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Proper 20, Year B 
Sept. 23, 2018 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
A capable wife who can find? 
She is far more precious than jewels. . . 
She gets up before dawn to fix breakfast. 
She’s a good shopper, and a good gardener.  
She does her needlework late into the night. 
She’s compassionate to the poor.  
She makes her own clothing. 
She never sits still. 
No, she never eats the bread of idleness.  
Strength and dignity are her clothing, 
And she laughs at the time to come. 
 
I don’t know about you,  
but clearly this was not written about me.  
Not me, who possesses virtually no discernible domestic skills.  
I did take two home economics classes, 
one in high school and one in college. 
I learned some valuable lessons in those classes. 
I learned that I am much better suited  
to a life that does not involve a lot of home-making. 
Trust me, it’s just better for everyone this way. 
 
I think that may be true for many if not most women these days.  
The need for housekeeping, 
for making a home,  
hasn’t gone away, of course. 
But what’s changed is the sense of housekeeping  
as a woman’s primary profession. 
We no longer view homemaking as a full-time vocation  
requiring strength and purpose and stamina 
like that capable wife so praised in Proverbs.  
 
Some of you still have some of these skills.  
I know we have some wonderful cooks in our parish. 
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Some of you are quite talented at sewing.  
We have some excellent gardeners. 
And I know very well that the teaching of kindness 
is on many tongues present here this morning. 
I’m sure that some of you are wonderful housekeepers. 
 
Really, this woman in Proverbs is very admirable. 
The skills she possesses are useful in any century.  
She’s a model for any age. 
Strength and dignity are her clothing – 
And she laughs at the time to come. 
 
Now THIS could be a problem.  
As much as anything,  
It’s this laughing at the time to come business 
that troubles me about this passage.  
 
In the world of Proverbs, 
hard work and wisdom 
generally lead to safety and security. 
You work hard, you play by the rules, 
you do your best, 
and treat other people right, 
and you will be rewarded. 
 
Same thing in the psalm we read this morning: 
Those of us who avoid the wicked, 
who don’t linger in the way of sinners, 
are like trees planted by streams of water, 
bearing fruit and leaves that don’t wither, 
and everything they do shall prosper. 
 
Well that may be true in the world of Psalms and Proverbs, 
but sadly, it’s not true in our world. 
In our world, we’re dealing with some withered leaves. 
That’s true no matter how resourceful we are, 
no matter how well prepared, 
no matter how much we’ve meditated on the law day and night.  
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We no longer believe that to be righteous is to prosper, 
or that keeping your nose to the grindstone will keep you safe. 
How many capable wives are there out there who rose early, 
provided food and clothing for their families, 
managed their resources well, 
yet today have no home to show for their efforts? 
 
How many capable women in Syria … 
or in Sudan … 
or in Afghanistan … 
or in Guatamala… 
now have no home, 
and have nothing to give their children? 
 
There is, of course, nothing new in the plight of refugees 
fleeing their homes and washing up on unwelcoming shores. 
What is new, however, is our knowledge 
that it could happen anywhere, 
to any one of us. 
Even those of use who think we are prepared, 
who have saved when we could have been spending, 
who have managed to put together a nice little nest egg.  
 
We continue to keep house, well or badly, 
with enthusiasm or resentment, 
and we pray that no adversity will overcome us. 
We pray for those on whom disaster falls. 
 
But if we are honest with ourselves, 
we know that we, too, are vulnerable. 
Maybe not vulnerable in the same ways 
that refugees are vulnerable. 
Not vulnerable in the same ways 
as those we help feed at St. Clare’s, 
or those we help to clothe at Family Tree or the St. Francis Center.  
Not vulnerable in the same ways as the people we see standing on street 
corners, 
begging passersby for some spare change. 
Not as vulnerable as some. 
 



 4 

But we all live in a world where we know 
that being good will not keep us safe, 
where disaster could befall any one of us  
at any time.  
Whether that disaster comes in the form of a hurricane, 
or a flood, 
or a wildfire, 
or a drunk driver, 
or a devastating diagnosis, 
or a financial advisor whose advice proved not so good.  
We all know that tomorrow could bring unspeakable misery, 
and there is precious little we can do about it. 
 
And so, we have to ask: 
How then shall we live? 
 
And here, at last, 
I have some good news to share 
in what has, to this point, 
been a pretty bleak sermon. 
The good news is, 
we follow a Savior who knew first-hand 
that there is no connection 
between sinlessness and safety, 
who understood that a good and kind and wise person 
is just as likely to wind up in trouble 
as a mean, foolish one.  
 
So what do we do? 
How do we live?  
 
Today, Jesus shows us just one thing to do. 
Welcome the child. 
Simple? Yes. 
Easy? Hardly. 
 
Here at St. James,  
we are learning to welcome the child. 
We have become a whole churchful of adoptive grandparents 
for our precious Amaya, 



 5 

and later this morning 
we’ll be commissioning our Children’s Ministry Team, 
because we believe we have an obligation 
to provide a good grounding in the basics of our faith 
for every child who passes through these doors.  
 
This is certainly no small undertaking for our parish. 
We have learned that welcoming the child 
is more smiling at  little ones, 
or offering thmn a busy bag filled with crayons and coloring books 
to keep them quiet during the service. 
 
No, welcoming the child  
means really being committed  
to taking action on behalf 
of the most vulnerable among us, 
the smallest ones,  
the ones who cannot speak for themselves. 
 
We have done this, 
and I predict it will transform our church.  
And so now,  
as the people of God have always done when they are faithful, 
we must also look beyond. 
 
How do we welcome the child beyond our doors? 
How do we welcome the child  
separated from his or her parents at the border 
and placed in a detention facility 
with no clear means of ever again being reunited with family? 
 
How do we welcome the child in Yemen  
who is one of 5 million there at risk of starving to death 
because the ongoing civil war in that country 
has caused food and fuel prices to soar? 
 
How do we welcome the child who is afraid to go to school 
because of the fear of being killed by a gunman? 
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How do we welcome the child  
whose parents are addicted to drugs 
or are locked up in prison 
or are simply incapable of providing 
a stable, loving home?  
What about the slow suffering of children 
right in our neighborhood 
who don’t have quite enough to eat, 
no time of peace and quiet to study, 
little hope of waking up on Christmas morning 
and finding presents under the tree?  
 
How do we welcome the child 
who may have been sexually assaulted, 
and fears to speak up ? 
 
How do we make this church,  
and every church, 
and every school, 
and every youth organization, 
a place where children are safe? 
 
How do we take to our hearts what Jesus knew: 
That the child is the most vulnerable, 
most fragile, 
least valued, 
least considered among us? 
 
God came among us as a child. 
And God asks us to welcome the vastness of the divine 
In the smallest among us. 
Or as the saying on the wall in our bathroom puts it, 
“All of God’s grace in one tiny face.” 
 
Only when we do this 
will we find a way through the mystery 
of what it means to live in a world 
where there are no guarantees. 
No guarantees but this one: 
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If we draw near to the holy one 
who comes to us as a child, 
the holy will draw near to us. 
 
That may not make us righteous, 
or keep us safe, 
or cause everything we do to prosper. 
But it will suffuse our lives with grace. 
And we can know that no matter how messy 
our lives or our homes are, 
no matter how uncertain or vulnerable or incapable we are, 
we can rest assured 
that God is near us, 
making a home with us.  
Amen.  
 


