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Finding Our Roots 
 
INTRO to SCRIPTURE 
 
This Advent we are looking at the opening 
chapters of each of the gospels.  Two weeks 
ago was Mark 1, which skips over Jesus’ 
birth and early life and goes right to his 
public ministry.  Last week we heard 
musical variations on John 1, which ties the 
birth of Jesus back to the beginning of 
creation itself. 
 
Today we turn to Matthew 1, which we 
could say is a biblical version of “Finding 
Your Roots.”  Matthew, who is writing to a 
Jewish audience, wants to make clear that 
the appearance of Emmanuel, God with us, 
in Jesus of Nazareth, is deeply rooted in his 
Jewish genealogy, where Matthew traces 
through Joseph all the way back to 
Abraham. 
 
In Matthew’s version there are only 5 
women listed.  However, today we’re going 
to do the genealogy through the line of 
women.   A number of years ago a liturgy 
group created a version tracing back 
through the mothers of the men listed in 
Matthew.  
 
I’ve asked Jane Connors to be the first 
woman in that list – Sara.  Now, I need 40 
more women to come forward to help in 
the reading of the other names. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
SERMON 
 
At a clergy retreat day I attended last week,  
one of the pastors who is fairly new to this 
work was commenting on the stories 
parishioners are telling her.  Incredulously, 
she said, “You can’t make this stuff up.” 
How true! We all live complex lives.  So did 
the people who are part of Jesus’ family 
tree. 
 
Those five women I mentioned, who are 
included in Matthew’s genealogy, are 
Tamar, Rahab, Ruth, Bathsheba, and Mary.  
The surprising thing about their inclusion in 
this list is that each of them could be 
included in a biblical version of #MeToo.  
They have complex stories.   
 
Tamar, when her father-in-law refused to 
honor her rights in the family, tricked him 
by pretending to be a prostitute.  When she 
ended up pregnant with his child, he 
repented and gave her her due.   
 
Rahab was a prostitute in Jericho, but is 
honored in Jewish tradition because she 
helped to protect the Jewish spies in the 
city. 
 
Ruth, a foreigner and a widow, who also is 
being denied her rights in the family, goes 
to Boaz and lies down with him in the night.  
Boaz marries Ruth and she becomes the 
great grandmother of King David. 
 
 



Which brings us to the story of Bathsheba, a 
married woman, whom King David lusts 
after, takes to his bed, and then has her 
husband killed.  Did she give consent?  The 
story never says.  It’s all told from David’s 
perspective. 
 
This story reverberates through the 
millennia to today where we are seeing an 
uprising of women and men who are now 
speaking up under the #MeToo symbol, 
saying clearly - I did not give consent.  Even 
though the perpetrators counted on 
people’s sense of shame to keep them 
silent, the shame is not theirs. 
 
Then we come to Mary – or Miriam, as she 
was mostly likely referred to in Hebrew.  As 
the biblical story goes she finds herself in an 
unusual pregnancy. (Although this is a 
common story of the time to describe a 
special child from the “gods.”)  But for an 
angelic dream, Matthew tells us, Mary’s 
betrothed, Joseph, intended to divorce her 
quietly.   
 
These are the women Matthew named.  
Some of the other women we know some 
of their story.  Many of the other women 
we don’t even know their names. 
 
Too much of our present-day Christmas 
celebrations tempt us with the illusion of 
perfection – perfect decorations, perfect 
gifts, perfect meals for perfect people.  
Matthew’s genealogy sets a very different 
nativity scene.  He reminds us we’re talking 
about real people – the w.h.o.l.l.y human.  
In other words, we are welcome at this 
nativity.   
 
The holy divine – h.o.l.y divine – Emmanuel 
– God with us – becomes flesh in and 
among the w.h.o.l.l.y human, with all our 

magnificence and all our messiness.  Jesus 
of Nazareth is deeply rooted in a 
community and family tree of real people.  
God so loves the real world.  
 
As a congregation with a 300 year history,  
we have long roots that include both 
magnificence and messiness.   For almost 
1/5 of those years, Jane Connors has been a 
part of the life of this congregation.  She 
and her family came from the Baptist 
church into this community when she was a 
pre-teen.  She was baptized and confirmed 
here. 
 
For almost two decades Jane has been at 
the hub of the church office, being the 
contact person for parishioners and 
community people. Over the last decade or 
so as I’ve tried to figure out the roots of our 
congregation’s tree, my mantra has been 
“Ask Jane.”   
 
Jane has lived in this area all of her life.  In 
fact she is back living in the house in which 
she grew up.  Jane is a gregarious person 
who, it appears, knows everyone.  She 
welcomes newcomers with the same 
enthusiasm as those she has known for 
decades.  She is compassionate to those 
who come to our office door seeking 
assistance.   
 
Jane and her husband, Frank, are the kind 
of people that hold together the social 
fabric of small towns everywhere.  Their 
work lives and their personal lives have 
helped to build community and make this 
corner of mid coast Maine a better place to 
live. 
 
As many of you know, Jane loves to cook.  
She and Frank have continued her parents’ 
tradition of Monday Night Suppers. She’s 



never quite sure how many people will be 
at dinner on Monday nights at their house.  
She has brought that same passion for 
hospitality through food to our church life.  
She and Susan Weaver have been making 
soup for our Maundy Thursday dinner for 
the last several years. 
 
In addition, a few years ago when we were 
exploring how to offer more opportunities 
for socialization to our families with young 
children, she agreed to cook for our Choir 
Dinners on Thursday nights.  Thankfully, we 
now have other volunteers that prepare the 
dinners.  However, I don’t know that we 
could have started this program without 
Jane.  It has been a blessing to the lives of 
our young families.   
 
In so many ways, Jane has time and time 
again been flexible in helping us to do 
whatever needs to happen in the office to 
make our life together work.  Thank you, 
Jane.  May retirement be a time of great joy 
and great blessing for you.   
 
 


