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Jeremiah 33:14-16; 1 Thessalonians 3:12-4:2; Luke 21:25-28, 34-36; Psalm 25,  To you O God, I lift up my soul. 


I need to begin this homily with a bit of a confession. I must admit that there’s a part of me that’s conflicted over Advent. Every year, Advent rolls around. And every year, it feels like “Here we go again, same old, same old. Watch & wait … practice vigilance … live in hope … pray in silence … be at peace … and above all – Believe!”  I’m not sure I ever get it right. And so on this First Sunday in Advent, I’m tempted once again  to just give up and quit trying  to begin a new liturgical year in a heightened spirit of anticipation and joy.   

And yet, just as Charlie Brown wants desperately to believe Lucy’s promise of a stable football every year, so too do I want to believe God’s promise of good things that  begin today, and that will carry through the next four weeks. So despite my reservations, I rush into Advent with high hopes that this year I’ll finally do it right.   


Only it doesn’t much matter if I do Advent right or wrong, does it? Or for that matter, if any of us do it right or wrong? Because the message of Advent  that we begin to hear in our readings today  is one of hope in what GOD will do. Whether we feel we’re getting passing or failing grades for how well we engage Advent, God keeps chugging along, doing exactly what God does.


When we feel like life has thrown us into some deep, muddy well and left us alone down there to drown – as happened to the prophet Jeremiah – God is there with us, with  a promise that  a righteous branch from the line of David is on the way. Justice and integrity  are coming … just hold on a little longer. 

When we feel helpless in the face of refugees’ unspeakable suffering at the Polish border, or when we cannot seem to stop the murders of children in our neighborhoods, that is when, Jesus tells us, the very powers of the heavens seem to be shaken. And yet in the midst of our anger and our fear, Jesus also invites us to stand up straight and raise our heads, because that’s a sign that our Ransoming God is near at hand. 


Advent is a time when scripture juxtaposes apocalyptic language with the language of hope and promise. In Luke’s Gospel, that we begin to read today, Jesus tells us that portentous signs will appear in the sun and the moon and the stars. Sometimes, things can get so bad that even the powers in the heavens are shaken.  Yet at the same time, speaking through the prophet Jeremiah, God tells us that Judah will be safe. Jerusalem will be secure. No matter what, things will always, always get better. The incarnation of God in the person of the human Jesus will always happen. God will always be God, chugging along, doing what God does, loving and birthing Creation into existence. 

Apocalyptically, we’re all on edge because a virus that’s already killed millions has mutated, and we cannot see what the Covid-19 omicron variant might have in store for humanity. But God’s promise of hope is that no matter where or when or how devastating the destruction, all shall be well. If we are sincere in our desire to be active players in God’s plan to birth a cosmos that will one day be unified in God’s Love, then we must not only be prepared for, but actually welcome the cycle of birth, death, and resurrection that is the essence of evolution. Over countless eons of deep time, we’ve evolved this far, and God has been with us through every cycle. From the most cataclysmic to the most mundane, from the ferocity of the Big Bang to the few sweet notes of the blackbird singing outside my window, God has been with us. Why would we not believe that She will continue to be?

As anyone who has ever watched the show Call the Midwife knows, birthing is a serious business. Childbirth is bloody, brutal, and dangerous. And yet we wait in hope and in joy for that very moment when the mother’s life hangs most in danger, because we know that the moment  of passage from the womb to the world is a moment of evolution, when the world continues, when God’s love is once again made flesh. It was so for Jesus; it has been so for every baby ever born; and it is so in our world, as we continue the evolutionary cycle of birth, death and resurrection.          
Our liturgical year spans the cycle of  birth, death and resurrection in the life of Jesus the Christ. And that same cycle is reality for us all. Remembering Christmas, Calvary and the empty Cave keeps us in touch with Jesus’ life at the same time that it mirrors our own. But for these next four weeks, we will stay present to birth – the birth of Jesus into the world, the birth of consciousness in the universe, the birth of the Cosmic Christ whose love permeates and continues to create the cosmos.

I’m still not sure I fully understand what I’m supposed to be doing in Advent.  I’m never sure I’m celebrating the liturgical season the way it deserves to be celebrated. But I do have these few glimpses of hope, of birth, of evolution, and of somehow being a part of all that. So over the next four weeks, I invite hope  each of us to ponder the mystery of evolution as God’s love -- as both apocalypse & hope. And I hope that the questions that might arise on our Advent journeys will allow us to enter even more deeply into the mystery of the Incarnation we celebrate on Christmas. 
Soon and very soon, we are going to see a king. Lucky for us, we don’t have to understand all that that involves; we just have to approach in hope, love and joy. And so speaking only for myself (but maybe for some others as well?), I embark on Advent as much in the dark as I imagine the Magi must have been when they started their journey.  Like them, I’m trusting in the illumination of an unknown star to lead me to a stable.
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