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Advent begins with a cry wrenched from a heart that has seen trouble stacked upon trouble. 
Things are rotten in the state of Denmark.  Or Judea.  Or Arizona.  We live in a pile-up of agony,
despair simmering in our souls.  So we shout to the sky, “Oh, tear open the sky and come down! 
Because we see all too little evidence of Your presence hereabouts these days!”  This group of
unhappy campers has just hollered, “HELP!”

Look, these verses are hurled in the white-heat of absence.  Promises made still wait to be
fulfilled.  And society is crumbling.  Isaiah nailed it:  “There is no one who calls on your name . . .
you have hidden your face from us . . . whatever we do right is like a filthy cloth . . . you have
delivered us into the hand of our iniquity” (vv. 6-7).  Israel had suffered the terrible Exile, dragged
away from the smoking ruin that used to be Jerusalem – from God’s own home stomping-ground
– and plopped in hostile Babylon for decades.  Then King Cyrus – the Persian, modern-day Iran –
conquered Babylon and returned the Exiles to their land.  Brought them home.  Promised to protect
them as they rebuilt the Temple.  And there they had sat, for years.  Where is the Temple you
promised, God?  When is it going to happen?  Our prayers seem to just bounce off the ceiling like
sad balloons.  And society has shrugged and relaxed its moral conscience.  Things don’t seem to be
going so well.  Our already half-empty cup has sprung a leak.

Well, who can blame us?  I mean, look, here we sit, at the tail end of this annus horribilis,
disastrous year 2020.  Things are going downhill.  We so far from sitting around holding hands,
singing Kum-Ba-Yah.  Just look around:  this virus caught us napping.  Well, there were preparations
set up, but they got dismantled.  So the virus arrived, and we somehow were missing essential
supplies.  Not to mention compassionate will.  And now, over a quarter million in this nation have
ceased to be, family gatherings last Thursday had one, two, five empty chairs this year.  This current
spike is filling ICUs again, stretching already over-stressed medical staff to the breaking point, and
still – still! – the nation’s leadership fiddles while Rome is a raging inferno.  Unless a constipated
Congress passes some sort of relief bill, unemployment funds, the eviction moratorium, other aid,
will simply stop cold on December 26.    How strange it is that the very ones who stridently declare
“Jesus is the reason for the season,” have taken Christ’s compassion out of Christmas.  The virus
threatens to give the economy the gift of a sledgehammer blow for 2021, as people crowd already
overtaxed food banks, find themselves thrown onto the streets, businesses drying up from lack of
folks’ ability to shop there, credit cards maxed-out . . . .  And medical staff faced with having to
decide who lives and who must die, because there is no more room in the ICU inn.  As ordinary
mortals are just no longer able to handle the stress ramping up, the numbers of divorces are spiking,
family violence invades the castles of our homes, and children will go hungry.  Hoarding toilet paper
seems the least of our problems.  Yes, we kind of understand Isaiah’s cry.  Things do seem to be
going downhill.  Fast.
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But wait a minute.  Hold on!  Is Isaiah talking to empty air?  Is today’s scripture complaining
to the walls?  Praying to the ceiling?  Not on your life!  Listen!  Listen!  Do you hear?  Direct
address.  Those gripes are aimed at someone.  They are hurled not just into the void, but toward ears
that are bending down to hear.  These complaints are flung to the God who hears!  They are words
torn from lives of pain, yes, but words filled with a tenacious mustard-seed of faith.  You are our
Father!  Our Mother!  We are the clay, You are the potter.  We are Your people.  You said it
Yourself:  “I will be your God and you will be My people” (Jeremiah 7:23).  So, O God our God,
we trust that You will not ignore our cries of distress.  We count on it!  We cry to God – our God. 
Every complaint in the Bible, every scream of pain – fully expects an answer.  Our God will respond. 
Our God will take action.  Our God will come into our world.  Our God will not hold back forever! 
We don’t just ask, we expect You to tear open the sky and come down!  Now, some people will
complain just to hear themselves talk, true.  To enjoy their misery.  But these folks expect action! 
They cry out to their God.  The God who hears.

In the meantime, though . . . in the meantime, what happens?  We do what we can.  Like a
expectant mother, waiting to give birth to new life.  First-timers quickly learn that your body is no
longer under your control.  Physical manifestations strike without warning.  Emotions storm into
your life unbidden.  And yet, you also find yourself anticipating the arrival of something – of
someone – who will bless your life richer, fuller, creating a new togetherness already forming within
even now.  Someone you prepare for.  Someone you will fight to preserve.  And so while we wait,
prayer hurled to the heavens, we also will struggle on behalf of someone else.  Beating the doors of
Congress electronically, to spring free needed funds to rush aid to the unemployed, renters,
homeowners, businesses, hospitals, suppliers, first responders, homeless, food pantries – for them,
we will cry, “do your job, Congress!”  And what else?  Well, we might just up and call some random
number, and wish them a Merry Christmas.  Why not?  You can kind of get away with something
so outrageous during this holiday season!  We could roam our neighborhood singing Christmas
carols.  We can send cash to a food bank.  As we are able, we might support Black Lives Matter(1),
Chicanos Por La Causa(2), the Human Rights Campaign(3), the Navajo & Hopi Families COVID-19
Relief Fund(4).  While we hurl our prayers to the sky, we will do what we can.  In the meantime.

You see, Advent is not just “waiting” for some cutesy tyke surrounded by mild beasts, la-de-
da, la-de-da.  Advent is wised-up, woke-up, geared-up.  Advent hurls out a fierce heart’s-cry for God
to act!  And so, in this our Advent of distress, there are some folks who will not look away from the
suffering.  They will not bury themselves in shopping and wrapping and parties and leaving cookies
out for that jolly red-suited home-invader, to shut out the pain.  Some folks dare to see the
destruction, hear the cries of agony, feel every acid drop of suffering.  And from the ground-zero
center of the pain, they cry out to their God.  People like us.  You, and you, and you, and me.  They
see, they hear, they feel, and they speak out, they shout if they have to:  “This must stop!”  The
world’s problems are just too much for us.  We cannot solve them alone.  And so they bellow out
to God:
Tear open the sky and come down!
We are wounded and weary.
Tear open the sky and come down!
We are being consumed from within by the acids of hate.
Tear open the sky and come down!
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Our houses are still being foreclosed.
Tear open the sky and come down!
Our factories are still being shut down.
Tear open the sky and come down!
We are wrecking our planet.
Pry open stony hearts to send relief now to those who are suffering.
Tear open the sky and come down!
Set us free,
Fill us up,
Love us strong,
And set us loose in this world.
Tear open the sky and come down!  Amen.

Notes

(1)  Black Lives Matter Phoenix Metro, https://blmphxmetro.org/
(2)  Chicanos Por La Causa, https://cplc.org/
(3)  Human Rights Campaign, https://www.hrc.org/
(4)  Navajo & Hopi Families COVID-19 Relief Fund,
https://www.gofundme.com/f/xjgrfa-navajo-amp-hopi-families-covid19-relief-fund


