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St. Giles’ Feast - Sept. 25, 2016 
While there’s still time 
St. Giles’, North Brook 
 
A few years ago I had the privilege of spending some time with the Community of St. Egidio in 

Rome. St. Egidio (otherwise known as St. Giles) was founded in the late 1960s as a community 

of lay people primarily who had a particular calling to serve the poor, immigrants, and the 

physically and mentally disabled. Today, they live and serve in the neighborhood of Trastevere 

in Rome near the ancient church of Santa Maria. The members of this community come from all 

walks of life. They are professional folk and laborers, teachers, attorneys, you name it. The 

community maintains a popular restaurant near the piazza in front of the church of Santa Maria - 

its’ called the Trattoria degli Amici. In it, the able-bodied and folks with various challenges work 

side by side. I came to know a member of the community, a man named Sandro, who is a very 

accomplished physician in Rome. He spends most of his off duty hours working in the 

restaurant with the physically and mentally challenged. I found him to be very impressive. I 

remember a particular conversation with him once about his work with the disabled - I told him 

how impressed I was by the restaurant and the commitment to teaching these young people job 

skills and life skills that they probably would not be able to get anywhere else. Sandro just 

looked at me with a puzzled expression and finally he said, “Well, what we do together in the 

Trattoria is not there to teach them … it is we who need to learn.” 

 

Indeed. 

 

Over and over again in the bible, the ordinary world of human expectations, the norms of who’s 

in and who’s out, the survival of the strongest - all of that gets turned upside down. No less in 

today’s gospel. Blessed are you when they hate you?! When you’re persecuted? Not the world 

according to the political machinery driving the candidates on our nation political stage (notice 
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my great restraint in not going into detail on the current candidates and their speech writers). It’s 

what my friends at St. Egidio are learning day by day - it is the dis-abled, the challenged, the 

unlovely who lead the way from a God’s-eye perspective. The definitions of success we usually 

abide by do not seem to be those of Jesus. In fact, our scriptures tell us they are the very 

standards God wants to upend. They are, in fact, idols. It’s why we honor saints like Giles. The 

legends have it that he wanted nothing more than a quiet life lived as a hermit out in the 

wilderness - the high and mighty wouldn’t leave him alone and wounded him in the process. He 

became the patron saint of the crippled and of children with illnesses. A humble saint for humble 

human beings who often forget that we are humble, humus, created of earth. 

 

The Christian life is really not that complicated. It is not always easy, God knows, but it is not 

complicated. Practice love. Show kindness. Honor the humanity of other people. This is the 

way to life with God, ultimately to that unimaginable state of being we call eternal life (which, 

incidentally is not nearly as much about what happens to us when we die as it is about what 

happens to us when we really start living). This is the heart of what we gather this morning to 

celebrate. These vows of Holy Baptism we’re renewing today ask us to put our faith in God 

who has been revealed to us in a way that boggles the mind, that makes no ordinary sense on 

purpose - Father, Son and Holy Spirit, the one in three and three in one. That it doesn't make 

intellectual sense reminds us that God is not a concept to understand but a mystery in which 

we participate … the ground of all being, the possibility of life, the source of all that is or ever 

will be, the beginning and the end. And then our vows bring all that high-octane stuff right 

back down into the rough and tumble, the daily chances and choices of our everyday world. 

We don’t ask you to cross your fingers and screw up your imagination just long enough to say 
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you believe a lot of abstract theology (nothing wrong with abstract theology, mind you). No, 

we ask our sisters and brothers to lead us in promising to do some quite ordinary, quite 

human, quite doable things. Stay with this fellowship we all church, turn away from sins that 

keep us enslaved, respect the dignity of all people, work for a world of justice and peace. Will 

you do these things? we ask. Will you put faith into practice? Will you act in ways that will 

make God’s love just that much more real in this world?  

 

Dear Friends, I believe the world is dying for this. TS Eliot wrote that half the harm done in the 

world is because of people who want to feel important. At least half. We are surrounded by 

the results of it: wars, unprecedented refugee crises across the globe. In this country and in 

this city we are steeped in a public health crisis of gun violence. The unholy trinity of poverty, 

racism and guns defaces our common humanity. I think I do not have to say much about our 

current political climate, but the rhetoric of fear and hatred and mistrust will only give birth 

to more of those things. Senator John Danforth just spoke to our House of Bishops last week 

in Detroit and said words I have heard from him before, “Politics is officially dead in this 

country,” he said. The word ‘politics’ means the art of compromise.” There has rarely been a 

time, it seems to me, when the simple, challenging, life-changing message of the Gospel has 

been more needed, not just proclaimed, but lived.  

Here’s one of my favorite poems by a cranky Englishman named Philip Larkin:  

The mower stalled, twice; kneeling, I found    
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A hedgehog jammed up against the blades,    
Killed. It had been in the long grass. 
 
I had seen it before, and even fed it, once.    
Now I had mauled its unobtrusive world    
Unmendably. Burial was no help: 
 
Next morning I got up and it did not. 
The first day after a death, the new absence    
Is always the same; we should be careful 
 
Of each other, we should be kind    
While there is still time. 
 

Today, let’s begin again, recommit ourselves again, ask for the grace to make real in our lives 

what we profess by our faith. While there is still time. 

 

 

 

 

 


