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Advent Sunday Year A 2022 

 

Isaiah 2:1-5 

Psalm 122 

Romans 13:11-14 

Matthew 24:36-44 

 

The future is here.  

 

You may have seen or heard it 

In countless news stories,  

Building in intensity  

Especially during and after the climate summit 

That just ended in Egypt.  

A climate summit filled with gloom and promises.  

 

You may have seen it or heard it countless times, 

But it’s this week’s New Yorker cover  

That confirms it.  

 

Picture, or remember this image.  

 

Two immense waves sweep across the cover, 

Beautiful and terrible.  

It is impossible not to catch the reference  

To that most familiar and best loved 

Of all Japanese prints, 

The great wave. 
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But in this new image, 

A second wave, 

That in the Hokusai print  

Has not yet begun to crest, 

Is already breaking, 

As beautiful and terrible as the first.  

 

 
 

And whereas in the woodblock, 

The great wave threatens to overwhelm three boats 

And the astonished men  

Still trying to navigate the challenge, 

On the magazine cover,  

The future that is here 

Threatens, and dwarfs an entire city.  

 

The future is here.  

It’s here for everyone, 

No matter where we live 

Or what our resources. 

  

Climate change has become a crisis  

On the way to a catastrophe.  

Dozens of species of birds  

And animals and plants and insects 

Die out every day.  

War, famine,  

Brutal and authoritarian nationalism 

Are all around us.  

People just like us  

Are gunned down in nightclubs 



 3 

And big box stores.  

A plague comes among us, 

And some are taken and others are left, 

And we don’t always understand why.  

 

This is a future we never chose to imagine, 

Even though we were warned, 

Over and over and over, 

That this great wave was speeding towards us.  

 

As in the days of Noah,  

We went on eating and drinking  

And going about the business of living. 

We chose to know nothing, 

And now the flood is here, 

And could sweep us away.  

 

Apocalyptic words and images 

From the less popular parts of scripture,  

Passages we used to glide past, 

Or ignore, or even mock – 

All those fearful words of gloom and doom  

Jump out at us now,  

And we can’t help noticing  

How apt they seem.  

 

This is how Advent begins. 

Advent begins 

In bitter darkness, and fear, 

And expectation.  

 

There may have been a time 

When we had to imagine  

what these dark words and images – 

war, famine, loved ones snatched away – 

might look like in the real world.  

 

But now these happen all around us, 

And it takes no imagination  

to see what apocalypse means.  

 

It is Advent,  

And the darkness is real. 

The future is here.  

 

But – 
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The future that is here  

Is not the only future.  

 

The future that is here is real, 

And it would be irresponsible, 

Folly, in fact,  

For us to discount it or ignore it.  

 

And yet – 

We are called, 

As people of faith, 

To look through the darkness 

To the glimmer of light beyond.  

 

We are called, 

As people of faith, 

To walk through the darkness 

To a good future we cannot yet see. 

 

If we fail to do this, 

The future that is here 

Will be the only future.  

 

But the promise for which we wait  

Is a new and better future.  

The promise for which we wait  

Is that the God who is always with us, 

Will come among us 

And will make all things new. 

 

We cannot know when that will be, 

And so we wait; 

We stay awake,  

And we do not lose hope.  

 

This is what we offer to a heedless world, 

A despairing world, 

A contentious world.  

We offer hope. 

A shadowed hope, 

A far off hope, 

But a hope that is sure and certain  

And will not die out.  

 

A hope that is not drowned  

When the great wave passes over.  
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The people of God admit the truth of the dark images. 

The people of God admit the truth  

Of the dark reality.  

And then, 

The people of God 

Remember, 

Trust, and share the images of hope.  

 

People of faith trust  

That the God who made a world for good, 

And came into the world for good, 

Will see the world through  

To a good future.  

 

Where there is war, 

There will be fruitful work.  

In the future of God, 

Swords become ploughshares.  

 

Where there is ignorance,  

There will be understanding.  

In the future of God 

Wisdom guides the way.  

 

Where there is oppression,  

There will be justice. 

The God who offers a good future 

is a righteous judge.  

 

The whole world will live in peace and harmony, 

Gathered into the realm of God 

That is imagined as a holy city.  

The prophets promise this, 

And our task is to trust in the truth of that promise 

Until we see it become real all around us.   

 

Only if we believe in God’s good future 

Can we work to change the dread future  

That is upon us, 

And so bring about that good future.  

 

This can happen.  

 

Salvation is nearer now,  

Even though the darkness seems deep.  
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It is our task today to light one candle, 

The candle of hope, 

And wait for the promise of God. 

 

No one knows when it will come.  

But the future that is here 

Is not the only future.  

 

It is God’s future that comes, 

Even now, 

Before we can see it.  

 

Watch for it. 

Wait for it.  

Work for it.  

 

The promise will not fail.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


