
 

 

 

  

Dcn. Frank Sila 
12/11/2022 
 

In our waiting a seed is planted 

Third Sunday of Advent – Year A 
Is 35:1-6a, 10   Ps 146:6-7, 8-9, 9-10   Jas 5:7-10   Mt 11:2-11 



We celebrate the birth of Jesus to remind ourselves of his message and that he has 

entered our world.  What if every day carried the excitement of Advent and 

Christmas to come? That sense of excitement and promise is what the prophet 

Isaiah describes; ‘The land will exult and the hills will bloom with abundant 

flowers and rejoice with joyful song.’  

 

I can remember my anticipation as a child.  Coming in from recess it began to 

snow.  It was the first snow of the season.  It snowed hard and steadily all 

afternoon.  There were dreams of sledding, forts, and snowball fights to come that 

evening.  The anticipation was palpable as students turned and twisted in their 

seats to watch the snow.  Our third grade classroom was on the second floor.  The 

windows were high enough you could not look out and see the ground when seated 

at your desk.  If your desk was near the back of the room and you flicked your 

pencil to the floor you could get up to retrieve it and maybe sneak a glance at the 

ground below.  God bless our teacher, Mrs. Lockhart who struggled to keep our 

attention that afternoon. 

 

Sharing the faith of Jesus, allows us to trust the mystery of life with all the 

excitement of a first snowfall.  We trust that there is a good and Sacred Spirit being 

revealed.  To live life in that knowledge allows us to look forward to each new day 

and moment in anticipation.  On waking, I may not know how I will encounter the 

Sacred this day while trusting all the while that I will.  At day’s end, Ignatian 

prayer invites us to gather the crumbs of the day looking to where God has touched 

our lives.    Advent asks us to be alert to these Sacred nudges as life unfolds.   

 

Jesus asks in our Gospel, “What did you go out to the desert to see?”   Put another 

way; do we expect to encounter the Sacred in our daily life? 



Our joy is wonderfully bound up in anticipation of the Sacred being revealed.  That 

is the holy mystery at the heart of creation where Spirit beckons to draw closer.   

 

Fr. O’Murchu writes, “The danger of organized religion is that the statement of 

beliefs becomes a fence separating those in and out.  Faith that excludes is 

immature.  Jesus came to tell us and the marginalized that all belong and are 

deserving of God’s love.”  “Go and tell John what you hear and see: the blind 

regain their sight, the lame walk, lepers are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are 

raised, and the poor have the good news proclaimed to them.” Mt 11:4-5   

In short, the least among us have value.  Advent asks that we hear the words of 

Jesus and open ourselves to see all mankind as companions on the journey.    Our 

touch and compassion in this world give birth to the Christmas miracle. 

 

Studying the faces of those leaving the theatre can tell something about the movie.  

Studying the faces and smiles of our seniors tells us about the mystery at the heart 

of their life and creation. Have you ever taken the time to study someone’s smile 

and laugh lines? Genuine smiles convey a generosity of heart toward others.  I 

recently heard a couple speak of their relationship as a fire between them.  They 

both gave their time and energy to each other as fuel for that fire.  It gave their 

relationship light and warmth.  They sacrificed for each other and their children.  

In good times and bad they were able to return to the fire, warmth, and light of 

their embrace.  Whether at 20 or 80, we are called to be gifts under the tree of life. 

 

The smile of parents and grandparents carry the promise and confidence of what is 

to come.  Our adventure begins by extending the divine blessing to all we 

encounter.  Jesus has entered our world, hopefully opening our eyes and heart to a 

far greater mystery just beyond us.   “Love one another as I have loved you.” Jn 15:12 



The passage we heard from the letter of St James, asks that we have patience.  For 

a third grader waiting to play in the snow, that’s hard.   At 03:00 and the end of the 

school day, we rushed outside only to find it had not been cold enough for the 

snow to accumulate.  We were stunned at the sight of bare ground.  Who among us 

has not been surprised to see bare ground in their life.  A week or so later, in the 

cold dark of night, a foot of snow fell.  It was a life lesson in patience suited for the 

adult questions that would come later.   Those answers would come in the 

unfolding mystery of creation and our relationships.  The answers we seek, may at 

times be shrouded in the dark of night, but Advent holds promise for those who are 

patient and persevere.   

 

Advent is seasonal but also a disposition of heart where we wait each day in the 

goodness of creation for Christ to be revealed.  In our waiting a seed is planted.   

 

Immersed in the Sacred mystery, we gather at table, here and at home, to give 

thanks.   Breaking bread with one another tells of a love far greater than we can 

imagine.  It is an Advent fire worth tending. 
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I welcome your questions and comments. My email is fsila@sttomskazoo.org. 

 


