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Sunday, December 4, 2022
Second Sunday in Advent, Peace

“The Root of Courage”
Isaiah 11:1-10; Romans 15:4-13; Matthew 3:1-12

We are the root in the God realm, where the wolf is together with the lamb. God's kingdom now,
Jesus' life.

This is the heroic journey, when the shoot shall come. David peace comes in the wisdom, to renew
human possibility. We see the promise in the fresh view of the cosmos, to live in harmony. Make the
God search, in the season, Christ accepts us. Prepare the way of the Lord in the Advent Peace.

John the baptist appears in the wilderness. Gratitude for the immanence of God. Together with one
voice. We meet the prophet, to our left and right. We are the root, a shoot shall come, the spirit of
wisdom shall come, live in harmony, prepare the way of the Lord, make the paths straight.

Who are we, what are we to do, look at the back closets of the minds. Matthew’s time, the temple
before and after, the bridge forward. It is the quest and the questions. A shoot shall come. In the
philosophy of our lives. It is the root of courage. We are grounded by what we love. We see equity for
the meek of the earth, to drink from the river of history. Raise up the children. We are the root, a shoot
shall come, the spirit of wisdom shall come, live in harmony, prepare the way of the Lord, make the
paths straight. In the spirituality at work.

We are the root - the shoot shall come
We are the root - wisdom comes
We are the root - in harmony
We are the root - in the prepare
We are the root - make paths straight

Why do we take everything? Today, the oak ridges moraine. Time to think again. Seek the grail
experience. The root of courage, a shoot shall come, we are the root.

Even Shakespeare has something to say in the heart of darkness there is the chestnut of peace.

Root poem
Everyone wants to see the beautiful leaves
And seek to take flowers to their nostril
But here I am lying alone in the dark and deep
Though they know without me there will be no fruit;
They are found to talk about the events
They are found, too, to feel the effects
But no one is ready to pull the lid or the carpet



But I am here under the cover in the dark and deep
Though they know without me they will not taste the fruit;
Fever is not a disease but the manifestation
That something inside in you has gone wrong
Behind everything right or wrong I am the cause
Find me out first before you go to be happy or sad
I am here the root that causes to bear a tree flowers or fruit.


