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Matthew 11:2-11

When John heard in prison what the Messiah was doing, he sent word by his disciples and said to him, “Are you the one who is to come, or are we to wait for another?” Jesus answered them, “Go and tell John what you hear and see: the blind receive their sight, the lame walk, the lepers are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are raised, and the poor have good news brought to them. And blessed is anyone who takes no offense at me.”

As they went away, Jesus began to speak to the crowds about John: “What did you go out into the wilderness to look at? A reed shaken by the wind? What then did you go out to see? Someone dressed in soft robes? Look, those who wear soft robes are in royal palaces. What then did you go out to see? A prophet? Yes, I tell you, and more than a prophet. This is the one about whom it is written, 

‘See, I am sending my messenger ahead of you,
who will prepare your way before you.’ 

“Truly I tell you, among those born of women no one has arisen greater than John the Baptist; yet the least in the kingdom of heaven is greater than he.”


A Season of Waiting


Last year around this time, December 28th to be exact, eleven-year-old orange Benjamin Kitty entered our lives. We adopted him from Rutland County Humane, just a few days after our beloved 16-year-old Toni Kitty lost her battle with kidney disease two days before Christmas. I was told that Ben’s previous owner had surrendered him to the shelter, because they could no longer take care of him, just before Thanksgiving and he’d been there through the holidays, waiting for his new people to come take him to his forever home. Ben was curled up sleeping, alone on a mat in a small cat room when I arrived. He woke up and was so happy to see me, playing with the small toys I tossed him. I filled out the adoption papers and he was soon in my cat carrier, coming home to Brandon a half hour later. Today he’s seven pounds heavier, deeply attached to our elderly Jasmine Kitty and loves to sit on George’s Kimball grand piano while he plays Bach and learns the carillon literature. Ben waited.

In today’s Scripture reading, we read about John the Baptist and Jesus’ great respect for him, as a prophet and a messenger, one who has been sent to lead the way to other followers in their search for life everlasting. John is in prison (the animal shelter is much kinder to kitties than a Roman prison, but I’m sure the feelings of abandonment, fear and uncertainty for an unknown future are still present in both experiences). What must John be thinking and feeling? He’s sent a message through his disciples to Jesus, seeking answers. He wants to know, are you the One? Or will there be someone else? And he waits.

Here we are, all of us, in this Advent season that is recognized in the liturgy as a time of waiting. For Christians, we understand what the wait is for: that it is a time of inner preparation and spiritual growth as we get ready for the arrival of the Christ child, on Christmas Day.

For the rest of the secular world, it is what many of us are acutely familiar with: the lights, the decorations, the overwhelming number of ads beseeching us to get out there and do our consumer citizen best in the service of corporate America: Buy! Buy! Buy! Gifts, of course. And maybe a little something for yourself. Preferably expensive. But you can put it on an installment plan and start paying it back in January…

This time of year can be difficult for many people. If they are pre-disposed to depression or already have it, that can intensify amid all the glitter and carefully curated images of others having a seemingly good time. If they’re grieving, it’s possible for that to morph into depression as well (raising my hand here). The short daylight hours don’t help things. Seeing others with fewer resources continue to struggle as they would all year, but now more so, is painful just to witness. This heightened by the advertising expectations that one must be consuming to excess and likewise celebrating in an outgoing way that may not be appropriate to one’s natural personality and/or financial circumstances also adds a dark counterweight to the sparkly image produced by the product marketers and event promoters.

What then, is a happier alternative to this? As we wait for Him, the Christ child, born in a manger to parents of very modest means, we may find we don’t have to wait to serve Him. By not waiting, but moving to act, we can make a difference. By becoming servants of God and being ready to help the needy and less fortunate. There are many who wait. Who are hungry. Who are cold. Who wait and wonder, whether they can stay where they are, here in the USA. Are their papers in proper order to suit the ever-changing whims of a xenophobic diktat? And, they don’t need the latest trendy trinkets or electronic toys but they do need food, shelter, warmth and the assurance of a known future. Some are people and some are animals. All are God’s Creation. Individuals and their communities can become agents of positive change.

We do not need to wait for another, someone else as the Savior. 

Because God’s Son Jesus Christ is the Messiah.

The Messiah brings home His message. He’s taking care of those who are the least in society... the least respected, the least valued and oftentimes, the hardest working. And we’re to do the same, as His followers. Our community Christmas gift.

Jesus made it clear in his reply to John the Baptist that many poor, struggling people were being healed, many people on the margins of society were having their basic needs met. That’s key: their needs, not wants. Being able to see, hear, walk, not being trapped in a prison or held indefinitely in a detention facility somewhere, cured from some horrible disease, having enough food to eat and heat in the house during a polar vortex… these things are so essential, yet in our time the holiday advertisers will try to convince you that time is running out, this thing whatever is on sale, grab it now while you still can… ok. 

I’d like to thank everyone here at St. Thomas & Grace – Cassie especially - who’s donated or contributed in some way this past year to Food Shelf, a true community asset and one that’s really making a difference for the people in Brandon. There’s people out there tonight, who are eating because of you. God Bless You.

Also, I would like to thank Sister Nancy, the Finance Committee and the Vestry for the wise decision to donate the excess funds in our Discretionary Fund to Interfaith Power & Light to help those in need cover home heating expenses. Again, there’s people out there, and now with this especially colder December we’re having, who are warm, because of your faithful actions.

Lastly, I am grateful to Bishop Shannon and the Episcopal Diocese of Vermont for declaring our Diocese a Sanctuary and Refuge for the Vulnerable, and for providing our congregations with vital resources to ensure our Constitutional laws are not violated as we continue to protect and affirm the rights and safety of those bearing Christ’s image, those deemed unwanted and unwelcome by our current regime in this land of the New Colossus. 

We need not wait to make this Holy season a joyous one for those in need in our community.
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