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 Thanksgiving.  Her smart phone chimed the reminder.  The appointment on her 

calendar.  Family dinner, it said.  She knew they would be arriving soon.  In other years 

her only worry would have been whether or not she had cooked enough potatoes.  

Whether or not there would be enough space at the table.  Whether or not she could sit 

her two brothers far enough apart, whether they could set aside their differences long 

enough for all of them to have a civil dinner.  But the things you worry about change 

from one year to the next.  A father dies and a mother comes to live back on the farm.  

So, cooking dinner was not her worry anymore.  A brother gets cancer and suddenly it 

puts all the sibling rivalry into perspective.  A world gets COVID and the worries 

change once more.  And now it was Thanksgiving again.  Another surge of COVID.  

The worst drought on record since before she was born. Songs of harvest and plenty.  

Barren fields and overflowing ICU wards.  Tables of plenty but barren bank accounts 

and overdue equipment payments.  Thankfulness and worry.  And all of it was about to 

gather around one long table. 

 She brushed herself off, the dust rising in clouds from her jeans as she walked 

past the flower bed where her prized lilies grew.  “Consider the lilies of the field.  They 

don’t work, they don’t sweat it, or worry about anything at all.  And still they grow.  And 

nothing is more stunningly beautiful, nothing clothed more richly in all the world.”  Well, 

except in a time of drought of course.  When they don’t grow.  When their clothing is 

not vibrant and alive in striking yellows and oranges and reds with bold stripes of black 

and brown; but when instead, they only fade and wither and die. “Consider the lilies;” it 

was not coincidental that she remembered the verse now.  Her mother had named her 
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Lily; after the flower, after the Bible verse, and the promise it bore.  A promise that God 

cared intimately, intricately, deeply, about the smallest of needs and the beauty of life 

in this world.  The promise of God to feed the nations and the sparrow.  The promise of 

God to not only clothe the lilies of the field, but to clothe the naked and homeless and 

all children of the world—just like the one who sat coloring at the dining room table.  

Her own Lily.  Almost 5.  Long auburn curls dangling down over pink paw patrol pj’s.  

Never more content, not a bother, not anxious about anything, not a worry or care in 

the world.  “Consider the lilies of the field, how they neither toil nor spin,” it was 

grandma at the stove, stirring the gravy.  “And yet,” she continued, “and yet, I would 

argue, beyond the lilies of the field, that there is nothing clothed more richly; no one 

more stunningly beautiful in all the world, than this one precious Lily.  She pecked a 

kiss on the forehead of both the dusty and the freshly bathed Lilies.  “But then, I’m the 

grandma…” she chuckled.  And she went back to tend the gravy. 

And soon they are all arriving.  And there are smiles and laughter and tentative 

hugs between siblings who, though trying their best, know that not all of their bitter past 

is yet behind them.  And there is an extra chair pulled to the table as one of them 

brings an unannounced new partner to the family table.  And the steam rises from 

garden carrots and the dressing and the sweet potato casserole.  And they talk about 

light things like football, and work, but definitely not politics.  And not cancer.  And the 

shame of failure and not measuring up keeps one Lily from asking for the help she 

really needs to make ends meet, to keep the family farm from receivership. Because 
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Canadian festival days are often about pushing aside the hard things—turkey is the 

placebo drug that keeps the pain and the worry at bay.   

But at the end of the table, the almost 5 Lily doesn’t know the protocol; that worry 

is to be temporarily set aside for the niceties of the day. “Grandma, can you help me 

practice my letters?  Teacher says mine aren’t good enough; Jessie’s are way better.  

Jessie’s sick you know.  He hasn’t been in school.  I miss him.  Does Jessie have 

COVID Grandma?  Is he going to die?”  Tears run down her cheeks, she sniffles, and 

then begins to hum.  Quietly at first, then singing at the top of her lungs, “What are you 

thankful for?  What are you thankful for?” As if suddenly she remembers what this day 

is supposed to be for.  As if on queue she hits the cultural norm reset button that says 

Thanksgiving is not complete until the question is posed.  And then in her song—as in 

our lives—the fill-in-the-blank-part comes, where you say what you are thankful for.  

She begins to mumble, at a loss for words, unable to reconcile both the thankfulness 

and the worry of her life into clear definable answers.  And before long she is back to 

the rousing chorus, “What are you thankful for, what are you thankful for?”  Because 

often it’s easier to ask the question than it is to come up with the answer.   

And the awkward truth comes in the silence that follows once the good and easy 

answers like family and turkey and yellow leaves and colourful lilies have already been 

taken.  That we cannot grasp deep and lasting Thankfulness and what that means 

without opening space to talk about the pain and struggle and worry of our lives.  That 

the reality of the things we worry about does not disappear simply because it is 
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Thanksgiving.  Consider the lilies of the field in the middle of a drought; that wither and 

wilt and die.  Consider, the Lilies of a table in pink paw patrol pj’s and the grown-up 

Lilies too who worry about COVID and death and that they don’t measure up.  The 

worry is real. 

And all these things have now gathered around this table, on this day, and we 

hear the words of Jesus, “Do not worry,” and it all sounds a little glib, a little uncaring 

and off the cuff.  Like what we worry about is trifling or trivial to God.  Almost like Jesus 

is saying there are more important things to be worrying about in this life.  Or really, 

that there is nothing to worry about at all.  But we need to remember where Jesus is.  

And who is gathered around Jesus as he preaches these words.  This “do not worry” 

isn’t just an arbitrary statement, but is part of the larger teaching of what we call the 

Sermon of the Mount.   

And all around Jesus are the poor, the sick, the blind, the hungry, the outcast, 

widows, orphans.  Those who under the burden of not being good enough.  Who have 

been told all their life they don’t measure up.  They don’t meet the standard.  

Religiously.  Morally.  Economically.  Intellectually.  Even physically.  Those under the 

burden of not having enough.  The homeless.  The hungry.  The unemployed.  The 

ones who have lost their homes and land to the rich and powerful.  Those under the 

burden of not being able to measure up to the expectations of those around them.  The 

ones who never quite turned out the way their parents hoped they would.  The ones at 

the center of the gossip.  The ones who chose alternate paths.  Different friends.  For 



 

5 October 10/21 Thanksgiving Sunday Matthew 6:25-33 

each and every one—the burden is real, the hunger is real.  Death is imminent and 

around every corner.  The worry is very real.  There is nothing trivial or trifling about 

their day-to-day lives and the struggles they face. 

And Jesus is among them and has been with them.  And Jesus has already 

shown them how much he cares for the unavoidable struggles and worries of their 

lives.  Because Jesus has been healing the sick.  And feeding the hungry.  And freeing 

those held bound by forces beyond their control.  And in a world that constantly says 

you don’t measure up, Jesus has said, “Blessed are you.   Blessed are you who 

hunger, who worry, and weep.  Blessed are you.”  Jesus has declared each and every 

one blessed, accepted, loved and welcomed by God.  So when Jesus says, “Don’t 

worry,” he is not just saying, “Don’t worry, be happy.”  Jesus is not just saying, “People, 

get your priorities straight. Don’t sweat the small stuff.”  And when Jesus says, “Don’t 

worry,” it is not just another way of saying, “You people still don’t get it, still don’t 

measure up to what’s expected of you.  You should just stop your worrying already, 

and work harder at trusting God.”  Jesus is not just adding one more expectation, one 

more burden to the long list of the burdens they already carry.  What Jesus is saying, 

what Jesus has been showing them all along—what Jesus has been showing us all 

along—is that God cares about what we worry about; that God cares even about what 

we think is trivial, what we scold ourselves for worrying about.   

Jesus is saying is that our worry isn’t ours alone to bear.  That God is so 

intimately connected with every small, intricate detail of life in this world; that God 
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cares for sparrows considered worthless and sold for mere pennies in the market.  And 

God cares for each blade of grass that grows today and tomorrow fades away.  And 

God takes time to clothe the lilies of the field in splendour and glory, and God cares 

when there is drought, when crops fail to grow and come to full yield, when there is no 

harvest at harvest time, when tables and bellies are empty, when lilies of the field 

wither and die; and when Lilies of a long farm table worry about friends who aren’t in 

school; about children and a world burdened with the weight of never measuring up to 

the expectations of life.  And the assurance is, that there is room at the table; room for 

both faith and fear; for thanksgiving and worry; for the reality of all that it means to be 

human; for the reality of the life we live.  There is room for it all.  We do not and cannot 

and need not carry the burden alone for Jesus carries the burden with us, carries the 

burden for us in arms spread wide in love that bears the whole of the world.  

And in the midst of it all, Jesus says, the kingdom of God is here.  Gathered at 

your tables.  In your struggle and in your joy.  The kingdom of God is here.  In the 

times when you sing bold and loud, and in the times when you mumble and don’t have 

the words.  The kingdom of God is here.  In times of plenty and in times of drought.  

The kingdom of God is here.  Intimately, intricately connected in every struggle, in all 

our drought, in every worry—in the cross, in the grave, in the lived-out flesh and blood 

life of Jesus with and among us, raised for the life of this world.  The promise comes.  I 

will clothe you.  And clothed in the grace and life of Jesus—we are lilies all—and there 

is nothing clothed more richly; no one clothed more stunningly beautiful in all the world.  

Thanks be to God!  Amen.   


