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FIRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT 

DECEMBER 1, 2019 

 

“At an hour you do not expect, the Son of Man will come.”  We hear these words every 

Advent, but I wonder if we really know what they imply?  They speak of God’s time and of 

God’s purpose and not our own.  Most of my life, I believe in my own time and in my own 

purpose and when they are challenged I tend to become depressed or angry.  I think that for 

many of us when things are going well we aren’t really interested in God’s time or purpose at 

all or that it must coincide perfectly with our own. 

When my Mom was 49 years old, she quit smoking.  She had smoked since her teens, 

and finally she marshaled the strength to quit.  It was a long and hard battle, but she won it and 

never smoked again.  Despite this, seventeen years afterwards she was diagnosed with lung 

cancer.  She died but eight months later, the June before I entered Mount Angel Seminary.  It 

wasn’t fair.  When I wrestle with this, not to mention the death of my son Shawn at but 26, I 

often shake my fist at God and demand that he offer me an explanation.  He has not yet done 

so.  The only answer (of a sort) which he provides is that given to the Prophet Job.  When God, 

pursuant to a wager with Satan, had stripped Job of everything he loved, Job too demanded an 

answer.  To him then and to us now he gives the same response: ‘my ways are not your ways and 

your ways are not my ways.’  Hardly satisfying, I know, but I suppose if we were to press God for a 

clearer answer, he might simply direct us to gaze upon a crucifix.  Deicide isn’t fair either and 
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we are all complicit in that.  Perhaps we don’t want to delve too closely into the issue of justice 

and fairness after all. 

Seen from this perspective things begin to look a little different.  My Mom smoked over 

30 years, yet lived long enough for me to know her as both a son and a friend.  In her last year, 

in the face of her own mortality, she chose to enter into full communion with the Catholic 

Church and was reconciled with the God she had fought and misunderstood most of her life.  

Though Shawn died all too young, God had gifted me with a son for 23 years; the light of my 

life and the crucible of my faith journey.  Because of him, I finally heard God’s call to 

Priesthood and ministerial service.  Influenced perhaps by my own conversion, Shawn too had 

reached for Christ at the end of his life and was saved.   

My brethren, we are in Advent and it is on this first Sunday that we need to remind 

ourselves of just what it is we are waiting for.  We are not waiting for an explanation or a divine 

justification for the course of our own lives, with their many ups and downs.  We are rather 

awaiting a ‘new heavens and a new earth’ where God will unveil the eternal end toward which we 

are now moving.  It is in faith then, that we now yearn with all of our hearts for that new 

creation promised by Christ to his elect; a world where finally you and I will experience life as 

it was meant to be.  This is the true Advent for which we long - when Christ returns to restore 

his fallen creation.  Come Lord Jesus, and set us free! 

 


