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“O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, so
that the mountains would quake at your presence.” Isaiah 64:1

Introduction



That’s what Isaiah said in chapter 64. This, from
the same prophet who said “Those who wait upon
the Lord shall renew their strength” in chapter 40.

Pivoting from faithful waiting to a far less patient
“Bring it, God because I can’t take anymore” is
quite an about face. What happened? What didn’t
happen?

Plenty. When Judeans like Isaiah returned from
exile in 538 B.C, it wasn’t the glorious reunion 
they expected. The temple was in ruins and the
locals weren’t happy to see them. 500+ years later,
things weren’t much improved. Under an oppressive
Roman thumb, the people longed for a king. Their
leaders bickered over doctrine, morality and 
politics. Zealots plotted violence against their 
overlords. The rich got richer. The poor got poorer. 

Suddenly, “Hurry up and come down already,
God!” makes a lot more sense.

As we pivot to the holiday season you might be
thinking, “O God, tear open the heavens, so I won’t
have to hear that inane story from Uncle Bob for
the umpteenth time or get more advice from Mom
about my love life.” Meanwhile our leaders squab-
ble over morality and politics. There is violence,
war and rumors of war. The rich are getting richer
and the poor, poorer. 

Advent is our opportunity to cry out for deliverance
and celebrate the answer to that cry. God did tear
open the heavens and come down, but not in the
way anyone predicted: in vulnerable flesh to love,
heal, and suffer with us as one of us. 

This Advent devotional is written with that answer
in mind as we prepare for the humble power of
God breaking into our troubled world. It may not
be the gift we expected, but it is the one we need. 

Matthew Laney

“O God, tear open the heavens and come down!”
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Maranatha
J O H N  E D G E R T O N

“Then they will see ‘the Promised One coming in clouds’ with great power and glory . . . 
But about that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels in heaven, nor the Son, but
only God. And what I say to you I say to all: Keep awake.” Mark 13:24-37

The early followers of Jesus were pretty antsy after the destruction of the temple in Jerusalem.
Certain people kept trying to remind everyone that Jesus had predicted this would happen,
but the last thing anybody wants to hear after disaster strikes is “I told you so.”

The temple was supposed to be destroyed, eh? You know what else was supposed to happen?

Jesus was supposed to come back. 

He was supposed to be riding on a cloud, setting right all wrongs. He was supposed to bring
God’s Reign, milk and honey and lions and lambs and ploughshares and pruning hooks and all
that. As the stones of the temple came tumbling down, along with them came tumbling down
everything that seemed stable and secure in life.

Perhaps your own life has tumbled into disarray, with patterns of living that once were 
sustainable now proving disastrous. Or perhaps you worry over your church and the line 
graphs at annual meeting that all point down. Or perhaps you see the nation, or the world, 
careening toward ruination. 

The gospel speaks the same challenging words of comfort to you as it did to those early 
Christians: keep awake, be ready, live like you know that a new world could be born any
minute. Are you listening? All creation groans with labor pangs.

Maranatha! Come Lord Jesus! If you have need of them, I offer you my hands and feet

and mind and life as your own. Amen.
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What Do You See?
L I L L I A N  D A N I E L

“The word of the Lord came to me: ‘What do you see, Jeremiah?”” Jeremiah 1:11

The Israeli poet Yehuda Amichai’s poem, “Tourists,” opens with a description of visitors at the
Holocaust Museum and the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem. Later, he describes their lighter moments
back at the hotel, washing out their linens in the sink and talking over their crushes on the people
they have seen. 

Having completed their mundane chores, they are back to the serious business of sight-seeing,
having their pictures taken and looking for the ruins of Roman arches. 

I recognized myself in Amichai’s poem about the tourists. When I travel, I want to see all the big
sites, the beautiful buildings and the somber markers. I don’t want to miss a thing.

The last section of the poem is written from the point of view of a local bystander, watching the
tourists rush by, craning their necks to see a site.

Once I sat on the steps by agate at David’s Tower,

I placed my two heavy baskets at my side. A group of tourists

was standing around their guide and I became their target marker. “You see

that man with the baskets? Just right of his head there’s an arch

from the Roman period. Just right of his head.” “But he’s moving, he’s moving!”

The tourists do not see the poet as anything other than an anonymous man to point to in order
to see something more famous. But then, in the final line, the poet nails it. 

I said to myself: redemption will come only if their guide tells them,

“You see that arch from the Roman period? It’s not important: but next to it,

left and down a bit, there sits a man who’s bought fruit and vegetables for his family.”

Dear God, I could use a better tour guide at the big sites in my life. Will you show me

what’s really important? Because I don’t want to miss a thing. Amen.
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Every Expectant Second
M A T T  F I T Z G E R A L D  

“How long, O Lord?” Psalm 79:5

I used to work in a restaurant that did not open until 6:00 in the evening. I came in at 4:30 to
set up the bar, polish the bottles, cut limes and stock the coolers. Meanwhile the cooks in the
kitchen were chopping, roasting, dicing, and the diners were beginning to crowd the foyer, 
shuffling their feet, eager to see the time fly by. The focus was entirely on 6:00. How long until
dinner? We were all waiting anxiously, working furiously. 

Each night, against all of this impatience, at exactly 5:55 a line cook named Steve would stop
and walk very deliberately out of the kitchen with a huge sauté pan in his hand. In the pan there
was a generous amount of olive oil and twelve garlic cloves rough-chopped and sizzling. He
would walk slowly through the empty dining room filling the air not with dinner, but with a
promise. 

A mad rush unfolded the moment the foyer door was opened. A blast of two-tops and four-tops,
cocktails, credit cards, entrées and decaf. All of that is muddled and unclear in my memory.
What stands out are those few moments before the promise was realized, when the room was
hushed and empty and the smell of roasting garlic filled the air. 

We cannot wait for God to arrive in our midst. But we have no choice. We have to wait. 
While we do it is good to know that the promise of Christmas is more than prelude. Indeed, 
the anticipation can be beautiful. The hushed and empty room is its own good gift. 
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