
	 “Moses spoke to all the people, saying:  ‘A prophet like me will the Lord, your God, 

raise up for you ...’” 
1

	 And so it was.  Samuel, Jeremiah, Isaiah, Hosea, Amos, Jonah, and all the rest.  The 

great prophetic tradition of Israel, which is to say our great prophetic tradition too, is a series of 

“raising ups,” a series of people chosen — often most improbably — to sound the voice of the 

Lord and to mark His presence.


	 Sometimes they were received well, but more often they weren’t.  Sometimes people 

listened, but more often they didn’t.  Sometimes people took what they said to heart, but more 

often they ignored it.


	 The truth is, prophets are seldom popular.  Many, including many people of faith, prefer 

to keep God at a comfortable distance.  Then-Cardinal Bergoglio alluded to this when he ad-

dressed the College of Cardinals just before he became Pope Francis:


In Revelation, Jesus says that he is at the door and knocks (Rev 3:20).  Obviously, the 

text refers to his knocking from the outside in order to enter but I think about the times 

in which Jesus knocks from within so that we will let him come out.  The  

self-referential Church keeps Jesus Christ within herself and does not let him out.”  2

	 That’s the role of the prophet:  to let God out of whatever box we’ve placed Him in, or 

out of whatever box life has constructed that keeps us from recognizing Him.


	 It’s difficult sometimes to recognize the prophets among us because we’re often con-

fused about the role of prophecy.  A prophet isn’t a soothsayer who foretells the future, nor is 

he or she someone who’s smarter than the rest of us, or more learned than the rest of us, or 

more accomplished than the rest of us, or more virtuous than the rest of us.  Prophets don’t 

necessarily know something we don’t.  Prophets are people who have trained their ears to hear 
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the voice of God amidst the clamor that surrounds us, and who keep a keen eye out to discern 

His presence even in unlikely circumstances. 


	 I’ve known several prophets in my life, and I bet you have too.


	 Peggy was one of them.  


	 Peggy, a devout Baptist, managed the large call center I worked in when I was first out 

of college.  My health wasn’t good, probably because my spirit wasn’t good.  I missed a lot of 

time at work, and when I was at work, I treated her horribly.  For some very good reasons, it 

wasn’t easy getting rid of union members like me, but the lawyers and labor relations powers-

that-be eventually amassed enough cause to fire me, and they enthusiastically urged Peggy to 

do so.


	 But she didn’t.


	 She called me into her office one day, my dismissal papers on her desk.  When I sat 

down on the sofa across from her desk, she got up, came over to join me, and sat down so 

close to me that we were almost touching.  “You know I’m supposed to get rid of you,” she 

said, softly.  “But I’m not going to do that.  I know your health isn’t good, and I just want you to 

get better.”  And with that she sent me off on a round of gastroenterological treatment that 

must have cost the company a fortune.


	 I was stunned.  My health did improve, and I went on to much bigger and better things 

in the company, as did Peggy, including managing the very call center where I had once strug-

gled so mightily.


	 Peggy might have been a great manager, but she was an even better prophet.  I learned 

more from Peggy about grace and about extending the love of Christ even to the unlovable 

than I have anywhere else.  She let Christ out of a corporate box.


	 Betty was a prophet too.


	 Betty, a Quaker woman, was retired.  She was quite comfortable, financially, and she 

could have done anything she wanted with her time.  And what she chose to do was to go 

down to the local hospital several days a week and hold the “crack babies,” as they were then 
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called, babies who suffered the same addiction as their mothers, mothers who were often in-

capable of caring for their infants as the newborns went through withdrawal.  “I can’t make 

their suffering go away,” Betty said, “but I can try to love them through their suffering, and at 

least try to let them know they’re not alone in what they’re going through.”


	 Like Peggy, Betty was a prophet.  I learned as much from Betty as I have in any class-

room or from any professor about what theologians call “kenosis,” a fancy term that denotes 

Christ’s self-sacrifice for you and for me.  Betty let Christ out of a box of indifference.  


	 That’s what prophets do:  they offer themselves as a sign that Christ is present.  And in 

fact, when I think of the Real Presence, I don’t think just about the Eucharist.  I think about 

Peggy and Betty.


	 I’m sure many of you have encountered a Peggy or a Betty in your life.  Many of you 

have known prophets too, and if you haven’t, you will.  Just keep your eyes and hearts open, 

and wait.  They’ll come — probably when you least expect it or when you least deserve it.


	 The thing is, if you asked Peggy or Betty about being a prophet, they’d have given you 

a puzzled look.  Prophecy wasn’t something they were trying to do (or were necessarily even 

aware that they were doing); it was just who they were.  Somewhere along the line, the Lord 

had touched them and they’d decided they weren’t going to keep Him to themselves.  They’d 

touch others, just as they’d been touched.  They’d try to love, despite their flaws and imperfec-

tions (and they had their share), just as they’d been loved.


	 Christ knocked from within them, and they let Him out.  Whether or not others wel-

comed Him wasn’t their concern.  Theirs was just to let Him out, and, once freed, the Lord 

would visit whomever would receive Him.


	 Fr. Anthony concluded his homily last week by saying that the Jonah the Lord chooses 

to send may in fact be you.  It’s true.  He sent Peggy.  He sent Betty.  That, after all, was part of 

their baptismal calling:  to be a prophet of the Lord.  


	 Prophets tend to end up in some unlikely places, as Jonah did, as Peggy and Betty did.  

That’s okay.  Because wherever your calling takes you, leading you along a path you can’t fore-
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see to a place you can’t name, you can bet it’ll take you someplace where someone awaits 

who desperately needs to hear the tender voice of Christ, to feel His touch, and to receive His 

healing balm, someone who doesn’t know how to break the ties that bind him or her, but who, 

when you let Christ out of the box we all sometimes like to keep Him in, will take their hand in 

His and lead them to freedom.


