though developed for race relations, can be applied to any minority voice.
When I began working on this concept with my own congregation, I developed a five-step model, based on various writings
I’ve read along the way.
How to centre minority voices:
1. Stop talking. If you are a person of privilege (white, male,
straight, settler, able-bodied, homeowner, etc.) in conversation with a person from a minority voice (person of colour,
female, LGBTQ+, indigenous, disabled, homeless, etc.) and
you are talking, then you are not listening. So, stop talking.
That’s the first step.
2. Listen. Whatever the topic at hand may be, ask the minority
voice for their view and then listen to what they say. Don’t
interrupt. Practise empathic listening, rather than merely
active listening. In a congregation you may want to invite
people of the minority community to lead a meeting to share
their experiences.
3. Take a knee. Relinquish any power you might have in the
situation. That may be as simple as giving up a microphone
and giving it to a voice that is normally ignored. Ask them to
speak first and last. If you’re not sure how to relinquish your
power in a given situation, directly ask the individual how
you could do so. The act of asking the question is a step in
the right direction.
4. Educate yourself. Don’t expect the minority voice to be responsible for providing you with an education about their
issues. Make an effort to educate yourself. Read articles or
books written by authors who are from the communities that
you want to focus on.
5. Rise up and join them. Though this image has a quality of
protest to it, it doesn’t need to be understood literally. Join an
initiative, cause, or project either led by, or that focuses on,
people on the margins. Join your voice with theirs. Promote
their cause inside and outside of your congregation.
It comes down to no longer presuming that your own experience is normative for others who are different from you. Just love
your neighbour as yourself.
Ryk Brown
Ryk is minister at St. James United Church, Waterdown, Ont., and is
involved in justice, mental health and anti-bullying work.
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BEYOND STEWARDSHIP
Kathy Vandergrift |

kathyvandergrift@rogers.com

Kathy is a public policy analyst with a Master’s Degree in Public
Ethics. She lives in Ottawa and is Vice-President of the Canadian
Council of Churches.

WASTE REDUCTION MOTIVATED TWO MAJOR INITIATIVES in my early
social justice work. Both became national success stories; over time,
however, both enabled more waste and had other unintended consequences. Reflecting on that, I wonder if more than stewardship is
needed to ground our approach to care for God’s creation.
Edmonton’s Blue Box program was cutting-edge waste reduction
in the 1990s. Citizens for Public Justice, with whom I worked, and
the Mennonite Central Committee worked tirelessly to build public
support for the Three R’s – reduce, re-use, recycle. Landfill shortage
and cost were push factors for the launch of the Blue Box program.
The pull factor was a cultural shift to see material goods as resources
to be used and re-used, not wasted. That concept remains the core
of Edmonton’s continuing strong record in waste management, better
than most comparable cities.
But blue box programs are now legitimately critiqued for enabling
the use of disposables because they can be recycled. The first R – reduction – got lost. When markets for recyclables are glutted or materials are not properly sorted, a high percentage of the contents end up in
landfills. Current proposed plastic bans may helpfully put more weight
behind the first R. Progress toward a circular economy, in which producers assume responsibility for the full life-cycle of their products,

may add incentives to produce
fewer disposable products and
less packaging in the first place.
HIDDEN HUNGER
Edmonton’s Foodbank program, the second example, was
launched to glean useable produce that would otherwise perish, a 20th century version of a
Biblical practice. In this case,
the founders worried and warned
about the dangers of it becoming a substitute for genuine food
security. That is precisely what
happened. Food banks exploded
across the country to become a
huge, institutionalized part of our
social service system. Large food
companies now get tax benefits
for donating surplus product to
foodbanks, including products
of minimal nutritional value.
Foodbanks enable the opposite
of healthy food security. They
have also become a substitute
for just public policy because
they hide the problem of hunger
from public view and allow those

with power to feel good about
doing something to help the poor.
If there were no foodbanks, the
large numbers of hungry people
on our streets might force governments to address inequitable
access built into the food production and distribution systems.
FULL-COST ACCOUNTING
As these examples make clear,
stewardship is a necessary but
inadequate foundation for waste
reduction and care for creation. It
is easily distorted to serve human
interests. It rarely gives adequate
weight to the value of creation
apart from humans, and it elevates humans too far above the
rest of creation. While I recognize
the fear that greater identification
between humans and other parts
of creation can lead to pantheism,
I wonder why we don’t equally
recognize the harms caused by
elevating humans too much. The
track record of the best-intended
human stewardship prompts a rethink.

The concept of ecological justice, now used by many waste
reduction advocates, better recognizes the inherent value of
non-human elements of creation.
It leads to full-cost accounting, as
does stewardship, but the weighing of costs and benefits is less
biased in favour of human interests. A challenge is complexity.
Weighing and balancing different kinds of harms and benefits,
inherent in a justice framework,
runs counter to the modern rush
to one-line slogans and instant,
simple solutions. Proposals based
on climate justice, for example,
tend to be so complex that they
are perceived as idealistic and
easily dismissed. If they avoid
that risk, they tend to get caught
up in trade-offs that fail to end
waste and harm to our world.
The biblical concept of shalom
– all things in harmony – captures a no-waste world. Getting
from here to there, an enduring
vision, is more than a life-long
challenge.

THE FEAR THAT BRINGS US TOGETHER
Lloyd Rang | lloyd@lloydrang.com
Lloyd works in communications and is a member of Rehoboth
Christian Reformed Church in Bowmanville, Ont.

WHEN I WAS A KID, THERE WAS A BIGFOOT MOVIE.

I remember this because I saw the commercial for it just once – and
slept wearing a hockey helmet for about five weeks afterwards. I remember my dad, sitting at the foot of my bed, explaining that being attacked by
a mythical forest monster in suburban Ontario was statistically unlikely.
It didn’t matter. To this day, when I’m camping, I keep a paddle in arms
reach at night.
There was also Jaws. My sisters smuggled me in to see the movie at the
drive-in in the trunk of our car. And I didn’t swim in Lake Ontario for the
rest of the summer.
A few years ago, snorkeling in Belize, a hammerhead shark swam
about 20 feet away from me. I got out of the water. Fast.
Fear is illogical and deeply engrained. Snakes have been killing humans since Adam bit the apple. And so, they scare us silly. Studies show
that even babies or animals who have never seen snakes fear the slithering, legless death-ropes.
But there are only four species of venomous snake in all of Canada
and they are so rare, no Canadian has died of a snake bite in more than
40 years.
On the other hand, hundreds of people across Canada die every year
because of snowmobile or ATV accidents. And yet nobody screams when
they hear the rumble of a Honda Quad.
BENEATH THE SURFACE
If fear were rational, we’d be more worried about our bacon intake than
bioterrorism. We’d be more afraid of COVID than daddy long-legs spiders. We’d be way less scared of thunderstorms than climate change. But
@ChrCourier
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fear is not rational. And it doesn’t
matter if your dad is sitting at the
foot of your bed telling you it’s alright – you’re still gonna wear the
hockey helmet to bed.
And yet there’s a bright side to
fear.
Because fear is deeply engrained
in all of us, and because we have
all developed ways to hide our
fears, it actually explains a lot of
strange human behaviour.
This past week I was involved
in a debate on Facebook around
a local development. There were
two camps: people who wanted the
development because they wanted the jobs in the community, and
those who were opposed because
they didn’t want greenspace to be
developed.
Rationally, the pro-development
side had a weak argument: there
were lots of commercial lands
available in the town and it wasn’t
necessary to re-zone protected
land. On the other hand, it really
wasn’t much of a “greenspace,”
either – more like a few acres of
shrubs and litter. But both sides
were passionate, and adamant that
they were right.
But when you look beneath the
surface of the issue, what you see is

fear. Fear of economic downturn in a time of COVID. And fear that this is
one more nail in the coffin of our natural world. And while the underlying
fear is universal – worry about the future – the expression of that fear is
tribal and political.
This helps me to understand something Christ said, that has always
seemed flippant to me: “Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own.”
Jesus is not saying “don’t worry, be happy;” he’s saying, “Yes, you’ve
got a lot to worry about, but don’t let it define you.” And, significantly, the
very next thing he says is “do not judge.”
To put all of this together: what if we were all honest with each other
about what we’re really scared of? What if we said to each other: I am
worried about the world my kids will inherit? Perhaps suddenly, we could
reframe politically divisive topics like “climate change versus the economy” around something we can all agree on: the need to build a better
future.
And maybe facing our deepest fears would bring us together, instead of
pulling us apart.
CHRISTIANCOURIER.CA
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A NON-DISPOSABLE WORLD
Bob Bruinsma |

bruinsmabob@gmail.com

Bob and his wife, Louisa, have a big garden in suburban Edmonton which has been frequented by at least 25 species of
birds over the 40 years they have tended it.

“The earth is the Lord’s and all that is in it, the world and those who
live in it.” (Ps. 24: 1 NRSV)
IN THE CONTEXT OF A DISCUSSION on environmental stewardship,
a Pentecostal friend recently posed a question. “If you came upon a
burning house,” she asked, “what would you do first – try to save the
house and then see if there were still occupants inside, or do your best
to save the occupants and only then worry about saving the house?
For, after all,” she said, “the Lord will return soon to take the saved
to heaven and then the world will be destroyed by fire. So, Christians
shouldn’t worry about saving a doomed world, but should rather concentrate on saving lost souls.”
In a short column it’s impossible to provide a full critique of the
theology that informs my friend’s claims, but part of a rebuttal might
go something like this:
At the end of the creation account in Genesis, God is reported as
stating emphatically that what God had created was “very good” (Gen
1:31). And what God had created was everything, not just human
beings, but the entire cosmos with a special focus on human image
bearers who were to be the caretakers of God’s earthly creation. Sin
entered the world and changed all of that, but in Jesus “there is a new
creation” (2 Cor. 5:17).

LET’S MAKE A DEAL!
Heidi VanderSlikke | hmvanderslikke@hotmail.com
Heidi lives in Mapleton Township, Ont. Her life and writing centre
on faith, family and farm life.

I GREW UP IN A TYPICAL Canadian household through the
1960s. Major appliances were
expected to last 20 years or more.
Our small town had an appliance
repairman and two TV/electronics repair shops. People didn’t
throw things away unless they
absolutely couldn’t be fixed.
We had one telephone – a rotary dial. It hung in the dining
room. Anything you said could be
heard by everyone in the house.
Decorator colours were available
for an extra 20 cents per month.
My mother splurged. Ours was a
daring shade of beige. We used
that same phone for more than
10 years. It only changed because
we moved. (We got another beige
rotary dial.)
People usually just bought
what they could afford, and most
families only borrowed money to
buy a house. As time went on, the
use of credit to buy other items
16
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became more popular. “Buy now,
pay later,” became a ubiquitous
slogan. “Buy now, cry later,” my
dad said. Debt was something to
avoid. Making do was admirable.
Credit cards weren’t widely used
until I was a young adult in the
workforce.
We also had only one television
in the house. A substantial piece
of furniture, roughly the size of a
compact car, it stood in the living room. As a family we often
gathered together in the evenings
for our favourite shows. This was
broadcast TV, free to any household with an antenna. Frequent
commercials were the price we
paid for our viewing pleasure.
Sometimes the commercials
were more entertaining than the
programs.
A DESIRABLE TRADE
During summer holidays I loved
to watch morning game shows,
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COVID hasn’t stopped the Ocean Cleanup
Group, a global non-profit.

such as Let’s Make a Deal! Audience members donned outlandish
costumes, hoping to catch the
attention of host Monty Hall. (Did
you know he was Canadian?)
Monty would invite contestants
to his side and offer them a prize
of some moderate value just for
showing up. Then things would
get really interesting. They could
keep their initial gift, or trade it
for something on stage, usually
hidden under a box, or behind
a curtain. Sometimes whatever
they had first received was in an
envelope. They didn’t actually
know what they were trading off.
No one could predict whether the
prize on stage would be an upgrade or a letdown.
Participants might win a luxury
vacation, jewellery or a new car.
Other times it was a “zonk” – a
booby prize like a box of cereal
or a live pig. Excitement grew
with every trade. Some contestants went home with fantastic
winnings, others with a sense of
embarrassment. (Apparently nobody actually took home the live
animals.) Since 1963 the show
has run in several editions, continuing even today.
Why so successful? Aside
from the witty hosts and wildly

SAVIOUR OF ALL THINGS
Christ came to restore the relationship between God and humankind to what it was intended to be
right from the start. And a major
part of that relationship was, and
is, the caretaking of the earth: an
earth that will pass through a refiner’s fire, to be renewed when
Christ returns (Rev. 21).
“All things came into being
through him. And without him
not one thing came into being
that has come into being” (John
1:3). Thus, Jesus, the Saviour, is
the saviour of all things including
the physical cosmos of which our
earth is a part. It is difficult to imagine that Jesus is not concerned
about the jewel of his creation.
There are hundreds of passages
in the Bible that attest to God’s
love for creation and the need for
humans to do so as well. Many
Psalms, and especially the last
four chapters of Job, express the
importance that the Creator gives
to creation. And this love is not
some romantic, general feeling of
beneficence; no, it’s a nitty-gritty, down-in-the-dirt kind of love.

Here are just a few examples
from the Old Testament:
Deut. 23:12-13 “You shall have a
designated area outside the camp
to which you shall go. With your
utensils you shall have a trowel;
when you relieve yourself outside, you shall dig a hole with
it and then cover up your excrement.”
Deut. 22:6-7 “If you come upon
a bird’s nest . . . with fledglings
or eggs . . . you shall not take the
mother with the young. Let the
mother go, taking only the young
for yourself.” (Thus preserving
the breeding stock).
Ex. 23: 10-11 “For six years you
shall sow your land and gather in
its yield; but the seventh year you
shall let it rest and lie fallow, so
that the poor of your people may
eat; and what they leave the wild
animals may eat.” (This is an ecological principle of land care as
well as concern for poor people
and animals.)
Yes, people need to be saved
from burning houses, but they
will still need housing once they
are saved.

Host Wayne Brady questions a contestant on Let’s Make a Deal in 2019.

enthusiastic contestants, maybe it’s a fair reflection of our society.
We’ve shifted from a culture content to live within its means to one
that continually desires more. Greater disposable income fosters an
appetite for more disposable goods. Technology especially contributes to this insatiable craving. Even if I’m happy with my current cell
phone, when the battery wears out, it will cost more to replace it than
to get a whole new phone. And just try to find someone who can repair
those slim flat screen TVs we watch these days.
Of course, some trades are infinitely more important than others.
Here’s one from Isaiah 55: All who are thirsty – come to the waters.
And you who have no money, come, buy and eat. Yes, come; buy wine
and milk without money and without price. Puts all the other deals into
proper perspective, doesn’t it?
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J.I. PACKER
David T. Koyzis |

dtkoyzis@gmail.com

David is a global scholar with Global Scholars Canada. He is the
author of the award-winning Political Visions and Illusions.

WHILE THE MAINSTREAM MEDIA OFTEN PORTRAY North American
evangelicals as easily-led sheep blindly following the most notorious
of television preachers, those in the know will recognize that a handful of British authors have been far more influential, including C.S.
Lewis, Martyn Lloyd-Jones, John R. W. Stott and James Innell Packer,
all of whom have now passed on to their reward. Packer died in July
just short of his 94th birthday, and his legacy, especially his focus on
Scripture, is worth looking back on.
Packer is best known for a single book he authored in 1973, Knowing God, which has sold millions of copies over the decades. In it he
guides the reader in not only knowing about God but knowing God
personally, especially in an age of scepticism. Packer’s other writings
include his 1958 book, Fundamentalism and the Word of God, drawing on an older meaning of fundamentalist as one who affirms the
fundamentals of the faith against the sceptics.
LIFE IN VANCOUVER
A life-long Anglican, he embodied a form of churchmanship that eschewed the ceremonialism of the Anglo-Catholics while avoiding the
sectarianism of the so-called dissenting churches. Here he took issue
with Lloyd-Jones, long-time pastor of the Westminster Chapel, an independent congregation in London. While Lloyd-Jones had called on
evangelicals to withdraw from denominations that had strayed from
the message of the gospel, Packer remained in the Church of England
as part of its low-church evangelical wing. Nevertheless, Packer deeply admired such Puritans as the 17th-century British theologian John
Owen, an unusual predilection among contemporary Anglicans.

Packer (1926-2020) edited the English Standard Version of the Bible.

In 1979 Packer moved to Canada to take up a position at Regent College in Vancouver, where
he remained for virtually the rest
of his life. In so doing, he transferred his ministerial credentials
from the Church of England to
the Anglican Church in Canada,
eventually departing from that
denomination to affiliate with the
new Anglican Church in North
America in 2009. Concerned that
the ACC was “falsifying the gospel of Christ, and abandoning the
authority of Scripture,” Packer’s
departure might have signified
a move into the very sectarianism that Lloyd-Jones had urged
on him and other clergy decades
earlier. But that was not the case.
Despite his protestant convictions,

A MODERN PROPHET
Rudy Eikelboom |

reikelboom@wlu.ca

Rudy, who lives with white privilege, is a pastoral elder at Waterloo
CRC and a professor in the Psychology Department at Wilfrid Laurier
University.

IN 2017, ALVIN PLANTINGA, a
Christian Reformed philosopher,
received the Templeton Prize for
his arguments that belief in God
can be defended with legitimacy
in today’s scientific world. We
celebrated this event widely in
our circles.
This year the Templeton Prize
was awarded to Dr. Francis Collins, the current head of the National Institutes of Health (NIH)
in the United States. Dr. Collins was appointed by President
Obama and continues to serve
under Trump. As a scientist,
he played a primary role in unraveling human DNA, and he is
a devoted Christian who wrote
the book The Language of God.
Before serving as the head of
the NIH, Collins and his wife
@ChrCourier
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founded BioLogos, a Christian
advocacy group that attempts to
reconcile evolution with the idea
of God, currently led by Dr. Deborah Haarsma, a former faculty
member at Calvin University.
In past columns, I have compared Dr. Collins to the Old Testament prophet Daniel. Daniel
was a faithful follower of God
and served the leaders of Babylon. In the fifth chapter of the
book Daniel, there is a remarkable incident where God writes
on the wall three words that his
scientists (wisemen) cannot interpret, so Daniel is called on to
explain them to the king. He does
so, warning the king about his behaviour, but sadly the king does
not listen, and the chapter ends at
verse 30: “That very night Bel-

Dr. Collins is a “Daniel” for our day.

shazzar, the Chaldean King, was
killed.”
In his acceptance speech (available on the Templeton website),
Dr. Collins looks at the writing
on the wall in our age. He gives
three words of warning, focused
on the theme of harmony, that
we would be wise to listen to and
work to remedy.
THREE WARNINGS
First is the global pandemic of
COVID-19, a concern that occupies almost all of Dr. Collins’s
waking time as director of the
NIH. Dr. Collins mentions the
controversy about using masks;

he was a participant in the ecumenical project Evangelicals and
Catholics Together, begun in 1994
by Charles Colson and Fr. Richard John Neuhaus. For this he was
criticized in some quarters.
LOVE FOR SCRIPTURE
What we should most remember
Packer for was his love of the
Bible, which he confessed to be
the Word of God. In fact, it was
a youthful reading of his grandmother’s old King James Bible
that moved him to a mature confession of faith and eventually to
the priesthood. He was one of the
signers of the Chicago Statement
on Biblical Inerrancy in 1978, although he was open to the possibility of the evolutionary origins

of humanity.
Given this love for Scripture,
it is not surprising that possibly his most significant gift to
the Christian community will be
judged to have been the English
Standard Version, an exceedingly light revision of the classic
mid-20th-century Revised Standard Version. When it was first
published in 2001, I did not think
it stood a chance of supplanting
the New International Version, the
dominant modern English-language Bible among evangelicals,
especially in North America. I
was not entirely correct. The ESV
has been adopted for liturgical use
by several denominations, most
notably the two-million-member Lutheran Church-Missouri
Synod, counterpart of the much
smaller Winnipeg-based Lutheran
Church-Canada. Even the Roman
Catholic Church in India uses the
ESV in its lectionary.
I think Packer would want to
be remembered for his strong affirmation of biblical authority and
for the efforts he made towards
getting Christians to immerse
themselves in God’s Word. May
he rest in the arms of the Saviour
he loved and served until the resurrection.

he says it is clear they slow the spread of the disease and should be
adopted by all. He also mentions how hard scientists are working on a
vaccine, even while a large percentage of people say they will not take
it. “What should have been a common harmony in the name of saving
lives,” he says, “has become a conflict.”
Second, Collins mentions the long-term threat of climate change.
Scientists agree that we are changing our climate with, among other
things, increased levels of carbon dioxide in our atmosphere and its
resulting heating of the planet. He points to the lack of acceptance
of this scientific consensus and the devastating consequences of not
acting now. The polarization around climate is painful for scientists to
watch, as it stalls a sustained and much-needed response.
The third issue Collins mentions is the deep foundation of systemic racism found in American (and I will add Canadian) society.
The unacceptable killing of George Floyd in the U.S., and of Dudley George in Ipperwash 25 years ago, highlights long-standing and
structural issues that have not received the priority they deserve. Our
police forces are called on to deal with situations that require alternate
approaches. And the lack of safe drinking water in many Canadian
Indigenous communities is a national disgrace.
To deal with these issues, Dr. Collins suggests three solutions: a
renewed commitment to truth and reason, a vow to address the growing spiritual void that makes us rootless, and finally, a call to love one
another. As Christians, these should not be surprising. All three can
moor our responses to the issues that divide us, be part of our daily
walk, and inform all our actions. If we do not listen to this prophetic
warning, we, our society and our children will suffer. Let us not be like
Belshazzar, who did not listen and died, but be instead like the king of
Nineveh, who listened to Jonah’s warning. He and his people repented
of their injustice, and God did not visit destruction on them. What can
we do to build truth and love in our land?
CHRISTIANCOURIER.CA
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KIERKEGAARD & COVID
Roland De Vries |

rdevries@pcmtl.ca

Roland is currently serving as Principal of The Presbyterian
College in Montreal, where he also teaches. He likes to explore
culture and play with words.

DO YOU HAVE AN AUTHOR you regularly return to for insight and
wisdom? A voice you’ve come to trust, with a gift for making sense of
our lives, our world, and perhaps also for making sense of God? The
Danish theologian and philosopher Søren Kierkegaard has become
such an author for me. When I go back to his writings, I am rarely
disappointed. This is particularly true in terms of his written prayers.
In this pandemic context, a particular prayer of Kierkegaard has
helped me rediscover an important dimension of God’s life and
God’s relationship to me. This prayer explores the concept of God’s
unchangeable nature. In more theological terms we sometimes refer
to this as God’s immutability.
There can be deep assurance in knowing that God doesn’t change.
As we pass through waves of the pandemic, or work through relational upheavals, or perceive the instability of the world, there is
comfort in the realization that God is a certain and fixed point of
reference to whom we may return. We can pile on the metaphors
here: God is stable, unwavering, consistent, persistent and faithfully
present.
In his prayer, Kierkegaard speaks to God and identifies God in this
way: “O thou who are unchangeable, whom nothing changes!” The
philosopher goes on to invite us to find our rest and remain at rest in
God’s unchangeableness. He also insists that we submit ourselves to
the discipline of God’s unchangeableness, and suggests that doing
so is for our welfare. In other words, we will find peace and rest in
remembering the faithful, consistent presence of God.

HOLDING OUR OWN
Sara Pot |

thepotfamily@gmail.com

The Pot family story includes two daughters who are severely
disabled but radiate joy and grace. Below, Rachel & Janneke
watch a Great Lakes freighter.

THANKS TO GORDON LIGHTFOOT, I associate this time of year with
the gales of November. Forty-five years ago this month, one of the
largest ships of the Great Lakes sailed and sank – the Edmund Fitzgerald. The last words from the captain over radio transmission were,
“We are holding our own, going along like an old shoe.” Less than 15
minutes later, the ship and all 29 lives were lost.
I’ve wondered about those words, “We are holding our own.” I live
near the Welland Canal, so I see Great Lakes freighters pass through
18

NOVEMBER 9, 2020

|

CHRISTIAN COURIER

MOVED IN LOVE
But, as he so often does, Kierkegaard swings this prayerful conversation about God’s nature in an unexpected direction. I suspect that
most of us will be grateful he does, since an insistence on God’s immutability and unchangeableness often leaves us feeling a bit cold.
They are concepts that leave us with the suspicion that God is out of
touch and beyond relationship. Kierkegaard gets us beyond this distant God precisely by introducing motion into God. He writes/prays:
“Thou…art moved, and moved in infinite love, by all things. Even
that which we human beings call an insignificant trifle, and pass by
unmoved, the need of a sparrow, even this moves Thee; and what we
so often scarcely notice, a human sigh, this moves Thee, O Infinite

on a regular basis. We are insignificant in size next to these gigantic
ships. Yet size could not save a ship in those November gales.
Last month, I was caught by the words of the President of the U.S.
when he announced, “You can beat this disease [COVID-19].” Yes,
the power of positive thinking is real. Research tells us that a positive
outlook supports healthy living, which leads to healthier outcomes.
This doesn’t mean that happy people don’t get sick. It doesn’t mean
that bolstering your strength to fight a disease, disability or an illness
is a guarantee you’ll beat your way back to good health. Not all ships
stay afloat.
In the case of the Edmund Fitzgerald, theories suggest the captain
either didn’t anticipate the rapid sinking or he was fully aware and
chose to maintain confidence for the sake of the crew. “We are holding our own” likely suggests they were going to keep doing what they
were doing and hope for the best.
RISK AND HOPE
A few weeks ago, I sat with my daughter Rachel in the pre-op room
at the hospital, talking through an anticipated surgery. I had no idea
what the next few hours held, and my fears were palpable – but I was
also hopeful. Thankfully, Rachel’s surgery went well, and we were
able to return home on the same day to recover. That evening, I was
exhausted from sitting and worrying and hoping. We’ve had enough
close calls with our girls over the years to remind me that risk is real
– but so is hope.
In 2009, on Janneke’s fourth day of her life, I remember coming to
visit her in the NICU (neonatal intensive care unit) at Toronto Sick
Kids Hospital. It was my first visit with her, and the reality of her
concerns was hitting me hard. The emotions from giving birth and
from realizing how much more complicated our life was going to be
in welcoming our second child with significant needs were hard to
hide. I wept, as I sat next to Janneke’s glass crib, unable to contain

Love! But nothing changes Thee,
O Thou who art unchangeable!”
My sighing moves God. The
plight of a bird moves God. The
grief of those enduring a pandemic moves God. Yes, God is
unchangeable. But beautifully
unchangeable in the sense that
God will always be moved by the
brokenness of the world. God will
never cease to be moved by the
beauty of creation, the needs of
his people or the grief that touches all of our lives.
The conclusion of Kierkegaard’s prayer is somewhat enigmatic: “O thou who in infinite
love does submit to be moved,
may this our prayer also move
Thee to add Thy blessing, in order
that there may be wrought such a
change in him who prays as to
bring him into conformity with
Thy unchangeable will, Thou who
are unchangeable!”
Enigmatic, yes. But can this be
read as anything other than an invitation that we be moved in the
same way that God is moved? A
prayer that God would allow the
pain of the world to touch us and
the beauty of the world to shape us
– so that we may live in God’s unchangeable love for that world.
all the feelings. A nurse working
in the NICU that night chided me
for crying openly.
It’s been over 11 years, and
I still want to give that nurse a
good shake. I needed to be sad
in that space, next to Janneke’s
bed, because I would need to be
encouraging and confident when
I left the hospital for home – and
for Janneke’s worried sisters.
Figuring out how to live with
persistent anxiety and an uncertain future is unique and complex to each person. Perhaps it’s
chronic pain, a new diagnosis,
the reality of COVID-19, or a
sudden change in relationships.
Among my Dutch friends, when
there’s a significant challenge
or a crisis threatening the stability of living, we offer the word,
“Sterkte.” Though it’s impossible
to accurately define in English,
it’s meant to encourage strength,
in spite of and through the storm.
As we step forward into November and the winter months,
may we be reminded of God’s
care, his ever-present arms that
hold us while we hold our own.

Columns

ZOOM CHURCH
Curt Gesch |

cgesch63@gmail.com

Curt is a retired teacher and semi-active farmer living in Quick,
B.C.

CHURCH LEADERS have written
much on “how COVID-19 changes everything.” Yet it seems
that the goal of church leaders is
that everything should eventually return to normal, despite their
protestations to the contrary. The
literature suggests that some lasting effects of the pandemic will
include more virtual congregations, individualism and (gasp)
lower financial offerings. Will

home churches replace organized
congregations? Why do some
mega-church preachers defy
health warnings and continue to
hold services that help spread the
virus? I have a pretty cynical answer to the last question.
“We’re a different church now,”
one pastor said. “The church
needs to find what it is when it
can’t meet in person.”
I joke that when “your connec-

tion is weak” disrupts a Zoom
speaker during worship, it reminds us all that we live in the
wake of Pentecost.
“What is that guy saying?”
“Is he drunk?”
“No, it’s the Spirit of Electronic Wizardry.”
UNEXPECTED BENEFITS
With all its weaknesses, Zoom
worship has proven very beneficial to us. Our own experiences
here in central B.C. may not be
typical, but some of what we’ve
experienced during the past
eight months will probably last.
For one thing, the 15-30 people
that we meet with (virtually, of
course) at 11:00 a.m. on Sunday are all given an opportunity
to speak. Both before and after
the service, socializing is not so
much an option but an assumption. Rarely do people “duck
out after the doxology” instead
of retiring to the fellowship hall.
Sometimes people who are too
shy to vocalize prayer requests
“in the service” feel free to say
them afterward.
Second, we meet with those
who want to “visit” from afar any

WHEN LIFE FEELS MEANINGLESS
Tom Wolthuis |

tomwolthuis@gmail.com

Tom is a minister in the Christian Reformed Church and the Director of Geneva Campus Ministry at the University of Iowa.

THIS PAST YEAR HAS REMINDED ME OF THE BOOK OF ECCLESIASTES,
with its recurring theme of “Meaningless! Meaningless! . . . Everything is meaningless” (1:2). We have been stopped from much of our
“chasing after the wind” to reflect. We wrestle with how to live in
the time of COVID.
FRUSTRATION
Early on we were frustrated by loss. We lost freedom, jobs, relationships, health, and – for some – life. Some of us lost friends or family.
We might be troubled by depression and tempted by despair. We are
frustrated by the confusion, the conflict, the known and the unknown.
Pleasures have run dry. Purposes are unfulfilled. We wonder about
the times and cannot figure it out. This is the time of Ecclesiastes.
FUNCTIONING
After the author of Ecclesiastes expresses all the frustrations of life,
culminating in death, he advises faithful functioning in this confusing, uncertain, uncontrollable life. “Cast your bread upon the waters, for after many days you will find it again” (11:1, NIV). This is
the old translation, from 1984. The newer one tries to literalize the
metaphor. “Ship your grain across the sea; after many days you may
receive a return.”
The old metaphorical, yet more literal, translation has been a conundrum for interpretation. What could it mean to “cast your bread
@ChrCourier
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upon the waters?” Jewish interpreters saw this as charity – give
food into the great sea of poverty
and you will be rewarded. Some
have seen this as doing something foolish amid meaninglessness and then seeing what happens. Others have taken this as
an encouragement to make beer,
the bread providing the yeast for
the fermenting water. Maybe the
newer translation is right, although less fun – that it is about
keeping on with your work, diversifying investment and risk
(v. 2), but even this loses the full
picture.

time they want to. So we’ve had Ontarians, Albertans and Manitobans
worship with us even when it isn’t the holiday visit season. We experience a fuller communion of the ecumenical church than in a typical
Sunday service in a building.
Third, the sermon is short and to the point – pithy – or it may be
replaced by many “sermonettes.” For example, in our afternoon Zoom
service (“Friends and Family Worship” at 3:00 p.m.) on Sunday, we
don’t even have a sermon. Instead, periodically the liturgy stops for
comments on the readings, the songs, the prayers. Although it may
be difficult to do that with a congregation of 542 members, our Zoom
service gives everyone participating the opportunity to contribute to a
communal understanding.
GOD’S GRACE
Fourth, the singing is . . . well, not very professional. Because the
computer doesn’t allow us all hear each other (the time lag in reception makes unison singing sound like another illustration of glossolalia), some worshippers say this is an advantage to them because
– with their microphones muted and only Betsey and I with active
mics – they have felt able “to try new things with our voices.”
Fifth, we have discovered that – although we’d prefer worship in
person – God’s grace is not limited by a computer: we have Holy
Communion and receive it online without the leisure or necessity of
theological debates. God is with us, unbounded by time and space.
Last, we are finding out just how privileged we are to have a pastor
who is flexible and respects the wide variety of people, computer
knowledge, vocal strengths and personal quirks (why do some folks
slurp their coffee on camera?).
If, when, worship in person does continue in our respective buildings, I am pretty sure that some form of virtual worship will continue. And I hope that when worship in buildings is possible again, it
is still the “‘work of the people’ – a work undertaken in the service of
everybody,” an offering to God.
FOLLY
The newer translation reminds
me of how I was taught to figure
everything out. Make all your
calculations. Prove that it is the
wise thing to do. Then do it, and
it will all work out. This is how
I saw churches make building
plans, far different from the “acts
of faith” in some traditions. I was
taught to understand, control and
then do. Now I can’t. Ecclesiastes reminds me that I was fooling
myself when I thought I could.
FAITH
Maybe we can learn something
from the “acts of faith.” Acts
of faith are not just foolish endeavors against the evidence.
Ecclesiastes 11:3-5 guides us in
acts of faith. “If clouds are full
of water, they pour rain on the
earth. Whether a tree falls to the
south or to the north, in the place
where it falls, there it will lie.
Whoever watches the wind will
not plant; whoever looks at the
clouds will not reap. As you do
not know the path of the wind,
or how the body is formed in a
mother’s womb, so you cannot
understand the work of God, the

Maker of all things” (NIV).
There is order and disorder in
nature, much outside our control. There is inevitability and
randomness. We cannot predict
it all by divination or science. It
is a mystery how our bodies are
inspired by the spirit (better than
NIV’s translation, “wind”), at
the beginning and always. Even
science and philosophy acknowledge the mystery of human consciousness. God is beyond our
understanding, but he is the Maker of all and at work in all.
FREEDOM
So, sow. “Sow your seed in the
morning, and at evening let your
hands not be idle, for you do
not know which will succeed,
whether this or that, or whether both will do equally well”
(11:6). Freed from the sense that
we need to understand all before
we can act, freed from the need
to control and the guilt of failure,
live faithfully and wisely.
“Now all has been heard; here
is the conclusion of the matter:
Fear God and keep his commandments, for this is the duty of every
human being” (12:13).
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THE ‘ASTERISK’ LEGACY OF
DR. JUSTIN COOPER
40 years of advancing Christian higher education in
Canada. | Peter Schuurman

“MY WORLD JUST OPENED UP. IN FACT, IT EXPLODED.” Justin Cooper
was a preacher’s son who arrived as an 18-year-old at Trinity Christian College in 1968. Through professor Calvin Seerveld in particular,
he saw in a fresh way that “this is my Father’s world” – and thus perceived he ought to love that world. “They showed me,” said Cooper in
an interview with me in August 2020, “that Christ’s kingdom is as big
as the universe and society, and gave me some tools to engage those
who think otherwise.”
Cooper saw that the Lord connects and cares for all reality, and thus
he is also Author of what Evan Runner called the “encyclopedia of the
disciplines.” Cooper dove into the arena of philosophy, spurred on by
this more expansive faith perspective, and eventually migrated to parttime studies at the Institute for Christian Studies in Toronto. By 1974
he ventured across the street to the University of Toronto for his Masters and Ph.D., which he completed in 1985 in international relations.
In those same years Cooper married his Canadian sweetheart, Jessie Ellens, had two sons, worked part-time, and was recruited for an
ambitious new association in 1976 that would set his vocation for life.
The association was called the Ontario Christian College Association
(OCCA), a group of immigrants from The Netherlands who had seen
how vibrant Christian universities create cultural leaders dedicated to
God’s shalom. Cooper was asked to join.
It’s been 40 years since that small, gutsy group successfully won
a charter for Christian universities in Ontario, and Cooper himself
has just retired from 10 years of service as the Executive Director of
Christian Higher Education Canada (CHEC). It’s a fascinating story
that has changed the opportunities open to students in Ontario and
across North America.
OPENING UP ONTARIO
The reader needs to understand just how alien this group of immigrants
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seemed to the cultural elite in
Ontario at that time. Government
officials knew institutions like
Bible colleges and seminaries existed for their sectarian communities, but, for them, a university
was a public and secular institution. So the Ministry of Colleges
and Universities’ officials that
met with representatives of this
pioneering association assumed
they were some backwater sect.
But they were impressed enough
to accept the name “Redeemer
Reformed Christian College”
(confessional terminology which
encompasses at least 9 denominations!) and the mandate included
the phrase “studies in philosophical and theological foundations,
which may include studies in the
arts, humanities, natural and social sciences, pure and applied.”
In December 1980 the charter
was granted, and although the
foundations for a Christian university were written in a subordinate clause, they were there!
Key to this whole endeavour
was persuasive communication.
Cooper knew the Dooyeweerdian foundation for education,
but his experience at the U. of T.
schooled him in speaking a language that Ontario’s cultural elite
could understand.
“This happened often in my career,” says Cooper. “People start
to realize that something is going
on that they don’t understand.
Then they want to listen and find
out. And that’s what I did countless times – try to reframe the language so they could understand.”
A CHRISTIAN UNIVERSITY:
CALLED AND EQUIPPED

So, charter in hand, the OCCA
team dived into the project of
opening a Christian university with the name “College” and
with permission to grant specially marked “Bachelor of Christian
Studies” (B.C.S.) and “Bachelor
of Christian Education” (B.C.Ed.)
degrees. From there, progress accelerated quickly. They rented an
old public school on Beach Boulevard in Hamilton, and for their
first year in fall 1982, hoping for
50 students, they had 100 young
people enroll.
Cooper was made academic
dean of OCCA and led in hiring the first Redeemer faculty in
1981. Although political science
wasn’t originally going to be part
of the first curriculum, the first

Cooper (back row, second from Right) the day Redeemer received its Charter in 1980.

Redeemer board made Cooper the final Ph.D. hire in an initial faculty
of eight men, covering 10 core disciplines. Later, in 1986, the same
year they moved to a new campus in Ancaster, Cooper was made Academic VP, and then in 1994, President of the college.
EDUCATION WITH AN ASTERISK*
One of Cooper’s first goals as President was to remove an asterisk.
This refers to the marking on the membership list of the skeptical and
at times hostile Association of Universities and Colleges in Canada
(AUCC), where all “faith-based” member universities were given an
asterisk, singling them out as academies that required their faculties
sign a faith statement. That all institutions have faith commitments –
religious or secular in orientation – was not something secular academics understood about themselves or their institutions. “The honour
of Christ will not stand for this,” Cooper would remind himself. This
two-tiered system was unjust.
Those first years were a crucible for Cooper, whose inauguration
as President was founded on the divine promise “Whom I call, I will
equip.” Enrollment dipped, there was a personnel crisis, and to top it
all off, a financial misstatement and soon a payroll shortfall. But soon
the tide began to turn; the Conservative provincial government at the
time formed a committee, which came to the conclusion that under
carefully specified conditions it could be possible to have a non-funded
private university – Muslim, Jewish, Sikh or just elite and private in its
orientation.
And so, after much hard work, in 1998, the charter was amended to
allow schools like Redeemer to grant B.A. and B.Sc. degrees like other
universities. In 2000, Redeemer was permitted to add the word “university” to its name, and in 2003, the Ontario College of Teachers endorsed Redeemer as a candidate for the right to grant the B.Ed. degree.

After Dr. Cooper accepts the 1998 charter, Redeemer could grant university degrees.

The vision for a truly Christian
university was finally being realized, and already, the asterisk on
the AUCC membership list had
faded away. Then, finally, just this
spring of 2020, the government
granted ministerial consent for
Redeemer to re-name itself “Redeemer University.” Forty years,
and the project is complete.
Cooper has been called “an
apostle for Christian higher education,” but he is more than that.
“I am an institution builder,” says
Cooper, reflecting on his calling.
“I had a sense of strategy – politically and institutionally – to realize that unless there is legal space,
legal foundations, you don’t have
a lasting basis for your mission.”
Cooper would go on to serve on
numerous boards in the world of
higher education, first on a North
American-wide scale then a global scale – he now serves with
Global Scholars Canada and John
Stott’s Langham Partnership. His
imagination has opened up to the
Majority World (also called the
Developing World), and the new
heart of World Christianity. He
turned 70 this year but he continues to support institutions, including local community associations,
which recognized him by inducting him into Hamilton’s Gallery
of Distinction in 2009.
One might say the asterisk was
a central theme through Cooper’s
career. It’s a symbol, literally
meaning (from the Latin) “little star,” that points to Cooper’s
own Morning Star, Jesus Christ.
Building on the pattern started
by Rev. DeBolster, Cooper knew
the importance of starting faculty interviews with the question:
“What is your personal relationship to Jesus Christ and how do
you strengthen it?”
Incidentally, Justin and Jessie
Cooper will be moving this fall
to their retirement home, and
their new street name is Csilla,
which in Hungarian means “little star.” There is some poetry
here, and may “all nature sing,
and round them ring” the praise
of our Creator, who eternally upholds “the encyclopedia of the
disciplines.”
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OBITUARIES

JOB POSTINGS
FULL-TIME PASTOR
Inglewood Christian Reformed
Church in Edmonton, Alberta
is actively seeking a full-time
pastor who is passionate in
preaching God’s word, in pastoral care and in leading and equipping us in
community outreach.

PURCHASING & SHIPPING
COORDINATOR

For more information go to our website: inglewoodcrc.org or email pastorsearch@inglewoodcrc.org.

CHRISTIAN HOME CARE
Mature worker needed as a companion for a
44-year-old Down’s Syndrome male in Dundas,
Ont., twice per week for 3 hours per session.
Special needs training is not important but love
for special needs and perseverance will be an
asset. Becoming a friend is important. Starting rate of $20 per hour. No outings expected.
Email johan.estelle@gmail.com if interested.

Wholesale nursery growing container grown
perennials, vines, flowering shrubs, evergreens & trees is seeking a highly motivated
individual to join our office team. We have
an immediate full-time opportunity available
in our Purchasing & Shipping department.
If you are a team player who has excellent
organizational, communication, and time
management skills and a desire to succeed,
we look forward to hearing from you. We
offer excellent wages, health benefits and
incentives for the right candidate. Resumes
may be emailed to: hr@willowbrooknurseries.com or dropped off between the hours of
8:00a.m. – 4:00p.m. Monday to Thursday or
8:00 – noon on Friday at:
Willowbrook Nurseries Inc.
935 Victoria Ave.
Fenwick, ON
Attention: Human Resources
No phone calls please.
(We thank you for your application, however
only those considered will be notified.)

ANNIVERSARY
SCHUURMAN, John and Nellie
(nee Groenewegen)
October 8th 1965 - 2020
Burlington, Ontario

Congratulations on 55 years together!
Well done and God bless you both!
With love from your children
and grandchildren.
“...Always do your best as the Lord’s
servant…” Col. 3:23,24
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VANDER STELT, John C.
Dr. John C. Vander Stelt, age 86, of Grand Rapids
continued his walk with the Lord on September 19,
2020, when the Lord took him. He had just viewed
the cover of his upcoming book and was celebrating
60 years of marriage with Sandy and their children.
He was preceded in death by his siblings Case Vander
Stelt, Elizabeth Verhagen, and Walter Vander Stelt.
He will be lovingly remembered by his wife, Sandy
M.; children and grandchildren, David and Marcella Vander Stelt (Kyle, Riley, Spencer), Nathan and
Kris Vander Stelt (Nicholas and Tori, Lydia, Joshua),
Renee Vander Stelt and husband, Matt McConville
(Helen), Rachelle (Vander Stelt) and Tom Knapper
(Megan and Monte DeKam, Aaron Knapper).
John is also remembered by sister Agnes Huls, in Chatham, brother Joe Steele and Edeli,
in Costa Rica and brother Bill Vander Stelt and Pauline in Windsor, sister in law Mina
Vander Stelt and many nieces and nephews.
Born April 5, 1934, in Dussen, Netherlands, John grew up on a family farm where faith
was very important. John also lived through the horrors of World War II. The ravages
of Hitler’s regime of terror, domination, death, and destruction left deep impressions
on him. Many told and untold stories of these wartime experiences left an indelible
impression on him, leading to an unrelenting pursuit for justice, peace and compassion,
especially for those who were often marginalized.
John became a Canadian landed immigrant on February 20, 1951, and soon after their
family established another farm. Though the smell of potatoes and horseradish fields
would always put a smile on his face, John plunged earnestly into God’s Word and a
massive number of books. He began to tackle important questions that seemingly only a
small group of people in Reformed circles dared to ask or address. His overriding calling
was to contribute to unpacking what it meant to have a Kingdom-focused world-andlife view that proclaims the Lordship of Jesus Christ
in every sphere of life. For him, God’s sovereignty
and shalom were not just concepts to be relegated to
the classroom or the pulpit but, rather, realities to be
lived out in everyday life.
John first studied at Calvin College and the Free
University. After marrying the love of his life, Sandy
De Jong, on Sept. 16, 1960, they lived in Amsterdam while John completed his studies in Philosophy
and Theology. He returned to Calvin for a Masters
of Divinity at the Seminary. John pastored the CRC
church in Newmarket, Ontario for two years; worked for the ICS in Toronto one year
and then became a professor of theology and philosophy at Dordt College (University),
where he taught until his retirement. He received his PhD from the Free University in
Amsterdam.
A passionate, challenging and stimulating teacher, preacher, and itinerant reformational
speaker, John was globally minded, yet was locally grounded. Between developing and
teaching nearly 40 courses at Dordt, including Calling, Task & Culture (GEN 300), often
preaching on weekends, and spending time informally meeting in their home meeting
with students, colleagues and many international guests, there were many people whose
hearts and lives were impacted.
He was involved in many international conferences for IAPCHE (now INCHE). Much
of their travels around the world built many deep friendships. When living in NW Iowa
and not working, John’s greatest joy was spending time with Sandy on their boat on
Lake Okoboji, IA. The two of them also greatly enjoyed traveling to see their children,
and spending time with friends. John retired in 1999, and in 2006, he and Sandy moved
to Kentwood, MI, to be closer to their children and grandchildren. When he struggled
with neuropathy and progressive dementia in the past several years, they moved to Holland Homes. Sandy’s patience, love and care carried him through many difficult days,
his inner joy and assurance was that God’s grace, strength and sovereignty would sustain
him towards earthly finish lines.
A private family funeral was held at the Woodlawn CRC Ministry Center on September 24 with Rev. Mike Abma and Rev. Bryant DeKruyter officiating and a remembrance speech given by Dr. James Skillen. A recording of the service is available at:
https://youtu.be/TXPgudB2XpI. Memorial contributions can be made to the Institute
for Christian Studies; Dordt University; INCHE; or Association for Public Justice.
Cremation has taken place. A memorial service will be held after Covid-19 subsides.
“He has shown all you people what is good. And what does the Lord require of you? To
act justly and love mercy and to walk humbly with your God.” Micah 6:8

Classifieds

OBITUARIES
STRUYK, Ada (nee Dykshoorn)

REGNERUS, Louie (Lieuwe)

HORTSING, Willem “Bill”

Ada Struyk (nee Dykshoorn), 82, of Cochrane, Ontario, peacefully passed into glory,
surrounded by family
on Monday, August 31,
2020. She was born
June 10, 1938 in Rotterdam, The Netherlands.
Beloved wife of George
Struyk for 63 years;
and lovingly remembered by her children
whom she eternally
loved and cherished: Carolyn Struyk, Ann Wesley, Kate
Struyk, Adrian (Margaret) Struyk, Lene (Gary) Mohle,
Richard (Leanna) Struyk, Brenda Sackaney, Rick Sackaney, Jackie Struyk, Jeff Struyk, and Aileen (Greg) Hessels.
Oma will be dearly missed by her 24 grand-children and
25 great-grandchildren. Also survived by her brother Paul
(Lona) Dykshoorn.
Graveside service was held Friday, September 4, 2020 at
the Civic Cemetery, Golf Course Rd, Cochrane, ON.
Correspondence: George Struyk
		
724 Lillabelle Lake Rd.
		
Cochrane, ON P0L 1C0

Rest eternal grant unto him, O Lord, and may light perpetual shine upon him. May he rest in peace and rise in glory.
April 28, 1934 			
September 24, 2020
Raard, Fryslan,
Grimsby, Ontario,
The Netherlands 		
Canada
After a season of declining
health, Louie passed away
peacefully to his heavenly
home in the early hours of
Thursday, September 24,
2020 at the age of 86.
Beloved husband of Jane
Regnerus (nee Westerhuis).
Loving father of Andrew
(Melinda), Roger (Elma),
Marlene, and Lloyd.
Cherished Pake of Cassandra (Peter), A.J. (Coriander),
Marita (Chris), Amanda (Matt), Quinton, Natasha, and
great-grandfather of Violet and Isla.
Brother of Ann Van Schepen (the late Pete) and Andy Regnerus (the late Diane).
Predeceased by siblings Tinus Regnerus (the late Annie),
Bob Regnerus (the late Edith), Sam Regnerus (Alyce),
Mary (the late Bill Mantel), George Regnerus (Thea).
Dear brother-in-law of Julie and Ben Winter, Joanne and
Simon Heeg, and Shirley Westerhuis.
Lieuwe “Louie” Regnerus was born in Fryslan, into a family of 8 children. Most of his family immigrated to Canada
when he was 18. Louie worked hard in this new country
providing for his parents and then for his wife and children. He worked at Union Gas from 1958 until he retired
in 1995. He was married in 1965 and first lived in Hamilton and then moved to Grimsby, where he lived until September 24. Now he lives with Jesus.
He taught his children the value of time, money, hard work,
the importance of Christian education and kingdom work.
Fond memories and resurrection hope are sustaining the
family in these sad times.
The family laid his body to rest on Monday, September 28,
2020 at Grimsby Mountain Cemetery A memorial service
to celebrate Louie’s life followed at Fruitland CRC with
the Rev. Peter Tuininga officiating. The arrangements were
entrusted to Stonehouse Whitcomb Funeral Home; friends
and family shared memories on a page of their website at
www.smithsfh.com.

On Sunday October 18, 2020,
Willem “Bill” Hortsing, loving
husband of Barbara (Duffy)
Hortsing and father of Sierd
(Elzbieta), Swanny (Tom),
Clark (Marie) and Catharine
(Wayne), passed away, aged
93, in Daytona Beach, Florida.
He is survived by his second
wife Barbara, his four children,
his grandchildren Damien (Trisha), Zosia (Ryan), Camille (Onkar), Sofi, David and Mara,
great-grandchildren Matteo, Mylah and Nia, as well as Barbara’s six children, 13 grandchildren and two great-grandchildren.
Bill was predeceased by his first wife, Jane (Jantje, née Vanderlaan) in 1995, and by his four older siblings.
Bill was born on January 12, 1927, in Sneek, Friesland, the
Netherlands, to Sierd Hortsing and Catharina (Broekema)
Hortsing. As a young teenager during WW2, he suffered the
typical deprivations of occupied Holland, which would forever
colour his views. Bill met his first wife through family friends
and weekly cycled the 60 km between Sneek and Doezum to
court her. They wed in 1951. With his education and facility in
five languages, Bill found work as a bookkeeper, but felt the
possibilities of improving his circumstances curtailed by the
difficulties of life in post-war Holland. The family lore is this:
he applied to emigrate to Canada, South Africa and Australia.
Whichever country responded first would be his new country.
Moving to Canada in 1954, he spent many years working as an
accountant in Oakville, ON, until his desire for independence
took him and his growing family to Delta, ON, in 1967, as the
owner of a country market. After its’ demise as the countryside
declined, Bill worked as an accountant in various cities in central Ontario, eventually retiring, as comptroller, from Shaw-Almex Industries in Parry Sound, ON. Bill’s interests were varied:
he volunteered for the St. Vincent de Paul Society in Cocoa
Beach and Edgewater, FL; as a young man he sailed the lakes
of Sneek; he played horseshoes, golf, billiards, and table tennis;
he built hifi’s and model railroads, collected stamps, travelled,
read prolifically and was an enthusiastic Scrabble player. His
constants were his music, his compassion and moral compass,
and his sense of humour.
As a widower, Bill met Barbara, also widowed, at a Scrabble
tournament. They would have been married for 25 years this
November.
The family wishes to thank the excellent staff at The Gardens
in Daytona Beach and Hospice for their kindness and respectful
care of Bill over the past weeks. Bill will be buried next to his
first wife in London, ON. In memoriam, the family requests donations to the St. Vincent de Paul Society, 3171 S. Ridgewood
Ave., Edgewater, FL 32141.

PIERON, Arnold Paul
December 15, 1935 – September 15, 2020
We are sad to share the
loss of our husband,
father, grandfather and
great-grandfather.
Paul is survived by his
wife of 62 years Henriette, four daughters –
Cora (John), Andriëtte,
Paulien and Petri, five
grandchildren – Hannah, Marcus, Drew,
Leoni and Rhys and one
great-granddaughter –
Arienna.
Born in the Netherlands, Paul started his medical training
in Amsterdam and then emigrated to Canada where he specialized in orthopaedics in Winnipeg. He moved his family
back to the Netherlands to do a PhD in Leiden. In 1973 the
family returned to Canada where he had a thriving practice
as an orthopaedic surgeon in Regina, Sask. He completed
the final 10 years of his career back in the Netherlands.
He and Henriette retired to Surrey BC, where they have
enjoyed a rich social and cultural life with many friends.
Paul was an avid traveller. He sailed, skied, cycled, hiked,
walked, swam, enjoyed bridge and was an enthusiastic gardener. He also had an eclectic collection of antique cars
which he enjoyed showing at car club events.
Paul was a foundation member of King’s University in
Edmonton, involved in church life – latterly the Peninsula
United Church in Surrey. He and Henriette were very involved in sponsoring refugee families as well as charitable
works in El Salvador and elsewhere. Paul was a man of
few words and a lot of good deeds.
Paul walked a unique path through a full life. His counsel,
love and consistent ever present support will be missed by
his extended family which now spans four generations, his
friends, his patients and the charities he supported.
@ChrCourier
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VANDYK, Paula
July 20, 1928 – October 2, 2020
Peacefully on October
2, 2020, at the age of
92, Paula was received
into the loving arms of
her Saviour and reunited
with her beloved husband John.
Loving mother of Karen and Michael (Barb).
Proud Oma of David (Amanda), Steven
(Rosanne) and Paul. Predeceased by her husband of 57 years John (2010). Paula
worked alongside her husband in ministry in the Christian
Reformed Church for 45 years.
A celebration of her life was held at Grace CRC in Welland
on October 15, 2020. Contributions to Shalom Manor
would be greatly appreciated by the family.

VACATIONS
Holiday accommodation in Holland with vehicle rentals and tours. Website: chestnutlane.nl
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Letters
In our Aug. 10 issue, Editor Angela Reitsma Bick told the
story of her family’s overseas bookshop adventure in “7
Tickets to Scotland Just Before the World Shut Down,” and

invited CC readers to share interesting stories about the last
trip you took before the pandemic. Here are two of our favourite responses.

JUMPING TRAIN CARS
IN THAILAND

Theodora Smit
I LEFT FOR A MONTH OF SPANISH

A trip to Southeast Asia 40 years in the making.
Janet Stryker, with Anneke Stryker

Cooling off with some frozen street food.

Kit Yap, Janet and Luang Yap-Duimering in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia.

ON JANUARY 22, 2020, I WAITED IN THE VANCOUVER AIRPORT with
my brother Harry and Malaysian-born sister-in-law Luang for our
Air China flight to Taipei. We were on our way to Malaysia, Vietnam
and Thailand. This trip was pursuing a dream I’d had since the early
1980s. After the Vietnam War, my husband and I helped Southeast
Asian refugees settle in our local community and hosted several in our
home. As they became part of our family, I learned about Southeast
Asian cuisine, culture and religion. Although we had received invitations to visit their home countries, with five children, aging parents,
work and caregiving, travelling had to wait. Flash-forward 40 years,
now (sadly) a widow, I was happy to accept Harry and Luang’s invitation to travel with them.
Our layover in the Taipei airport was the first time we’d seen so
many people wearing face masks. We were surprised to have our
hands sprayed and temperatures taken; we had no idea how normalized this would become.
In Vietnam we explored caves, took a cruise on the beautiful Halong
Bay, canoed through caverns, swam in the South China Sea, ate fresh
banana pancakes hot off the griddle, shuffled through crowded night
markets and fresh wet markets. We toured fishing villages, walked
along rice paddies and visited with monks who wanted to practice
their English.
I was struck by the stark division between the wealthy and the
poor. People my age were operating taxis and small stalls, sweeping the streets with brooms, straining themselves to earn an income.
Meanwhile other families lived in expansive homes with several cars,
housemaids and gardeners.
In the midst of these once-in-a-lifetime sights and experiences were
moments of familiarity. At times it felt as though I was looking into
the face of one of our house guests of 40 years ago. There is also
Dutch architecture in Malaysia from the 1600s, remnants of the country’s colonial past. There is a long history of Portuguese, Dutch and
English colonization in Malaysia – all for the sake of Empire and
spices.
In Thailand, we took a crowded 12-hour train ride with no air conditioning from Ayutthaya to Bangkok. During the ride, Luang found
better seats in another train car. Leaving my brother Harry with our
luggage in the first car, Luang and I clambered from one train car to
the next. With one hand tightly grasping the handrail, I cautiously
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LAST FLIGHT OUT
OF ECUADOR

jumped from one roaring car to
the next, watching railway ties
rumble past under my feet. We
used every mode of transportation except motorbikes. This
provided an opportunity to meet
local people as we toured ancient
temples, monastic schools and
beautiful gardens.
The most interesting part of
travelling for me is the people
I meet. I am so grateful for the
“in-law” family who shared both
their homes and lives with me.
The family New Year’s celebrations with multiple delicious
dinners during the first few days
of the New Year as well as guided tours of Penang and Kuala
Lumpur are memories I cherish.
Thank you Kit Yap, for rising before dawn to drive us to the Batu
Caves in order to climb the 300
steps to the Temple in the Cave
before the heat of the day.
I am thankful that this incredible journey was possible at this
stage in my life and that we were
able to arrive safely back in Canada before the pandemic shut everything down.

immersion in Ecuador on February 14, an idea I had contemplated for decades and could finally
implement in my 60s. COVID
was circling overhead, but oh so
far away. To be safe, I registered
with the Canadian embassy.
On the last Saturday of my trip,
the concierge at the hotel urgently told me a rumour that the Ecuadorian government was closing
the borders at midnight the next
day. I quickly reserved flights for
that same afternoon and canceled
my original flight. There was just
enough time to gather my things
and take the one-hour trip to the
airport. Unfortunately, when I arrived, the check-in kiosk would
not accept my passport. In my
haste, I had mistakenly booked
for the following week.
The woman at the counter said
she could get me as far as Bogota. No thanks. I took a seat in the
lounge, and, on my phone, rebooked my original direct flight
for Monday morning. No need to
panic, I thought. Stick to the initial plan. I sheepishly returned to
the hotel, and ran into a group of
Canadians who were leaving immediately. Their contacts in Ottawa had told them to “get the hell
out!” Only 1 seat left! quickly
became no seats left as I scoured
the internet to find another way

Theodora in Ecuador.

to escape. Finally, I booked a
trip from Quito to Panama City
to Miami to Toronto on various
airlines. With no precautions in
place, and airports and planes
packed, the 6-hour journey home
took 20 hours. I was on the move
with the entire world.
My son picked me up Monday
morning, March 16. The WHO
had declared the virus a pandemic a few days before, and the Ecuador border had closed about an
hour earlier. Like a character in
an adventure film who is running
from danger, and slides under a
quickly closing door with little
room to spare, I had made it home
just in time. After two weeks of
quarantine and daily temperature
taking, I was safe and unscathed.
I do not know when I will be
traveling next.

MATCHING GRANT NOW IN EFFECT!
We are thrilled to announce that an anonymous donor
is matching the next $7,500!

WINGS OF GRACE
CC’S 2020 FALL DONATION APPEAL
Messages of hope on wings of grace.
Read. Be refreshed. Renew your world!

DONATE NOW AND
DOUBLE YOUR IMPACT!
Ways to donate
Online: visit christiancourier.ca
Etransfer to: admin@christiancourier.ca
Mail cheques payable to Christian Courier to:
PO Box 20022 Grantham
St. Catharines ON L2M 7W7
Call Sarah: 1-800-275-9185
Swimming in the South China Sea.

