
Advent 1 
 
“Then they will see ‘the Son of Man coming in clouds’ with great power and 
glory.”  In the name… 
 
I know I don’t preach like it, but I do sometimes long for a sentimental Christianity.  One that 
gives you warm heart-flutters and little nativity scenes with Santa Claus bowing at the manger.  
It seems to carry so many people through so much.  I’m a little more jaded, I guess, which has 
me loving harsher seasons—like Advent.  Did you hear this morning’s Gospel?  That’s not 
exactly something you can needlepoint and put on your wall next to the Christmas tree! 
 
My generation, which is as messed up as any, feels quite justified with texts like 
this which seem to indicate that we can hope for very little progress in this world.  
You’ve heard me hint at this before.  Jesus speaks of the end of the age in 
sobering terms—it will be one of mass confusion and fear.  The world system has 
failed at repairing all of the brokenness.  Enter any room in OKC and hear the 40 
and younger all declare their withdrawal from politics as they understand it—a 
problem, but one indicative of our age.  Here’s the thought sequence:  If the most 
wealthy and militarized country in the history of the world still guns down 12-
year-olds and minorities and one another; and if the country with the most 
scientific progress and medical advances that have yet been known still rides 
waves of $31 trillion dollars in debt to lesser economic powers—then the idealism 
of modernity is thrashed.  It is hemorrhaging, and no amount of pressure to the 
wound seems to stop the bleeding.  As the text says, it is confusing and fearful, 
and so my generation, which is viciously adrift in so many ways begins to lose 
faith in the world system.   
 
This is where Paul rescues us this morning.  This is where my joyless generation should stick 
their noses for the next 30 days. Paul says, “11Besides this, you know what time it is, how it is 
now the moment for you to wake from sleep. For salvation is nearer to us now than when we 
became believers; 12the night is far gone, the day is near. Let us then lay aside the works of 
darkness and put on the armor of light; 13let us live honorably as in the day, not in reveling and 
drunkenness, not in debauchery and licentiousness, not in quarreling and jealousy. 14Instead, 
put on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make no provision for the flesh, to gratify its desires. 
 
That is so key.  A generation who lacks joy, meaning, according to Paul, is a generation that 
lacks awakeness.  Jesus as well!  He says elsewhere that a generation that lacks love is a 
generation that lacks holiness.  That stings.  It stings because of all the conversation that I hear of 
love in my peers—and even of hearts being united—it’s never one that references holiness.  
They are tired of the hatred, but they cannot conceive of any kind of love—at least of a love that 



interests them—that would include a kind of holiness.  Holiness is terrifying, because holiness 
lays things bare.   
 
Instead, they turn once again to their tattered copy of Hunger Games and read of 
District 12 as if it’s their own backyard.  “May the odds be ever in your favor.”  
Probably not.  May we never play the odds. 
 
And so our devotionals turn away from and gloss over the Jesus who tramples 
down death by death, and we turn instead to passages in which the sinner walks 
free.  The passages which call us to “judge not.”  These are the precious stories 
that take us back to the beginning of this whole thing.  Back to the God of 
forgiveness and hope for the likes of….well….ME. 
 
‘Be on guard so that your hearts are not weighed down with dissipation and drunkenness and the 
worries of this life, and that day does not catch you unexpectedly, 35like a trap.” 
 
 
But Advent is an opportunity to hold both truths together in Christian tension.  
We should not be surprised by a collapsing world system.  Rather, we should love.  
We should repent.  We should seize upon worship—which is the message of 
Advent.   
 
I’m absolutely shocked at the seriousness of Jesus’ warning.  He seems dead 
serious that in something as serious as global collapse, we should not let our 
hearts be weighed down by the worries of this life.  I want to believe that so 
much.  I get worried about a broken washing machine, much less a failed nation.  
And yet Jesus seems concerned only with being alert.  It weirdly makes me think 
of my own dad the summer after I graduated high school.  I took three friends 
with me down to Dallas to ride the new Batman ride at Six Flags.  I confused an 
intersection for a 4-way stop (it was only 2-way), and found myself under a 
gasoline tanker truck that ripped the front of my BMW off and sent us spinning 
into the ditch next to Texas Motor Speedway.  As we sat in the gas station waiting 
on my dad to drive down from OKC, rattled to the point of no conversation, my 
heart failed me as I calculated the cost of what I had mistakenly and foolishly 
done.  When my dad arrived, he in his quiet manner, said, “We’ll figure this out, 
boys.”  No judgment.  Just assurance.  When all around my soul gives way, He was 
all my hope and stay.  I was only too happy to take over a family minivan for the 
remainder of college.  All shall be well.  All shall be well.  Strangely, it was the 
same assurance that Father Bright offered me as we sat outside of Olive Kate’s 



surgical ward awaiting the news of her 2-hour old life.  He turned and said, “All 
shall be well.”  She is now ten.  It was the same refrain of my board chairman 12 
years ago when our founding family left the school and the money with them.  He 
told me on the phone the next morning, “Nate.  What needs to happen today?  
We’ll figure out tomorrow when it gets here.”  All shall be well.  Advent.  It’s 
destructive.  And it’s healing.  It’s a cross.  And it’s a Kingdom. 
 
Talk like that, friends.  To one another.  To your children.  Lay aside the aphorisms 
that the world gives, and instead, let’s use the aphorism of Scripture.  Stay awake.  
Keep the faith.  Don’t sleep.   
 
At the Eucharistic altar, Advent has already happened.  Mary is vindicated in her 
hope.  Are you tired?  Feeling like a lot of fake motions these 2000 years later?  
The altar is, like the ark of the covenant, a throne of strength.  That’s why we bow 
in front of it.  We read Moses so that we can understand our liturgy.  Read the 
correct story as you roll with the terrain of life.  We are not worshiping the 
furniture when we bow, we are worshiping the King.  He has enthroned himself 
amongst…us?!  We will declare his triumphal entry when we say, “Blessed is He 
who cometh in the name of the Lord.”  That’s why the liturgy matters.  We will 
honor him as the lamb who was sacrificed before the foundations of the world 
when we say, “O Lamb of God who takest away the sins of the world.”  That’s why 
the liturgy matters.  When I say, “All glory be to Thee Almighty God our Heavenly 
Father,” I’m not just repeating some great KJV-sounding sentiments.  We are, 
instead, heralding forth that the crucified King has come that we might delight in 
Him and He in us.   
 
 


