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1st Sunday of Advent 

“Actual Advents” 
 “O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, so that the 
mountains would quake at your presence… When you did awesome things we 

did not expect….”  Isaiah 64:1,3-4 
 

  
 “Wait” is a word we often use during Advent, though as we all know, 

waiting is not easy, especially during this global pandemic!  We are all waiting 
on the vaccine to arrive.  We are waiting for the day when we can safely 

regather for in-person worship or in-person anything for that matter! We are 
waiting, and growing impatient as we wait.   

 
 Of course, waiting is difficult for us.  We live in a fast-food society.  We 

want things sooner than later.  We want to control our destiny and if we are 

honest, we want to control God as well. 
  

 What we all know is that most things, especially in life, are out of our 
control, When we have to wait too long, we grow impatient.  And sometimes, 

even we have waited patiently, when what we were patiently waiting for 
arrives, we can be disappointed.     

 
 Do you remember a time when you had to wait and in the end were 

disappointed after doing so?  I do.  Mine involved a ride from my parents. 
 

 When I was in eighth grade we lived in the country.  The distance from 
our house to the school was about a mile.  Of course, it was up hill both ways  

in over a foot of snow!!!!! 
 

 After school I would stay for some activity.  And then one of my parents 

would come to pick me up.  
 

 On one particular occasion something happened to me, something that 
happens to all kids who have to “wait” on parents to pick them up from their 

after-school activities.  My parents were late, very late.  
 

 But somehow in this common story, I came to understand something 
about the actual advent of God. 

 
 On this particular occasion, I waited outside of the gym with my 

teammates for our parents to pick us up.   
 

 Being the well-behaved Middle Schoolers that we were, we waited 
“patiently” for our rides to come.  

 

 One by one the parents arrived and my friends left. One by one, each 
parent would politely ask me if I needed a ride home. “Thank you,” I would 



respond, “I’ll just wait.  My parents promised that they would be coming for 
me.”   

  
 At first it was easy to decline the ride, but after awhile, I began to get a 

bit angry with my parents for their delay.  Still I refused the offers for a ride 
home.  

 
 Soon, I was the only one left. The sun was setting as I set on the curb 

wondering why my parents had promised to pick me up and had now forgotten 
me.  

 
 With the sound of each approaching car out on the country highway, my 

hopes would build and then fall as the car would zoom on by and leave me still 
waiting and watching. 

 

 What seemed like an eternity had passed since the last of my classmates 
had been picked up. My hopes no longer soared with the passing of 

automobiles out on the road. I began to pity myself and my situation. Now, 
just when I had lost all hope, my mother arrived to pick me us, just as she had 

promised, but not as I had expected. 
 

 You might think that I would have been overwhelmed with her arrival. 
Quite the contrary, I was angry and embarrassed. Angry that she was late and 

embarrassed that my mom had come to pick me up not in the car, rather she 
had – walked! 

 
 The promise my parents had made was one of them would pick me up. 

The unspoken expectation I placed upon that promise was that they would be 
on time and arrive in a car!  

 

 My mother’s love was demonstrated in the fact that when the car was 
unable to be driven to pick me up, my mother walked those country roads to 

the school and by her actions said: I Love You.  
 

 I would like to tell you we walked side-by-side, mother and son, home. 
We did not! I was so angry and embarrassed to express any kind of love in 

return. In fact I felt she did not love me because she had not driven to get me. 
  

 I wonder if the people of Israel felt a similar way towards God as I did 
about my mom - when they found out that the Messiah, the one they too 

waited for to “deliver” them arrived but not as they expected?  The actual 
advent of God’s love arrived not as a mighty warrior king that they had long 

hoped for, but instead as the infant son of a poor carpenter and his young 
teenage bride from Nazareth? 

 

 I wonder when in your lives you may have felt similar feelings towards 
God when prayers and promise were answered but not in the way you had 

expected? 
 



 Actual advents of God’s love do not always meet with our expectations 
based on our interpretations of God’s promises. But none-the-less, actual 

advents of God’s love happen daily and are still occurring. Maybe just not in 
the way we would expect them to occur.  An experience a friend once provided 

me with a deeper understanding. 
 

 This particular person told me of the time he was going through a very 
difficult period in his life. Spiritually depleted, she turned to a clergy friend for 

some spiritual direction. Depressed and tired, she found himself separated 
from his family and friends. Alone and lonely, she faced the nighttime with 

increasing dread. She told me she feared the darkness. She felt as if in the 
darkness her soul was consumed and left void of all love, all hope, and all 

knowledge of God.   
 

 Yet, it was into this darkness that she was told by his spiritual counselor 

she must venture and wait on the advent of God.  
 

 Many nights she sat alone in the dark crying and shaking with the fear 
that the darkness would swallow her up. Until one night, having sat up the 

whole night in the darkness, yet half asleep, she found herself awakened, 
drenched in the first light of the morning sun pouring through her window.  

 
 It was this experience that spoke to her of the advent of God’s presence 

born anew in her life. 
 

 So here we are poised on another Season of Advent, preparing for the 
arrival of the Hope of all the peoples.  How are we to recognize the actual 

advent of God again?  Should we listen and expect that which the Old 
Testament prophet Isaiah foretold of God’s advent in these powerful, poetic 

words: “O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, so 

that the mountains would quake at your presence…” 
 

 Or should we stake out some farmer’s barn and wait for another infant to 
be born? 

 
 These are questions about the Advent of God I cannot answer for you 

this morning.  All I can do is bear witness to the experiences others and I have 
had with the actual advent of God’s love in our lives. 

 
 The first was an infant born a long time ago in a stable. The second was 

of a mother who arrived on foot not by car.  The third was of an early morning 
sunrise awakening a darkened soul to the hope of God born anew in his life. 

 
 Maybe in their own way, in each experience, the mountains did quake, 

and worlds were shaken, and the heavens were torn open.   

 
 And maybe, just maybe, the Son of God did come again with great power 

and glory. Maybe just not the way we had been waiting for God to come, but in 
the way God so chooses to arrive. 



 
 Author Jean Danielou, in his piece “The Advent of Salvation” says: 
“Since the coming of Christ goes on forever – he is always, He who is to 
come in the world and in the church – there is always an Advent going 
on.” 
 
 Stay alert!  Wait, expectantly, and patiently, for God comes anew into our 
lives, leading us, individually and together, into a glorious new future.   
 
        Amen. 
 


