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Proper 18B (Pent +15)  The Rev. Dr. Darcy Williams @ Emmanuel Chestertown  5 September 2021 

Proverbs 22:1-2, 8-9, 22-23      Psalm 125             James 2:1-10, (11-13), 14-17     Mark 7:24-37 

 

The first Sunday of September is typically a time of looking back and looking forward. It is part 

of the traditional last weekend of summer before school starts, a time for one last trip to the 

beach, one last camping trip, one last summer cookout. Typically, we look back with nostalgia at 

the summer past, while looking ahead with anticipation at the coming school and program year.  

 

For most of my life, as a student, a parent, a teacher and a school administrator, the beginning of 

September brought a sense of excitement and joyful anticipation. It was a new year. A clean 

slate. New notebooks filled with blank sheets waiting to be filled.  A chance for new 

experiences, new adventures, new opportunities, as well as the chance to rekindle old 

friendships.   

 

As a parish priest, it has been very much the same: the excitement of a new program year. 

Welcoming back the Sunday School and the choir. Planning with the various parish committees 

for new program ventures and rejuvenation of older ones that may have become a little stale.  

 

But this year has a different feel for me at least. Back in late May, before the Delta variant took 

hold in the US, I had hopes that this fall would be a return to normal. So many of us were fully 

vaccinated. We had been so careful. COVID seemed to be slowly retreating. High schools were 

holding actual in-person proms and graduations. People were planning summer vacations. 

Weddings that had been on hold for more than a year were being rescheduled. We restarted a 

limited coffee hour and welcomed people as they began to feel safer about being indoors with 

others.  But here we are, back in masks, wondering what the next months will bring, and perhaps 

feeling a little sorry for ourselves that we are not out of the woods yet.  

 

But as I read the news this week, I began to realize that I needed an attitude adjustment. Instead 

of feeling sorry for myself that we can’t jump back into all the things I had hoped we could and 

would do this fall, I realized just how blessed I am and we are.  

 

Unlike our Afghan allies who fled their homes as refuges in fear of reprisals by the Taliban, we 

are secure in our homes in a free and democratic country. Unlike those refugees who left their 

homes and country with only the clothes on their back, we have closets full of clothes, 

refrigerators full of food, and homes to return to. 

 

Unlike those in California and the other western states where wildfires have consumed thousands 

of acres of forests, and destroyed hundreds of homes, we are alive and well on the Eastern Shore 

surrounded by lush greenery, gardens and fields, and plenty of rain. 

 

Unlike those who lost their lives and those whose homes were destroyed by the flood waters, 

high winds, and tornadoes of Hurricane Ida, we came through the storm telling stories of getting 

caught without an umbrella in a downpour. 

 

Locally, just a few days ago, a group gathered in Fountain Park for a candlelight vigil on 

Overdose Awareness Day to remember those who have lost their battle with addiction and to 

support their grieving families.  I am sure I am not the only one here who knows at least one 
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family who has lost a loved one to an overdose. The struggle with addiction is a lifelong battle 

and those in the midst of that struggle need our prayers, our support, and our love, as do their 

families and friends.  

  

 As we look around in these early days of September, we see the signs that the local counties, 

especially those on mid-shore are “going purple” in support National Recovery Month. This 

year, the theme is Recovery is For Everyone: Every Person, Every Family, Every Community.  It 

is a month dedicated to reminding us of the need for everyone to “celebrate those who are in 

recovery and to remind the people who are in recovery and those who support them that they are 

not alone in the journey through recovery.”i  I venture to guess that many of us know someone in 

recovery. Beyond supporting them, we are asked to promote education and opportunities for 

those seeking help to overcome substance abuse disorders and mental health issues. We are 

asked to support new evidence-based treatment and recovery practices, and the dedication of 

service providers and community members across the nation who make recovery in all its forms 

possible, while at the same time celebrating the success stories and educating our youth about the 

dangers of substance abuse. 

 

Knowing I needed to count my blessings and refocus on what is really important in life, I turned 

to the scriptures for today.  

In the first reading from Proverbs, I read these words: The rich and the poor have this in 

common: the LORD is the maker of them all.  And a few verses further on, these words: 

Those who are generous are blessed, for they share their bread with the poor. 

 

In the Epistle written by James, thought by some theologians to be the brother of Jesus, I found 

this message: You do well if you really fulfill the royal law according to the scripture, “You shall 

love your neighbor as yourself.”  

And a few verses further on, these words:  

What good is it, my brothers and sisters, if you say you have faith but do not have works? Can 

faith save you? If a brother or sister is naked and lacks daily food, and one of you says to them, 

“Go in peace; keep warm and eat your fill,” and yet you do not supply their bodily needs, what 

is the good of that? So faith by itself, if it has no works, is dead. 

 

Finally, in the Gospel selection from Mark, I saw Jesus making the Good News an action word:  

by performing acts of compassion and healing. 

 

God speaks to us today and everyday calling us to be agents of change, the purveyors of God’s 

love and compassion in this world. It is through our actions that others get to know our faith. The 

great theologian and Christian educator, Verna Dozier once said, “Don’t tell me what you 

believe, tell me what difference it makes that you do believe.”ii  Or in the vernacular we need to 

walk the walk, not just talk the talk. 

 

With all that is happening in the world around us, how will we show our faith? Yes, we have 

done some great things at Emmanuel in outreach to others over the years. And we have 

continued to do so with the Garnet School collection, with the monthly Brown Bags Against 

Hunger, and with the collection of items for the Afghan refugees. But my question to you today 

https://rm.facesandvoicesofrecovery.org/
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is: what else is God calling you to do? How will you show that your faith makes a difference in 

the way you live your life and the way you treat others? Little things count. They add up.  

 

In the words of the Collect for Labor Day: Almighty God, you have so linked our lives one with 

another that all we do affects, for good or ill, all other lives: So guide us in the work we do, that 

we may do it not for self alone, but for the common good. 

AMEN. 

 

 
i https://www.naadac.org/national-recovery-month 
ii http://inchatatime.blogspot.com/2006/09/dont-tell-me-what-you-believe.html 


