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I MIGHT BE A BUSYBODY … WHAT ABOUT YOU?
2 Thessalonians 3:6-13

I might be a Busybody … What about you?


One of the earliest newspapers in Paris, France, was created in the 1750s by a woman named 
Madame Doublet.  Madame Doublet had an interesting and effective technique for gathering news: 
each morning, she sent one of her servants to gather all the gossip from other servants who worked in 
wealthy households.  According to the Smithsonian magazine, Madame Doublet’s servants may have 
been “the first reporters in the history of French journalism.”  

After making the rounds of all the fashionable neighborhoods, the servant would return to 
Madame Doublet’s and write two reports for her: one containing confirmed information, one 
containing unconfirmed gossip.  Copies of these reports were a hot commodity in the French salons of 
those days.  They just might have been the prototype of all tabloid journalism today.


Pulitzer Prize-winning author Clifton L. Taulbert recalls his childhood days growing up in a 

predominantly black community in the Mississippi Delta.  Taulbert claims that the best news in the 
community always came from a woman everyone called Miss Honey Pie.  If anything happened in their 
small town, Miss Honey Pie knew about it.  Everyone looked forward to a meeting with Miss Honey Pie 
because she could pass on all the important news in the community.


It is said that there’s a tombstone in a cemetery in Ireland with the following inscription: 

Here rests in silent clay … Mrs. Arabella Young
Who on the 21st of May … Began to hold her tongue.

Clearly only death could silence the gossipy Arabella Young.

Gossips have always been with us, and, sadly, they always will.  


Sometime back a woman named Cheryl Elaine Williams wrote a devotional for The Upper 
Room.  In it, she told about a secret memento of her great aunt that her mother had showed her when 
she was 14.  Her mother unwrapped a faded lace handkerchief, explaining that she had discovered 
something very personal belonging to Aunt Eliza, tucked in the back of a jewelry box.  Inside the 
handkerchief lay a ruby engagement ring that Aunt Eliza had hidden for 50 years.

Aunt Eliza had never married.  She lived a good, productive life for more than 70 years.  Yet as 
young Cheryl turned the ruby ring over in her palm, she experienced a stab of regret.  “What 
happened?” she asked sadly.

Her mom sighed.  “Eliza and her young man came from very different backgrounds.  The two 
families made it tough for them, and eventually the families managed to break them up.  Supposedly 
the young man’s sister was especially nasty, stirring up all kinds of trouble.  Eliza never talked about it, 
but her family hinted that evil tongues caused all the problems.”

Cheryl Williams writes, “Whenever I am confronted by gossip or hurtful words, I remember that 
unused engagement ring lying hidden 50 years inside a box.”

Words can hurt.  But people who gossip will always be with us.  
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Our passage of scripture today is not about gossip per se.  Paul is addressing a bigger group 
than those who pass along rumors.  He is writing about an annoying group of people in the church at 
Thessalonica whom he calls “BUSYBODIES.”  

 Busybodies are people who refuse to do their part in the life of the church, but are quick to 
criticize those who do.  

 A formal definition of a busybody is: “a gossipy, meddlesome person; one who pries into the 
affairs of others.”  

Paul didn’t have much use for busybodies and this wasn’t the only time he complained about 
these kinds of folks.  In 1 Timothy 5:13 he writes this about them: “…they learn to be idle, gadding about 
from house to house; and they are not merely idle, but also gossips and busybodies, saying what they 
should not say.”  

Busybodies … Busy with everything except what they ought to be.


The Wittenberg Door is a Christian satire magazine and actually has an online version.  Check it 
out at: www.wittenburgdoor.com.  They recently held a contest inviting its readers to come up with a 
list of “10 Ways to Kill a Church.”  Here is the winning submission:

1. Number one on the list of “10 Ways to Kill a Church” is: Don’t come.  
2. If you do come, come late.  
3. Never accept an office.  It is better to stay in the background and criticize.  Nevertheless, get 

really sore if you are not elected as an officer in your church. 
4. If you are elected, don’t attend any of the meetings.  If you do attend a meeting, find fault with 

the work of the moderator and other members.  
5. If asked by the moderator to give your opinion on some matter, tell them you have nothing to 

say.  However, after the meeting, tell everyone how things should be done.  
6. Let the pastors earn their money … let them do all the work.  
7. Never give money to your church in advance.  Wait until you get your money’s worth, and then 

wait a bit longer.  
8. Never encourage the pastors.  If you like a sermon, keep mum about it.  Many a pastor has 

been ruined by flattery.  
9. It is good to tell your pastors’ failings to any strangers who may happen in, though … they 

might be a long time finding them out otherwise.  
10. If there happens to be a few zealous workers in the church, make a tremendous protest against 

the church being run by just a few people.

I don’t know if this list reminds you of anybody you know or not.  Of course, they’re not in our 
church anyway, but I understand that many other churches are plagued with these kinds of people.  

This list, however, paints a pretty good picture of a busybody.


Did you happen to notice how Paul links being idle with being a Busybody?  Someone has 
defined a gossip as “somebody who would rather listen to dirt than sweep it.”  So it is with busybodies in 
general.  People who are actively involved in the life of a church have neither the time nor the inclination to 
be a Busybody.  

It all really comes down to how you FEEL about the mission and ministry of the church.  


That great saint of God, Corrie ten Boom, was speaking to a university audience after World 
War II.  She began with an unusual question:

“If I come into your home,” she said, “and go around and straighten the pictures on the walls, 
am I committing a sin?” 

Baffled, they answered, “No, if you come into our homes and straighten the pictures on our walls, 
you are not committing a sin.”
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“All right,” she said, “Now, if your house were on fire, completely ablaze, going up in smoke, and 
people were still trapped inside and I wandered around straightening your pictures.  What would you 
say?” 

The implication was, of course, that under these circumstances you should be busy saving people’s
lives.  You wouldn’t have time to straighten their pictures.  Straightening pictures would of course be a 
sin.  


I heard about a pastor who had a major crisis in his congregation.  Things had gotten so 

heated that he feared that he might be facing a church split soon.  What was the issue that was 
dividing this particular body of Jesus Christ?  It was where the choir should sit during communion: in 
the choir loft or in the congregation.  The world is burning and the Busybodies are worried about WHERE
the choir should sit.  

Let me ask YOU a question: How do you FEEL about the ministry and mission of our church? 
Notice that I didn’t ask you, “What do you THINK about the church.”  What you THINK about the 
church’s mission and how you FEEL about it … may be two very different things.  If I ask you what you 
THINK, you might answer off the top of your head, “Our mission is to join with Christ in saving our world, 
to reach out our hands to people who are lost and lonely, who are hurting and need healing, to bring about 
justice where we see injustice.”  That is what you THINK about the church, but is that how you FEEL?  

Many, many churches are filled with people who THINK all the right things about the church, 
but they are listless and apathetic.  When they’re reminded from time to time of the REAL ministry and 
mission of the church, inwardly they answer with a giant yawn.  If their understanding of the church’s 
ministry moved from their HEAD to their HEART, we would turn this world upside down.

I personally believe that the work of the church is indispensable to our world.  


The great preacher, Donald Grey Barnhouse, once told a story about errand boys in a certain 
part of London who always whistled while they worked … however, they were out of tune in their 
whistling.  We definitely don’t hear young people whistling like they used to … a lost art, I suppose, 
due to the advent of the iPod to make their music for them.

Anyway, people started noticing that all the errand boys were whistling slightly out of tune.  
This was quite a mystery.  What could have caused such peculiar behavior?  Then someone noticed 
that the bells of Westminster that rang out over the city were slightly out of tune.  Something had gone 
wrong with the chimes and they were a little off.  The boys didn’t know there was anything wrong with 
the notes, and so unconsciously they had copied their pitch.

I believe that the church is called to be the Westminster chimes of our time … setting the “spiritual 
pitch” for our society.  And, if we do not ring true … if we do not show the love of Christ, the acceptance of 
Christ, the forgiveness of Christ, the joy of Christ, the justice of Christ … society will suffer.  

Folks, we are engaged in urgent and serious business.  We can’t afford Busybodies who meddle
and tattle and don’t do their part.  We need people who love Christ and who are trying to love their
neighbor and who believe the work of Christ’s body in the world is too important to lose time criticizing
or gossiping or playing games.


There has been a great temptation over the past half century for many churches (particularly 

the so-called mainline church, of which we belong) to give the impression that we are too sophisticated, 
too cultured, too exclusive … to reach out to people who are hurting.  And thus, we have cultivated a 
reputation that says to many people: if you are truly in need, the church is the last place you should go for 
help.  You will be rejected, you will be criticized, you will run into busybodies who will talk about you, but 
not talk to you. 
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Some of you are familiar with the writer, Anne Lamott.  Through her books she is influencing 
many people today.  In her book, Traveling Mercies, Ann describes her conversion to Christ. Let me 
recap it for you:

Anne grew up in a hippie household in California that provided no boundaries for her.  Her 
parents occasionally went to church, but were both atheists.  In fact most of her friends were atheists.  
She did learn a little bit about the Bible from the mother of a girl friend who read stories when Anne 
was there for sleep-overs, but not enough to make a change in her life.  When she attended school on 
the East Coast she came to believe in the existence of a supreme power, but again, it was not 
something that made a big difference in how she lived.  

Following graduation she returned to California where she became a writer.  She regularly 
used cocaine and had become an alcoholic.  She slept around, got pregnant and had an abortion.

Now and then she kind-of attended a small Presbyterian church.  I say “kind-of” because she 
stood in the doorway in the back and listened primarily to the choir, a group of five black women and 
one Amish-looking man, who sang what she described as “sweet gospel music.”  However, she always
left before the sermon.

One night after some heavy drinking she became aware of a presence in her room.  She knew 
beyond any doubt that it was Jesus.  And she was appalled!  What would her progressive friends think 
if she became a Christian?  She said that she turned toward the wall (not sure why she turned to the 
wall) and shouted, “I would rather die!”

From that time on she had a feeling that God was following her around like a little cat.  “It was 
as if God wanted me to reach down and pick it up, wanting me to open the door and let it in.  But I 
knew what would happen: you let a cat in one time, give it a little milk and it stays forever.”

A week later she went back to church, so hung over that she had to sit down in the back.  This 
time she stayed for the sermon.  The last song moved her deeply.  She ran home and sensed that the 
little cat ran with her.  She writes:

“I walked past dozens of potted flowers, under a sky as blue as one of God’s own 
dreams, and I opened the door to my house and stood there a minute. Then I hung my 
head and said, ‘I quit.’ Then I swore, but then said, ‘All right. You can come in.’ This was 
the beautiful moment of my conversion.”

However, this wasn’t the end.  She got pregnant again, and she still had to go into recovery, 
but she was hooked in a brand new way … She was in love with Jesus, and Jesus was in love with her.
The rest of the book tells how she has lived out her life of faith.

I wonder what would happen if someone in Anne Lamott’s condition happened to come into 
our church … Hung-over ... Pregnant out of wedlock ... Unsure of her faith.  What would happen?  
Would she be welcomed with open arms?  Would she find Jesus’ love here?  Or would some Busybody
...?  

It’s a serious question.  
May God help us with the answer.

Amen and Amen.


