
Second Sunday of Advent 
December 4, 2022 

 

Reading 1 
Is 11:1-10 

On that day, a shoot shall sprout from the stump of Jesse, and from his roots a bud shall blossom. The 

spirit of the LORD shall rest upon him: a spirit of wisdom and of understanding, a spirit of counsel and of 

strength, a spirit of knowledge and of fear of the LORD, and his delight shall be the fear of the LORD. 

Not by appearance shall he judge, nor by hearsay shall he decide, but he shall judge the poor with justice, 

and decide aright for the land's afflicted. He shall strike the ruthless with the rod of his mouth, and with 

the breath of his lips he shall slay the wicked. Justice shall be the band around his waist, and faithfulness a 

belt upon his hips. Then the wolf shall be a guest of the lamb, and the leopard shall lie down with the kid; 

the calf and the young lion shall browse together, with a little child to guide them. The cow and the bear 

shall be neighbors, together their young shall rest; the lion shall eat hay like the ox. The baby shall play 

by the cobra's den, and the child lay his hand on the adder's lair. There shall be no harm or ruin on all my 

holy mountain; for the earth shall be filled with knowledge of the LORD, as water covers the sea. On that 

day, the root of Jesse, set up as a signal for the nations, the Gentiles shall seek out, for his dwelling shall 

be glorious. 

 

Responsorial Psalm 
Ps 72:1-2, 7-8, 12-13, 17 

R. (cf. 7)  Justice shall flourish in his time, and fullness of peace for ever. 

 

Reading 2 
Rom 15:4-9 

 

Gospel 
Mt 3:1-12 

John the Baptist appeared, preaching in the desert of Judea and saying, "Repent, for the kingdom of 

heaven is at hand!" It was of him that the prophet Isaiah had spoken when he said: A voice of one crying 

out in the desert, Prepare the way of the Lord, make straight his paths. . . . 

 

HOMILY: 

 

I was not at peace this last week.  Specifically, I was not at peace on Thursday evening. I was not at peace 

because on Thursday evening I went to Walmart. I was there because I had gone online, searching for an 

easy Italian dessert, cannoli, that delectable pastry tube of delight, which was promised as available (in a 

quantity of nine—and I only needed one!) on aisle A42. Once inside Walmart, I began the dizzying 

odyssey to aisle A42, at the end of a puzzling, befuddling journey around the entirety of the grocery half 

of the store (aisles A1—A41), until I found myself back at the entrance, to a small shelf right next to the 

front door, with a less than prominent label, A42.  

 

Confusion momentarily departed, but peace then quickly fled and confusion returned when the cannoli 

were nowhere to be found—not even one! Hoping against hope, I went to that place of hope goes to die in 

most every store these days—the “Customer Service Desk,” the ironically named “Customer service” 
desk since there no one was to be found. Finally, a wandering employee had mercy on me and 
volunteered to join in the cannoli search.  Now I had help, a partner to confirm that, indeed, there 
were no cannoli in aisle A42.  
With this confirmed, the search became a team sport.  One by one, more kind Walmart employees 
joined the search, each confirming, with a look at their cellular phones, that there “should be nine 
cannoli, right here in aisle A42,” and, again confirming there were none there.  The team then left 
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me behind, there in aisle A42, to search for the nine cannoli into the mystery that is called “in the 
back,” though everyone agreed, they “should be right here . . . in aisle A42.” 
 
While I waited there, abandoned, and wondering if my team would ever return, my thoughts went 
to Dante Alighieri, who famously wrote over 700 years ago in his Divine Comedy, part I, The Inferno, 
that when the poet arrived at the entrance to Hell, he found the message there inscribed by God 
himself, “Abandon hope, all you who enter here.” For some reason, this phrase of Dante came to mind 
last Thursday at Walmart.  My moment of despair turned out to be prophetic:  For the team arrived 
back, after some 10 minutes or so, probably surprised to find me still waiting, with the message, 
declared with magisterial certitude:  “The computer count is in error—there are no cannoli here.” It 
turned out my search for cannoli—and the peace that comes from having found an easy dessert—
was misplaced, there in aisle A42, in Walmart. 
 
The psalmist promises in today’s Psalm 27, “Justice shall flourish in his time, and fullness of peace 
forever.” Apparently it was not yet time, last Thursday evening, at Walmart. But… I can see now that 
I was seeking peace in the wrong place. I realize this is a rather trite example—when so many 
gathered here lack peace about really important things: the health of a loved one, a long-fractured 
relationship, children who have left the faith, or serious financial trials. Before these, cannoli are 
pretty “small potatoes.” But it does illustration where peace cannot be found, and maybe points to 
where it might be found. But, let there be no doubt: we are, together here today, a people who need 
peace.  How can this promised peace be found? 
 
The answer comes by noting closely what the psalmist said:  Justice shall flourish in HIS time, and 
fullness of peace forever.  There’s the key—Justice and peace come in HIS time.  Who is He?  For 
that detail, we go to the prophet Isaiah from whom we also hear today.  There, the prophet foresees 
the source of peace—the sprout from “the root of Jesse,” the descendent that is Jesus, who, endowed 
with the fullness of the Spirit of God, will be clad in justice, a “belt around His waist,” that will 
overflow in peace.  It is this root of Jesse who speaks for himself in the 14th chapter of the gospel of 
John, verse 27, when Jesus promises a divine peace streaming from the heart of God to each willing 
to receive it, when he promises, “Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. Not as the world 
gives do I give it to you. Do not let your hearts be troubled or afraid.” There’s where true peace can 
be found—in Jesus. Don’t let your hearts be troubled—He is the certain and ever-streaming source 
of peace. 
 
Last week, I suggested that God’s light, peace, life and love stream into our lives like a video 
streaming over the Internet.  Yet, it can fail to make its destination, indicated by the spinning wheel 
of death, on our video screens, when the receiver is not open to receive the Lord. When this stream 
of God’s life is interrupted, when the spinning wheel of our hearts proclaims that our search for 
peace, promised and on the way from God, is misplaced.  For until we seek it in Jesus, our wheels 
will continue to spin—like a failed video stream—peaceless. 
 
So—how was YOUR week? Are you at peace?—be honest! If not, perhaps you have sought peace in 
the wrong place!  Instead, see true peace, streaming toward you, if you will but seek it where it can 
be found—in Jesus.  His peace puts the pieces of our hearts—those battling pieces—into one—into 
peace.  He brings peace when we cease searching from here to there (even in aisle A42 in Walmart!) 
and come to the Prince of Peace, who in Jesus has streamed forth from the merciful heart of God 
into the manger of Bethlehem, that feedbox that became the font of peace, the same peace now 
offered at this manger, this feedbox (the altar), to feed our souls, minds, and hearts with a peace 
that only He can give. And once we have it, we followers of Jesus, it is our sacred trust to stream that 
peace to others. 


