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READY AND WAITING 
MATTHEW 24:36-44 

 
 Some years ago, our church had a dining club.  We called it “Tables for 
eight.”  Eight Hammond Streeters or six members and two guests had dinner 
together once a month, and usually a pair of these folks served as the hosts in 
their home until the rotation was completed. 
 In November of 2009, I told my Table of Eight about a conversation I'd had 
a couple of months before.  I was then volunteering once a week as a counselor 
at the then-Women's Re-entry Center here in Bangor.  As I drank coffee one 
afternoon with the Chef, a woman who held a PH.D. in nutrition.  I watched her 
place a large piece of frozen hamburger meat into the oven.  Since I had never 
seen anyone do that before, I asked her about it.  The chef explained she always 
cooked every piece of meat frozen, so the nutrients wouldn't be lost when it 
thawed.  The woman added that she cooked her Thanksgiving turkey that way as 
well! 
 Needless to say, I was thunderstruck!  I know my way around a kitchen 
and certainly enough to know the first rule of every Thanksgiving feast:  be sure 
the turkey is completely thawed!  Surely I had misunderstood her.  And so I said 
to the chef, "You cook the Thanksgiving turkey completely frozen?"  She nodded.  
It seemed incredibly foolish and even dangerous.  But what about coating the 
turkey with butter and spices?  Oh, you still do that, she said, you just rub them 
on the frozen bird.  Unbelievable!  And what about the giblets?  No worries, my 
friend said.  They will cook perfectly inside the turkey.  All you do is cook the bird 
for five hours at 500 degrees.  What?!?  I was incredulous.  It seemed utterly 
impossible and counterintuitive. 
 As fate would have it, the woman was let go shortly after that.  So there 
was no way for me to go back to her and say, "Were you really serious about 
cooking that frozen turkey?"  I was eager--but still a little scared-- to try it.  So on 
Thanksgiving of 2010, my household ultimately went in three different directions.  
There was no company to cook for, so no disaster to fix in case the turkey ended 
up scorched on the outside and raw on the inside! 
 So on Thanksgiving eve, I prepared the bird as instructed.  Rubbing butter 
and salt and pepper and spices on the outside.  The chef had told me to fill the 
roasting pan with about two inches of water and then to make an aluminum foil 
tent over it--tightly crimped down.  Then I held my breath at 5:50 p.m. when I slid 
the fifteen-pound turkey into the oven. 
 The waiting was the worst part.  I was dying to peek under the foil!  What 
in the world was going on under there?  But I resisted the temptation.  Finally at 
10:50 the waiting was over.  You would not believe the magnificent result!  The 



turkey was sitting in a broth four inches deep and had the most lovely golden 
color!  The meat was actually falling off the bone, and the giblets were cooked 
perfectly.  I was astounded.   
 Before you tell everyone you know about this unique method of cooking 
the bird, I need to tell you the full story.  Since that maiden voyage, I repeated 
this ritual several more times.  The big downside to all this is that the hot grease 
almost always catches fire!  And then there is the matter of the flying grease 
coating the inside of the oven.  Looking back, I would have to say it was an 
interesting experiment but ultimately not really workable! 
 I would also submit that my little cooking adventure is a parable of the 
Advent experience—without the grease fire!  To be sure, Advent is ever new and 
mysterious.  And certainly waiting is the watchword for Advent.  And yet every 
year the result is worth waiting for.  For when the waiting is over, we have the 
miracle of Christmas!  Truly unbelievable.  Even after 2100 years, Christmas is 
the most wonderful kind of news.  The kind that makes us want to tell everyone 
we know. 

Our opening hymn this morning lays out the way this season is for us:  
"Come, Thou Long- Expected Jesus."  indeed, Advent is a time of anticipation, a 
time of expectation.  And even though we know what lies ahead, we still find 
ourselves mentally visiting the manger once again to find the great surprise that 
is the Christ child. 
 There is a story about waiting called "The Letter," and it reminds us about 
waiting for the coming of Jesus: 
 Ruth went to her mailbox, and there was only one letter.  She picked it up 
and looked at it before opening, but then she looked at the envelope again.  
There was no stamp, no postmark, only her name and address.  She read the 
letter: 
Dear Ruth, 
 I'm going to be in your neighborhood Saturday afternoon., and I'd like to 
stop by for a visit. 
     love always, 
                                            Jesus 
 Her hands were shaking as she placed the letter on the table.  "Why would 
the Lord want to visit me?  I'm nobody special.  I don't have anything to offer." 
 With that thought, Ruth remembered her empty kitchen cabinets.  "Oh my 
goodness, I really don't have anything to offer.  I'll have to run down to the store 
and buy something for dinner."  She reached for her purse and counted out its 
contents.  Five dollars and forty cents.  "Well, I can get some bread and cold 
cuts, at least."  She threw on her coat and hurried out the door.  A loaf of French 
bread, a half-pound of sliced turkey, and a carton of milk…leaving Ruth with a 
grand total of twelve cents to last her until Monday.  Nonetheless, she felt good 
as she headed home, her meager offerings tucked under her arm. 
 "Hey lady, can you help us, lady?" Ruth had been so absorbed in her 
dinner plans, she hadn't even noticed two figures huddled in the alleyway.  A 
man and a woman, both of them dressed in little more than rags.  "Look lady, I 
ain't got a job, Ya know, and my wife and I have been living out here on the 



street, and well, now it's getting cold and we're getting kinda hungry and, well, if 
you could help us, lady, we'd really appreciate it." 
 Ruth looked at them coldly.  They were dirty, they smelled bad and 
frankly, she was certain that they could get some kind of work if they really 
wanted to.  "Sir, I'd like to help you, but I'm a poor woman myself.  All I have is a 
few cold cuts and some bread, and I'm having an important guest for dinner 
tonight, and I was planning on serving that to him." 
 "Yeah, well, okay lady.  I understand.  Thanks anyway."  The man put his 
arm around the woman's shoulders, turned and headed back into the alley.  As 
she watched them leave, Ruth felt a familiar twinge in her heart.  "Sir, Wait!"  The 
couple stopped and turned as she ran down the alley after them.  "Look, why 
don't you take this food.  I'll figure out something else to serve my guest."  She 
handed the man her grocery bag.  "Thank You, lady.  Thank you very much!"  
"Yes, thank you!"  It was the man's wife, and Ruth could see now that she was 
shivering.  "You know, I've got another coat at home.  Here, why don't you take 
this one."  Ruth unbuttoned her jacket and slipped it over the woman's shoulders.  
Then smiling, she turned and walked back to the street…without her coat and 
nothing to serve her guest.  "Thank You, lady!  Thank you very much!" 
 Ruth was chilled by the time she reached her front door and worried too. 
The Lord was coming to visit, and she didn't have anything to offer him.  She 
fumbled through her purse for the door key.  But as she did, she noticed another 
envelope in her mailbox.  "That's odd.  The mailman doesn't usually come twice 
in one day."  She took the envelope out of the box and opened it. 
Dear Ruth, 
 It was so good to see you again.  Thank you for the lovely meal.  And 
thank you, too, for the beautiful coat. 
                                                               Love Always, 
                                                              Jesus 
The air was still cold, but even without her coat, Ruth no longer noticed. 
 In his commentary on our passage this morning from Matthew's Gospel, 
Tom Long says "That we may never know when we may encounter the living 
God waiting for us around the next bend."  Each "unexpected meeting," says 
Long, constitutes a "Holy Surprise." (Matthew, Westminster Bible Companion).  
Clearly that is how Ruth felt in "the letter" story. 
 The question remains:  How can you and I remain watchful and 
expectant?  For Barbara Brown Taylor, the answer lies in living a life that looks 
forward.  "Every morning when you wake up," she says, "decide to live the life 
God has given you to live right now.  Refuse to live yesterday over and over 
again.  Resist the temptation to save your best self for tomorrow."  As usual, 
Barbara Brown Taylor is on to something.  "Live a caught-up life," she says, "Not 
a put-off life, so that wherever you are…you are ready for God." 
 "Come, Thou Long-Expected Jesus, born to set thy people free.”  Tell 
everyone you know! 
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