
         

 

Advent III 
Cycle C, 12.12.21 

Zephaniah 3:14-18/Philippians 4:4-7/                          
Luke 3:10-18 

REJOICE ALWAYS… REALLY? YES, REALLY! 

I read a story about a family on their 
spring break. The couple and their two 
young children made a trip to the Grand 
Canyon. They had no words to describe 
what they experienced: awe, timelessness, 
grandeur. It was the world at its most 
perfect. They felt humbled by the 
immensity of it all, but also grateful that 
they were a small part of this great cosmos 
God set into motion.  So beautiful. They 
came home inspired, exhilarated and 
feeling on top of the world.  

 
Then came the morning after. On 

their first morning back, the Mom bit into a 
piece of toast and a filling fell out. Later, she 
received a call that her mother had a bad 
fall and was in the hospital. With the phone 
still in her ear, she walked into the kitchen 
and saw water pouring out of a pipe below 
the sink. Then, her daughter called from her 
room upstairs: the toilet was 
overflowing. When she finally got to her 
office later that morning, she discovered 
her organization’s website had gone down 
— after several phone calls she found out 
that the domain name had lapsed. All that 
in one morning. 
  Less than twenty-four hours earlier, 
they had been standing before the 
magnificence of the Grand Canyon. Later 

that day, after the plumber left, the woman 
sat down and breathed a sigh of relief. The 
Mom is Rabbi Naomi Levy. In her book 
Hope Will Find You, she reflects on what 
that 24-hour plunge from God’s grandeur to 
harsh reality had taught her:  

 
It’s so much easier to be holy on a 
mountaintop than it is to be holy in the daily 
grind of life, in the little and not so little 
crises of life.” Scripture, she writes, asks us 
“to be holy living in this world. It asks us to 
honor our parents, to care for the weak, to 
love one another, to be honest in business . . 
. Yes, an ordinary day is filled with all sorts 
of challenges and confrontations and 
disappointments. We can let these setbacks 
stop us in our tracks. We can allow them to 
shake us and even embitter us. Or we can 
see them as opportunities for living a holy 
life. 

A couple days ago, I texted Mrs. 
Goodshaw, our school principal, to check in 
and see how things were going at school. 
This is the text I got back from her (her 
positive, upbeat spirit even comes through 
in her text messages): Good morning! I just 
wanted to update you on a few things that 
have happened at school this week. One of 
our seventh graders fell last night at Caritas 
Camp and was taken by ambulance to the 
hospital. Her parents drove up last night 
and  all tests are positive.  Right now the 
student is home with her parents resting. 
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Gabe, our Phys Ed teacher was in a car 
accident, so he’s out, although his dad said 
that he is fine, but he’s getting checked 
today. And Claire who runs Panther House 
for TK and kindergarten had car trouble in 
the Caldecott this morning, so she’s out 
also. No worries…. We’ve got everything 
covered but I thought you should know 
what’s happened in the last 12 hours. I 
texted back: 12 hours? What could the next 
12 hours bring??? God help us! 
 In light of the things that can happen 
to us in one day, disasters big and small, 
doesn’t St. Paul sound unrealistic in his 
admonition to the Church at Philippi: 
Rejoice in the Lord always! I say it again: 
Rejoice!”? How does one rejoice in the face 
of one disaster after another? This third 
Sunday of Advent is traditionally called 
“Gaudete Sunday” – Gaudete is a Latin 
word for Rejoice. Advent is a time for joy, 
not primarily because we’re anticipating the 
anniversary of the birth of Christ, but 
because God is already in our midst. 

 
Our scriptures assure us that God is with us 
– Emmanuel – not as judge but as savior. 
We can rejoice over the saving acts of God 
which make us confident of God’s care, and 
unafraid of whatever may cross our paths. 
We rejoice in the peace of God that 
surpasses all understanding. There are 
times when the concerns and struggles of 
life are so overwhelming that trying to 
reason them out doesn’t work. Reason rings 
hollow and thoughts feel empty. At those 
times we can find little reason to rejoice. 
Perhaps a story can help: 

 

Once there was a small monastery 
led by a very wise abbot. A young man, who 
had recently entered the monastery, was 
having a hard time adjusting to the 
monastic life. He was constantly 
complaining and criticizing. The older monks 
of the community had grown tired of his 
constant whining and went to the abbot 
with their concerns about the young novice. 
The next morning the abbot sent the novice 
to fetch some salt. When the novice 
retuned, the abbot instructed the unhappy 
monk to put the salt in a glass of water and 
drink it. The novice did as he was instructed. 
“How does it taste?” the abbot asked. 
“Bitter!” spit the novice. The abbot smiled. 
“Get some more salt and follow me.” 

 
The abbot and the novice, clutching 

another handful of salt, walked to a small 
lake near the monastery. “Throw the salt 
into the lake.” Again, the novice did as the 
abbot asked. “Now,” Father Abbot said, 
“take a drink from the lake.” As the water 
dripped down the young man’s chin, the 
abbot asked, “How does it taste?” “Sweet 
and clean,” the young man, said wiping his 
mouth on his sleeve. “Do you taste the 
salt?” “No,” the novice said. The abbot sat 
next to the serious young man – who so 
reminded the abbot of himself many years 
before – and explained, “Brother, the pain 
of life is pure salt; no more, no less. The 
amount of pain in life remains exactly the 
same. But the bitterness we taste depends 
on the container we put the pain in. So, 
when you are in pain, when you hurt, when 
you feel broken, the only thing you can do is 
enlarge your sense of things. Stop being a 
glass. Become a lake.” 
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The lake that John the Baptist points 

us to is Jesus – his peace, his Holy Spirit, and 
the fire that burns within us when we 
entrust our lives to Him. He may have been 
a wilderness prophet, but John doesn’t tell 
us to flee from the world and all its 
problems. He encourages the crowd that 
comes to him, and the tax collector and 
soldier to live the lives they have, but to do 
so with compassion, with kindness, with 
justice.  That, Rabbi Naomi Levy says, is our 
challenge: “To find holiness in each day . . . 
to find holiness in this broken, breath-taking 
world.” It’s the same challenge John the 
Baptist preaches in today’s Gospel: to 
discover the love of God, not in cathedrals, 
but in our own home; to welcome the 
Messiah into our Galilees, not with great 
rituals of devotion but by simple justice and 
charity to others; to transform the world in 
holiness, not by revolution but by treating 
one another with respect and dignity. It’s a 
formula for joy that is within the reach of 
each of us. Enough of the “culture warriors” 
who find next to nothing to rejoice about in 
this broken, breath-taking world God gave 
us – this place where we live and love and 
work out our salvation. St. Francis de Sales 
said it perfectly: Be who you are and be that 
well. 

John Kasper, OSFS 


