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Sermon for the Third Sunday of Advent, Year A 

December 15, 2019 

The Rev. Evelyn Wheeler, Rector 

Isaiah 35:1-10; Psalm 146:4-9; James 5:7-10; Matthew 11:2-11 

 When what we might see as a dis-ability, a shortcoming, a failing, 

something broken, we need to remember how God sees – we are all 

whole, and will be whole, but maybe not in the way we think is “whole.” 

What is “whole” anyway? 

Just as we grapple with the questions of what is peace, what is justice, 

even, what is love, we may need to look into the question: what is 

whole? 

Do we think it means, everyone will be like us?  Or that we all are 

supposed to meet the standard of an Olympic athletic, brilliant 

physicist, extraordinary musician, and a phenomenal artist all at the 

same time?  That we should all be polymaths, graduate with PhDs by 

the time we are 12 years old, win Nobel prizes and become astronauts 

when we’re not playing in the Super Bowl? 

I hope you know that this ideal is not quite what “whole” means… 

So, what is whole? 

When I was a child, I really believed in Santa Claus and the Tooth 

Fairy.  I believed in beauty and wonder.  I entered with my whole 

imagination into Narnia, Middle Earth, and other Book-Worlds, 

accepting and reveling in their several realities. 

I wanted, like Eustace Scrubb and Jill Pole, to be let into Aslan’s world.  

I wanted animals to be persons, with lives and languages and histories 
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of their own.  I wanted horses and squirrels to talk and Marshwiggles 

to exist, and I wanted to make the acquaintance of the inhabitants of 

Bism. 

I wanted them all to be friends with me. 

I want Harry Potter’s world and Frodo Baggins’ world and Star Wars all 

to be real places. 

Why?  For two reasons: 

First, that there really are good people, strong guys and wise women, 

who know and do the right thing, and never doubt and rarely stray, but 

always stand up for the good. 

And Second, that the good guys always win. 

I want there to be clearly good people, not people who are complicated 

or fallible or good on some things but bad on others.  I want people who 

do consider others and amend their own behavior to live in mutual 

regard and care. 

I want Isaiah’s vision to be true.  Today.  I want Jesus’ deeds of 

healing to happen. Today.  I want people to be ethical. Today.  I want 

people to be honest. Today.  I’d hazard a guess that I’m not alone in 

these desires, right? 

Even in the Church, we don’t always find this vision fulfilled – and 

sometimes it seems things are very much the other way. 

There are churches that teach us to hold others in scorn, as fallen and 

without hope, as unworthy of God’s love.  There are churches, and 

church leaders, who hurt others.  And then, I realize that I might hurt 
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people sometimes. I may realize that what I think is good, another 

might think is bad. 

I may realize that even with the best of intentions and trying my 

hardest, I still might hurt another person or damage a relationship … 

it’s not just most unsatisfactory; it’s horrible. 

We have cause to feel ashamed at times, each of us, and especially if 

we set high standards for ourselves and for our integrity. 

Realizing we are fallible, not just in general, but in specific instances, is 

painful. 

We might get defensive about what we’ve done or said, simply because 

we don’t want to admit we might be in the wrong.  We might get angry 

toward the person who calls us on it – and even the people we hurt. 

Some days, I’m really not ready to meet the Lord. 

Is this what becoming whole looks like?  This harrowing of our own 

self-regard? 

And then we read the promises again – One is coming, one whose 

sandals we are not worthy to carry, but the blind see, the deaf hear, 

the lame leap for joy… 

And we are told that we are beloved of God, in all our brokenness, in 

the deserts and dry places and wilderness of our souls… and that those 

very souls will become gardens and springs of water and the trees will 

clap their hands, the seas will roar, the rivers will flow, and all creation 

will sing the glory of God. 

I want to believe these things too. 
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I want to believe in a place / a space, in time, between time, before 

time, throughout time, where all I see – and all I am – is tinged with 

the holy. 

It is tinged with the holy because God has come to us as one of us, to 

call us home, to the place and space where all our best dreams are 

fulfilled, where our blindness heightens our vision, our deafness 

informs our song, and our lameness teaches us a new stop, where our 

anger is loved and loved until all the failed dreams, all the mistakes, all 

the hurts, and all the sorrows and losses, are transformed and re-

worked, and we are restored and yes, made whole, even as we are. 

All this, all these things, this is our Advent season – whether it 

consists of four weeks, four years, 4 decades, 4 centuries, 4 millennia, 

4 ages, or four of any measure of time; however long it takes, it’s 

coming.   

And we can go to Narnia or Middle Earth or Tatooine or Hogwarts, or 

next door, or down the street, or into our own homes, and be home. 

It is coming, God is coming, the Lord is coming, the promises are being 

fulfilled, the hope is real, and we are on the threshold of wonder, of 

joy, and of wholeness. 

Let us, then, rejoice! 


