
Not Finished Yet, November 28, 2021, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Jeremiah 33.14-16; Psalm 25.1-9; Luke 21.25-36 

Prayer 

I had a conversation a few days ago (over email) about some suggestions for our services here at St 

Timothy. You may have noticed that the service today looks quite different today than it has in the 

past—that’s mostly because we have entered into a new season: Advent. The person who was making 

the suggestions was concerned about whether or not they were sufficiently “Anglican”. This is not their 

tradition and they wanted to make sure they were doing things properly.  

I know a lot of you did not come from Anglican backgrounds. And that is fine. You are welcome here. I 

like to say that the Anglican Church is a big tent. Or a big umbrella. But I don’t often talk about why I am 

Anglican. Allow me to explain. 

When I was growing up I was familiar and comfortable with both the Roman Catholic tradition and the 

Anglican tradition—the faith traditions of my father’s and my mother’s families respectively. I grew up in 

the church but, as many before me, left when I got into my teens. When I returned to church in 

university, it was a very different tradition than I had grown up in. It was mostly young people, we sang 

worship songs with drums and guitars and it was much more evangelical—nearly charismatic at times. 

When I joined a non-denominational evangelical church after moving to Montreal, I was all-in. I was 

committed from day one and did everything I could to be a full member: taking classes, signing onto the 

declaration of faith, and even serving as an elder within a number of years. 

My commitment to serving in that church led me to attending seminary. I hoped I would learn the skills 

of leadership and service I could put to use in my church. Once I got to seminary, I found myself once 

again in the company of Anglicans. By that point, after several years of Bible studies and leadership 

development and prayer meetings and indoctrination, I felt that I could be supportive of the people 

training to serve their congregations, but wasn’t sure I could support the Anglican Church of Canada. My 

time as an evangelical had made me deeply suspicious of a denomination where they seemed to have 

no clear idea of what they (collectively) believed. They couldn’t point to scripture to prove their points in 

arguments and they seemed to welcome people with a wide variety of practice and beliefs. (Yes, the 

“wide umbrella” referenced earlier was a hindrance to me then rather than the incredible strength I see 

it as now.) 

Though I was familiar with the charismatic movement, it was never a focus. I have never spoken in 

tongues; I can’t say with certainty which is my spiritual gift; I have never witnessed a miraculous healing.  

But nevertheless, God spoke to me. I heard, audibly, the voice of God. And it was in an Anglican church.  

Despite looking down my nose at the Anglicans that I was in seminary with, I got to be fairly good friends 

with a number of them. Close enough that when a student a couple years ahead of me graduated, I 

wanted to attend her ordination. Not because I agreed with the church, of course. But to support her. To 

show my support to her (despite her church). 

It was while I was standing in that stone cathedral at her ordination that God spoke to me.  



Off to the side, away from the rabble, I could think my condemning thoughts all to myself: “This church 

is dying,” I thought, “they don’t even know what they believe. They don’t even follow the Bible!” But 

then I saw something incredible. I watched someone being priested.  

It’s still incredible to me, anytime I get to witness or be a part of it. If you’ve seen it you’ll know that the 

person being ordained a priest stands near the front of the church, before the bishop. And the priests 

who are there place their hands on the person being ordained. Or if they can’t reach because of the 

crowd, they put their hands on someone else who can reach. Or on the next person back’s shoulders. 

And what you end up with is the mass group of people all placing their hands on the person being 

ordained. When I saw this I remembered the term “apostolic succession”. That Jesus had laid his hands 

on the first disciples. And they had laid their hands on the first leaders of the churches. And they, in turn, 

had laid their hands on the next leaders and priests and bishops in the church.  

As I was marveling at sight of this laying-on-of-hands and recognizing the direct line all the way back to 

Jesus, God spoke to me. I heard God clearly, audibly telling me, “I’m not finished here yet.” That was all. 

Just a few simple words. But it made it very clear that my attitude, my condemnation, my superiority 

was completely misplaced. This was still God’s church. And God was still at work here. 

 

Each year when we get to Advent, we prepare ourselves for God, once again, to enter into the world. 

We wait for Jesus at Christmas, yes, but we also await the return of Jesus. We look for God’s work in the 

world; God’s influence to bring about the promises we have heard about. 

We anticipate the season of Advent and the season of Christmas which are, for many, their favourite 

seasons of the year.  

But I would be lying if I said that this year was just like other years. That this season was beginning as 

Advent seasons of the past had.  

This year, things are different. Last year things were different too…that was our first real COVID 

pandemic Christmas. But this year is so much more. This year it’s not just COVID, as it COVID wasn’t bad 

enough on its own. This year there is flooding and mudslides and heat domes and forest fires and smoke 

and isolation and closed highways and omicron and even further travel restrictions and a war between 

the vaccinated and the unvaccinated. This year there are “signs in the sun, the moon, and the stars, and 

on the earth distress among nations confused by the roaring of the sea and the waves.” There are 

people who “will faint from fear and foreboding of what is coming upon the world, for the powers of the 

heavens will be shaken.” Jesus isn’t reading from the scriptures or making dire predictions of the chaos 

that is to follow. Jesus is right here, now, in our living rooms, reading from a teleprompter of the events 

of the world around us. This is what is happening right now. The only thing we are still waiting for is 

“'the Son of Man coming in a cloud' with power and great glory.” And that could come at any time. Be 

alert. Be on guard at all times.  

This has all been predicted.  

But so has God’s intervention. God’s involvement. Right back even to Jeremiah. Jeremiah who was in 

prison and waiting for the inevitable invasion and destruction of Jerusalem by the Babylonians. Even in 

the midst of that, God tells Jeremiah, “The days are surely coming […] when I will fulfil the promise I 



made to the house of Israel and the house of Judah […] I will cause a righteous Branch to spring up for 

David; and he shall execute justice and righteousness in the land. In those days, Judah will be saved, and 

Jerusalem will live in safety.” 

Just like Jesus tells those who listen, God speaks through Jeremiah telling the people to stand up and 

raise your heads because your redemption is drawing near. “Stand up. Take heart! Be encouraged!” 

This is not a season like any other. This is not simply part of an annual cycle. What we are going through, 

in the world, in our climate change, with this (and future) pandemics. But also, what we are dealing with 

as a church—not just here at St. Timothy’s, but the Church at large. As things are shifting and changing 

and developing and growing while also shrinking and contacting. This is not something that we have 

seen before. This is not something that just happens every year like the leaves falling from trees before 

budding again in the spring.  

This is different. This is unique.  

God is doing something different. God is at work. We can sense and feel the turmoil. Change is hard. 

Adjustment is difficult. And we are not in control. 

But God is doing something new. To us. In us. Through us.  

…while it may seem like things are falling apart, that everything we have been used to is changing, 

shifting, and maybe even collapsing.  

Stand up. Take heart! Be encouraged! 

God is not finished with us yet. 


