
Second Sunday of Advent-Year C- The Rev. Canon Joan Anthony 12.5.21 
Malachi 3:1-4, Canticle 16, Philippians 1:3-11, Luke 3:1-6 
 
For this 2nd Sunday of Advent, I want to tell you a story, a story about a message without words, 
a witness that is simple and powerful.  The story was originally about a pastor but I took some 
editorial license because but that pastor could be any one of us as we think about what this 
place and our faith means to us.  This story is about how we can continue to be a community 
that keeps the message of God alive and well, burning with fire in this portion of Whidbey 
Island. 
“Once upon a time there was a parishioner who was a member of a church on a large island, but 

that was about it—there was a church building, but not much else.  There were a few old souls 

who came regularly, but most of the younger ones stayed away.  They were too busy with the 

fields and animals. With the new satellite television dishes, videos, and their own business.  And 

when the parishioner would inquire after them in town or in the pub they’d excuse themselves 

with the explanation that they prayed better without all those people around them.  They did 

better with their own quiet on the beach or by their own fireplace or kitchen table after everyone 

else had gone to bed.  They were spiritual but not religious. 

 So the parishioner started visiting them one by one.  He’d sit by the fire, drink tea, chat 

about the price of grain or sheep, and not mention religion.  The fire would be crackling warm 

while the wind gusted outside and the parishioner would lean over and take a twig out of the fire.  

He was careful to take one that was glowing hot and burning well, and he would lay it on the 

edge of the stone fireplace and let it sit.  He’d continue with the conversation and say not a word 

about the twig.  And as they’d talk the twig would cool down; the glow would begin to fade; the 

twig would smoke and eventually die out.  When that happened the parishioner would stop in 

midsentence, look the other person in the eye, and put the twig back on the fire, holding it until it 

caught. 

 First one got the message.  The next day another did.  Pretty soon the story started getting 

around, and by the end of the month the church was packed. 

 In this Advent season of preparation we are invited to think about what it means to be 

church, community together and how that enriches our lives and our faith.   In this Advent 

season we are invited to look around us for those we know who might be like the twig on the 

hearth.  Those who for whatever reason have gone away from the fire of faith.    In this Advent 

season we are invited to make room for those who seek renewed strength in faith reignited.  In 

this Advent season that twig might even be us.  We are invited. 

 


