
Advent Sunday Year C 2021 

 

Jeremiah 33:14-16 

Psalm 25:1-9 

Luke 21:25-36 

 

Every year, 

It seems to me, 

Christmas comes too soon, 

And Advent takes us by surprise.  

 

All around us, every evening, 

The lights are lit – 

And though I love the simple austerity of Advent, 

And the witness we bear in keeping it, 

I love the bright lights too, 

The more the better, 

And, this year and last, 

The sooner the better.  

The lights are lit, 

Everywhere we go the carols are playing, 

And, we are told, 

It’s the most wonderful time of the year.  

Christmas is upon us, 

Everywhere we go. 

Except here.   

 

Within these walls, 

Where we observe the time of watching and waiting, 

We are invited to let ourselves be shaken, 

As the powers of the heavens are shaken – 

Shaken to our core. 

We are invited to be – 

Not surprised – 

But utterly confounded. 

 

That doesn’t seem as hard as it used to be.  

We are confounded by events around us -- 

Concerned, this week, by new variants of the virus -- 

And at the same time, 

We seem jaded and unable to respond.  

Have we become so inured  

To expecting the unexpected  

That we have no capacity left  

For amazement? 

And yet, 
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Are we so worn out, 

That every surprise threatens to undo us?  

 

Are our hearts so weighed down 

And our minds so overtaxed 

That we can no longer entertain  

The possibility of something truly wonderful and good? 

 

If so, then Jesus is talking to us.  

We are the ones to whom he is saying, 

Stand up, raise up your heads. 

The good news is coming.  

 

Maybe, like me, 

You have become all too accustomed 

To terrible news, 

And disheartening news.  

Maybe the stories no longer shake up 

From within your depths 

The ultimate questions. 

 

Maybe it feels as though  

we can only  

Keep plodding through.  

 

One of my mentors used to say, 

Without God, 

Life is just one damned thing after another.  

Even to us, 

The people of hope, 

Has it begun to feel that way? 

 

If so, then the surprise of Advent 

Comes not a moment too soon.  

Advent invites us to wake up 

And look, not at the bright lights, 

But into the darkness, 

And then move through the darkness 

To the promise of the true and only light.  

 

But first, 

The darkness.  

Every time, we begin this season of Advent, 

Best loved season of the church year 

For so many of us, 

With fear and foreboding. 
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The world around us is filled with twinkling lights, 

And we are told to look for signs of doom in the heavens 

And death and destruction on the waves.  

We believe that in waiting for Christmas,  

we are waiting for a baby, 

A wondrous gift appearing  

In a warm and silent glow. 

And still, year after year, 

Scripture tells us these are times of dread.  

  

It’s a frightening time,  

A dark time, 

A confusing and anxious world 

Waiting for some good news.  

 

That’s why Advent is essential.  

Advent only means something in a time like this.   

Waiting for the promise of God 

Means believing, 

Despite all evidence to the contrary, 

that the world can become 

Whole and wholesome, 

Healed and healing, 

Peaceable. 

Only in the darkness 

Does it matter  

That we hold the vision of the renewal of the world.  

 

The Jesus of today’s gospel, 

The speaker of prophetic words of ending and beginning, 

That Jesus knows about the darkness, 

And speaks to us within it and beyond it.  

 

And what does he offer, 

In this dark hour? 

Peace, comfort, 

Joy? 

 

What he offers in this dark hour 

Is courage.  

Inspiration.  

Strength.  

 

Stand up, he says, 

And raise up your heads.   
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There are no better words to hear  

In the midst of troubled times. 

 

Stand up,  

And raise up your heads, 

Because your redemption is drawing near.  

The kingdom is near.   

 

What do those words mean,  

Here and now? 

 

To me,  

They speak of courage, 

And of hope.  

 

They are a call to watch, 

A call to prepare,  

A call to make ourselves ready.  

 

They are a call to act,  

Even if we feel unready. 

They are a call to discern, 

Even if we have too little information.  

They are a call to risk, 

Even if we are afraid.  

 

How will we live,  

So that when God comes among us, 

We can stand fast, and show what we have done? 

The times demand that we respond.  

 

The political climate is poisonous.  

How do we offer an antidote? 

 

The planet itself is gravely ill. 

How do we work to find a cure? 

 

Pervasive, enduring racial injustice, 

Inability to work together  

For the common good, 

Lack of will  

To face enormous challenges, 

In politics and public health  

Economic justice and climate crisis.  

All are manifest in new and timeless ways. 

What can we offer that is respectful, 
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Hopeful, and meaningful? 

 

How do we, as Christians, face these times? 

 

The world around us offers Christmas 

As an escape from the darkness, 

Filling it up with twinkling lights.  

Don’t get me wrong. 

I love them.  

 

But we are not in Christmas yet, 

At least not within these walls. 

Scripture and the church year  

Call us to stay in the dark for a while.  

To look without blinking into the dark.  

 

So, as Advent begins,  

Stay in the dark,  

Stay in the place that requires courage, and hope. 

Something is happening in the dark, 

Just as a baby grows in the bright darkness of the womb. 

 

In the dark, we are becoming. 

In the dark, 

We are growing. 

In the dark, 

We are discerning, 

What within us is ready 

To meet the holy one when he comes? 

 

How will we use this dark time, 

So that when the hour comes, 

We can stand up  

And lift up our heads, 

Without shame or fear? 

 

When God comes, 

Shining a bright light  

On who we are and what we do, 

What will show 

First and most clearly? 

When we are known as we are, 

Who will we turn out to be? 

 

Advent is the time to wonder. 
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What can we do now, 

So that we will prove to be 

Gentle enough,  

And strong enough, 

To hold the baby 

When the holy comes among us  

In this most startling form? 

 

Because God is surely coming.  

Coming as a surprise, 

Without warning,  

When the night is darkest.  

 

Coming to a world of sickness, 

And fear, 

And gross inequity. 

Coming, unafraid 

And filled with love. 

 

Coming in the most unexpected,  

Humble, real, ordinary way.  

 

Coming so far outside our expectations 

That we could miss it, 

Unless all our efforts were directed 

To being ready. 

 

Being ready, 

Ready to welcome the holy one, 

calls for courage, 

But it doesn’t have to be scary. 

 

Being ready requires hope, 

But it’s not beyond reach. 

 

The promise of God, 

That the world will resolve into goodness, 

Justice, mercy, healing – 

That promise is real, 

And it’s already on the way. 

 

That much change – 

The shock of real justice, 

The surprise of true mercy, 

The promise of healing – 

That much change will be disruptive. 
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It will shake us to our roots.  

It will crack the systems  

That keep us all trapped wide open 

So that something new can pour in. 

 

Look for the signs. 

 

The world is not coming to an end. 

It’s on its way to a new beginning.   


