


Give a "Gift of Dignity"...

NEW SOCKS

24B-AY202WHG-IR1013
Package of 6 — Under $4.00

MENS UNDERWEAR

01B-KI1005C1
Package of 3 - Under $4.00

DEODORANT

37B-ME1007-R

Under $2.00

ORDER DIRECTLY from "The Bargains Group”
Phone in the order and they will deliver it to Sanctuary
1-877-868-5655 www.bargainsgroup.com
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[0 1would like to order ___ copies of God in the Alley (Retail price $10.00).

I would like to order ___ copies of "A Night at Grace’s" CD (Retail price $20.00).
Enclosed please find a cheque for $

My church/workplace should hear about Sanctuary.

O
[ 1would like to learn more about volunteering.
[0 1 commit to pray for the Sanctuary community.
[0 1would like to support Sanctuary on a monthly basis.
O 1wantto nancially support your ministry:
O staff Name
O street Outreach O Meal Programs
I Health Care O Arts/Music/Drama
[0 Mustard Tree Employment Program ] Where most needed
0 other
DONATE BY CREDIT CARD at www.canadahelps.org
Name
Address
City Province Postal Code
Tel.: Email.:

Please make donations payable to: Sanctuary Ministries of Toronto. Tax receipts will be issued at year end.
Designated funds will be applied as directed by the donor. Funds given in excess of an approved or
discontinued program will be applied at the discretion of the Board.

Charitable #89037 9340 RR 0001 11-07

SANCTUaRY]

25 Charles Street East
Toronto, Ontario
M4Y 1R9

Tel.: 416-922-0628
Fax: 416-922-4961

Sanctuary West
186 St. Helens Avenue
Toronto, Ontario
M6H 4A1

Tel.: 416-778-0694
Fax: 416-778-7432

www.sanctuarytoronto.ca
info@sanctuarytoronto.ca

Sanctuary Ministries of Toronto
is committed to protecting the privacy

of our friends and supporters.

We do not share or sell any of

the information that we collect
but rather use it solely for the purpose
of communicating with you regarding

the work in which we are engaged.




A Voice from the Street
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This 1s the Lord’'s House... by Anne Robins

“Hola, everybody”, Dan welcomes us, and our Sunday worship time is underway. “Come on in, the
door is open, we're all welcome here”, and “This is the Lord’s house, everybody is welcome,” are a
couple of favourite songs we sing. You see, we've been invited to the house of the King, to celebrate
at our Dad’s place. And we know Who’s doing the inviting and Who's doing the welcoming. Jesus is in
our midst. So we show up — 9 to 5ers, students, those struggling with addictions, some homeless, some
longtime church folks, some who struggle with finding a place in a “traditional” church setting, and
some who are new to a Sunday worship thing. All of us broken yet hopeful, at some point or another,
grappling with the fact that Jesus of Nazareth, God's Son, loves me, accepts me,
forgives me, died for me.

One of my favourite passages is Jesus’ encounter with Mary Magdalene in the gar-
den on the morning He arose. Jesus calls her by name. He calls each of us by name.
It is an intimate meeting with our Lord when we apprehend the fact that God, the
Almighty-Abba - calls each one of us by name. When we gather on Sundays, it is a
recognition of the fact that we are like sheep who need our Shepherd.

Our prayer when we worship is that we will keep Jesus at the centre of all that is
done, said, and sung about. Intentionally, we have the bread, wine, and juice on a
simple table in the centre of our gathering, on which are carved the words, “In Re-
membrance of Me”. The backdrop for that is the beautiful mural that covers much
of the front wall, “Jesus Only”. He is the focus. We endeavour to leave personal
agendas and any haggage of the week, or a lifetime, at the foot of the cross.

We trickle in, and really our worship time starts with all the “hellos” “good to see you” “how’s it go-
ing?” It has the familial ring of gathering for Sunday dinner. We open with a song, a prayer, and then,
“If you have any favourites, call ‘em out”. There is a scripture reading, more songs, and, after a bit,
Greg introduces the Lord’s table. He always explains what it's about, what it means if you eat the bread
and drink the wine, and invites us to choose to participate in the way that is honest. “But, whatever
your choice, wherever you're at on your journey of faith, we're glad you're here.” No one is specifically
asked to pray, read scripture or give thanks. We ask the Holy Spirit to lead us and He does. Sometimes
our worship is exuberant, sometimes mellow and reflective. The singing, prayers and thoughts offered
are, at times, joy-filled and at others agonizingly painful. A break follows the worship, a good chance
to catch up with friends and enjoy some delicious homemade cookies by Mel. After the break, there is
teaching followed by a time of prayer when folks are invited to pray for each other.

We celebrate the Lord’s table every week because the Lord Himself asks us to remember Him, and we
need to do that as often as we can, for “we have been saved by grace”, and we need to keep coming
back to that. Something I've often heard from visitors who join us on a Sunday is that our worship time
is “so real, honest, simple”. That is by God’s grace.

One Sunday, not long ago, a friend who hadn’t been coming around for quite a while showed up. Big
hugs and pats on the back. When the time came, he quietly gave thanks for the bread. His prayer was
simple and from the heart. In essence, “God, | know that I'm a sinner, and | know You know:. I just
want to thank You for sending Your Son and that | can keep coming back to You because of Him.”
One of the musicians turned around and, with a big smile, said, “I love this place.” Simple, honest, real.
We need Him. We remember Him. We worship Him. That's why we gather.
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“They will call him Immanuel — ‘God with us’... an angel, Matthew 1:23
Where two or threg come together in my name, there am | with them. Jesus, Matthew 18:20
An old friend came to worship with us recently on a Sunday night.

‘Sheldon’ is a long, ropy native man — he used to be as tough as a twist of rawhide, a wild boy on the
streets, but that life has hollowed him out so that now he’s more like a bundle of dry sticks, loosely
tied. Most aboriginal people who end up on the streets of our fair city are the ones who've endured an
assortment of the worst bits of the native experience in Canada: childhood on poverty-stricken reser-
vations, surrounded by alcoholic adults and hopeless teenagers, removal to foster homes or residential
schools where they are subject to the predations of other damaged youth or twisted adults, juvenile
then adult detention interspersed with long stays on the street. Sheldon’s own heritage has been all this
and more.

For years, when we'd meet, I'd greet him and he'd respond with something insulting or threatening. I'd
give a little back, and eventually he'd start to smile — a mouthful of rotted stumps beneath a swollen,
pitted nose —and laugh a bit, finally asking me how | was doing.

It's amazing to me that Sheldon and | are friends. It speaks far more to his graciousness than mine: |
am white, wealthy and Christian. Most of what he and his people have suffered has been as a result
of the actions of people just like me. We have shoved native people onto tracts of land not useful to
us (except in some cases where the usefulness of oil, for example, or electricity or lumber became ap-
parent only much later), focused the energy of church and state on eradicating their culture, taken and
abused their children under the guise of educating or converting them; and now we throw money at
them to keep them tame.

Sothere is a very real, deeply rooted and largely justified anger at the heart of the verbal ‘abuse’ Sheldon
often lays on me when we meet. When he pretends, at first, not to know me, it is more than just a joke.
There is a wide, swift river of pain and resentment he must cross to be able to take my hand as friend
and brother. He doesn't pretend it isn't there. But he does cross it.

Lately, though, he’s dropped even that little routine. He doesn’t run with the bad boys anymore either
—he can’t; he’s simply not strong enough. It's as if all the suffering he’s been through has burned off the
layer of anger and resentment that insulated him from people like me, and his weakness has stripped
him of the desire to threaten or do violence. The years of alcoholism have damaged his brain and
brought him close to death, too, but the net result is a transparency and gentleness that is very sweet.

When he came the other night, he shuffled quietly across the back of the room and sat on the floor,
with his back against the wall. After a time, Thea (Sanctuary nurse and fellow-worshipper) got up from
her chair and went to join him.

As Annie mentions on the front page article, part of our introduction of communion includes telling
people that taking the bread and wine is a way of saying, “I believe that Jesus is the Son of God, that he
died and rose again for me.” So when Sheldon got up off the floor and tottered toward the table with
Thea’s hand under his arm, it was a quietly remarkable moment, a material statement of faith.

When we were done that night, Sheldon stayed behind to talk to me. It wasn’t anything very deep — he
just needed shoes. | noticed for the first time that he was wearing a pair of plaid slippers. Hard for any-
body to make do with footwear like that in Toronto, in November, but so much more so for someone
who, like Sheldon, is homeless.

The two shoe stores on our block were closed already. Returning to Sanctuary, Thea and I looked in the
clothing room, and found a pair of cheap but very shiny dress shoes we thought might fit. Sheldon was
skeptical at first, but put them on and sat there chuckling at the look of those bright, tapered shoes be-
neath his tattered sweats. He’s so rickety, and the plastic soles of the shoes were so slippery, that he fell
over after he had taken only a few steps. Once he got over the pain, we had a laugh about that too, and
I promised that if he came back the next day, I'd buy him some footwear that wouldn't rub him raw.

...continued on page 5
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Merv Mercer

After pursuing early careers as a high-school teacher and later in the film industry, Merv opted to pursue
theological studies and ultimately, ordination in the Anglican church. When we met Merv, he was (and
still is) working at Wycliffe College where he oversees the vocational assessment of students in the or-
dination stream while also teaching in the pastoral department. Merv has been on Sanctuary’s Board of
Directors for several years, having been introduced to us through his mentorship of Paul Baetz while he
was on staff. We're grateful for the great blend of life experience and spiritual depth and maturity that
Merv brings to our Board. Merv and his wife Dawn are the proud parents of two adult daughters.

Merv Mercer

Rondine Andrucko

Rondine was born and raised in Thunder Bay till the age of 16 when she left home and moved to Banff
to travel and experience life. After a short stint, she moved back home but ultimately wound up in Win-
nipeg from '86 to '02. In Winnipeg, she got married, raised two wonderful kids, Kyle and Amanda and
worked with her hushand in a family business. Rondine came to Toronto 5 years ago to deal with issues
of substance abuse and, for the first couple of years here, held down jobs as a receptionist and then
eventually in her own business. Rondine’s been a great and beloved friend of our Sanctuary community
for the last couple of years and we are grateful to be sharing our journey with her!

Rondine Andrucko

Beth Nefs

If you see Beth’s picture and think you recognize her, it might just be from a brief stint that she spent
as a 17-year old fashion model appearing in magazines like Vogue and Flare. Or maybe she’s the one
who was flying that little Cessna plane that took you up on your last sky-dive? Or maybe you've seen
her walking the halls of York University where she is currently studying Political Science? Beth’s life
has been full of interesting experiences and challenges. And she’s just now hoping to face down her
next challenge having applied to begin Law School in the Fall of 2008. Beth has been hanging around
Sanctuary for just over a year now and is a regular and welcome fixture at our Friday afternoon Games
Drop-In. Beth and her husband of 2.5 years, Chris, live with their dog, Kia, and cat, Pandora.

Beth Nefs

"A View from Here" ...continued from page 2

He rang the doorbell when we were part way through our regular staff meeting. Usually we ignore the
bell when that happens. If we didn’t, we'd never get finished, and I will confess that I resent such inter-
ruptions perhaps more than anyone. | had a hunch it might be him, though, and went to check.

Those ridiculous shoes had fairly gleamed the night before, but they now looked like they'd seen a
hundred miles of rough road. Most of the bright finish was worn off, revealing that they were made of
something that looked very much like cardboard. We laughed again about how crummy they were. He
was delighted with the new ones | had ready for him.

The Christmas season is all about the advent of the Christ — his presence in our very midst. His pres-
ence as a vulnerable, dependant child. “God with us.” “I needed clothes, and you clothed me,” Jesus
said later, when he had almost come to the end of his life. “...Whatever you did for one of the least of
these brothers of mine, you did for me.”

S0, yes, an old friend showed up to worship with us the other night. And again the next day. And Shel-
don showed up too.

gootid






