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Pregnant with Hope

Madona and child.  Mother and child.

So much of medieval art focuses on Mother Mary and her newborn babe.    



Yet, as Gail Thompson of our congregation reminded me recently, 




that is not the season we have just entered.  




                                    Instead, we are in the time that precedes the birth in Bethlehem.                                          
 A time of expectancy and great uncertainty.  A season marked by pregnancy.

I myself have never been physically pregnant.  Nor have many of you.  
 
          However, most of us have known and accompanied women who were pregnant.

Brian McLaren invited people to share their reflections on Advent and pregnancy.                               One woman wrote:

“Advent is like a little pregnancy for all of us to go through together. 

Pregnancy … so much happens under cover of flesh and in darkness,                                           out of sight but not out of touch or out of mind.       







It was so clear to me that I was not in charge of what was happening;        



and yet I did not feel powerless or helpless.                                                                        I felt an intimacy with mystery that went hand in hand with heartburn and growing girth and hormonal roller-coasters … physical and emotional and – when I let it – spiritual connection.

Advent becomes a way to revisit all of that, intentionally, learning from those memories                and the way I feel them connecting to the seasons around me now.  





The days grow short. The light grows dim. The animals hunker down. 



The wind rises. The stars sharpen. I hear the intake of breath. 


                     A Story is about to begin … and hope spirals up in me, like tender fists and knees running           along the inside of my belly. Mysterious … tangible … unseen … undeniable.
Kathi Warmelink offers this reflection:

In the end, it involved trust and surrender in order for the process to evolve and complete. 

I remember two very contradictory and real thoughts going through my mind                                at two separate moments during the birth.         







The first was "I don't think I can do this!" The pain and overwhelming intensity 

of the contractions were more than I thought I could endure. But I did.    



My baby was born and then came my second thought, "I can't wait to do that again!"       There is something so euphoric, so joy-filled, so completely indescribable about the work                     involved    in bringing forth life and then being able to simply revel in that life.” 

She then tells of walking out of a church service when one-too-many pat answers was given, launching her into a time of questioning:

“I became pregnant. Pregnant with a longing to understand what living out my faith really                                 looked like. Pregnant with a longing for a holistic spiritual experience.   I began to devour            information.  Information on the life and culture of Jesus, on living  intentionally, on social
 justice, on war, on resisting the empire and its culture, on interfaith dialogue,      


        and on why these issues are so important to Jesus. 



                                                        And I began to realize, as Phyllis Tickle describes it,                                                                                       a Great Emergence is taking place within the church, and why it must.”
Kathi continues:

“As I began to share some of these things,      







I found a new community that embraced an open conversation.                                                              I also met others who resisted this idea of a faith that evolves and ebbs as it grows and transforms. I feel I am continually going through periods that feel like labor - those times where I think,           "I can't possibly do this anymore". The scrutiny is too hard. Being misunderstood is so painful. 

And then I find myself giving birth to this new idea, this new life, this new kind of Christianity.         A Christianity that defines itself most by love, and less and less by having all the right answers.       
A Christianity where I am reminded that I, too, must hold my hands open in love, 


rather than clenched in defensiveness.                                                                                        I am finding that in all of life, the things that bring me the most joy, the most fulfillment,         almost always follow a period of intense wrestling, soul searching, doubt, despair. Labor.














        The scriptures for today are filled with such longing for a better world;                                           for this present world is one of deception and violence, of dishonesty and greed….               


a world that seems to prey on the most vulnerable.



                   We also long for such a new world, because we can no longer tolerate the one in which we live. 

As we enter a new season, an Advent that marks a new start for all our lives, 


 I think of yet another mother:  Laurel Middelaer.  
In his column in the Times Colonist three days ago, Les Leyne wrote about how

    Laurel Middelaer stood in front of a crowd at the legislature Wednesday                                                     and told a cute story about her little daughter climbing way too high up a tree.

What came close to shattering the composure of everyone listening was the fact                                          that daughter Alexa was killed two weeks after that little adventure.    





The four-year-old was mowed down by a drunk driver 






as she stood at a roadside fence in Delta petting a horse.

It's remarkable that Middelaer could recount the fond memory without breaking down.

It's a further marvel how productively she and her husband have channeled their grief since that day. 
They campaigned for significant, controversial changes to impaired driving laws   


and convinced the B.C. government to follow through.

This past week, a verdict of sorts was delivered, based on the first year under the new legal regime.
An emergency room doctor who deals with the horrific after-effects of impaired driving 
summed them up as "historic."






             

B.C. averaged 113 alcohol-related vehicle deaths a year over the five years preceding the change.

In the first full year since the changes, the number is 68.




That's 45 fewer deaths, a 40 per cent decrease in one year.

It wasn’t just the reduced threshold of .05.  Cumbersome processes were streamlined                            and those suspected of being impaired now face major penalties.

The Middelaer’s loss of their 4 year old daughter marked the start of a long, painful pregnancy 


which brought to birth new drinking and driving legislation 





and already in its first year 45 lies have been saved.

This morning, you and I have been given an opportunity to do something tangible 


   about our longing for a better world.  










It involves that piece of paper inside your bulletin 






and something called “A Climate Change Christmas Tree.” 

It is intended to provide a connection between our personal journey through Advent 
                     and how we live out our lives.                                                                                                                       It offers simple steps to renew and deepen our commitment to caring for each other and our planet.

This morning, you are invited to PLEDGE some action that will help the environment.     


You then share your pledge on our Climate Change Tree.   




This pledge is anonymous and between you and God.

In your bullein is a green paper branch.   



                                                    Simply write down on the paper branch your pledge to the environment for this Advent season.
Then, as you leave the sanctuary at the end of our worship, 




offer your branch to be added to one of our Climate Change Christmas Trees. 

What might you pledge?  Here are some examples to get your creative juices going:

Do your laundry during off-peak hours – like weekends




       Buy local as a first choice








      Read a book about climate change – plan a group book study and share it with others Separate all plastics and use both blue box and Pacific Mobile Depot


      Send a message (by email or mail) to my municipal councilors asking for bike lanes 


or more energy efficient housing.






       Give an extra donation to FirstMet’s Raise the Roof campaign to significantly lower our heating bill and reduce our environmental footprint  

It is one simple way to attest that we, too, enter this season of Advent                                                           as a people pregnant with hope.
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