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First Sunday of Advent

Today’s sermon is taken from Isaiah, chapter 65ese1-9.

Let the words of my mouth and the meditations ofi@ayt be always
acceptable in thy sight, O Lord, our strength and Bedeemer. Amen

| want you to relax this morning as we begin thassa of Advent. It seems
like everyone is rushing around us, but | want §motry to relax during
Advent.

Margaret was all ready for her date; she was wegdrar best outfit, her hair
was fixed, her makeup was perfect. Imagine hexpgisintment when her
date didn’t show up. After an hour of waiting Margt decided that he
wasn’t going to come, so she changed into her pEgamashed off her
makeup, gathered up a bunch of junk food and pdrkesklf in front of the
television for the evening. As soon as she gatlired in her favorite show,
there was a knock on the door, and she openeditdder handsome date
standing on the doorstep. He stared at her inkshioen said in disbelief,
“I'm two hours late and you're still not ready(laughter)

| want to welcome you all here this morning on fivist Sunday of Advent.
This is the Sunday we begin getting ready to calebdesus’ birth. The
choir is preparing its special music. We’'re in inecess. If you notice
coming in this morning, the doors of the churchdeeorated with green
wreaths with purple ribbons to remind us of Advemig special services
have been planned. It's always amazing to watctsociety gear up for the
celebration of Christmas -- the placement of ligtiie playing of Carols
before Thanksgiving, the holiday sales.

On our way back from Connecticut the other dayk-oday, we were driving
along on 495, and the Wrentham outlets are atlé&iand as you're driving
along the traffic was backed up, if you can beliths, two and a half miles
in either direction on 495 approaching the Wrentloanthets mall. And as |
was driving by in the speed lane, | could look camed see that in the



parking lots at the mall there were people jusingjtin their cars standing
and waiting to try to find a parking space. Unéedible!

The holiday sales are just amazing. Even the Off&te is affected. David
Letterman is one of my favorite people to listenltesed to try to listen to
his monologue. David Letterman had a line, andaé, “Here’s is some
good news out of Washington D. C.. The Post Offiags that it's ready for
the big holiday Christmas crush of mail; they halready placed an order
for ten million new signs that will read ‘this wioa closed.” (laughter)

Well, our friends at the United States Postal Serdo their best, but it's an
enormous job getting ready for Christmas. It'ssanrmous job getting
ready for Christmas for many of us, and one pogrsgud, “| started my
Christmas shopping; | shopped at three banks li@aa” Some of you can
relate to that. We barely finish with Thanksgiviargd we’re already getting
ready for Christmas. Of course, our Jewish friemalge spent hundreds of
years, even thousands of years, waiting to celelina coming of the
Messiah; in fact, they are still waiting. Theynlat believe, as we do, that
the Messiah has come in the person of Jesus. yigathundred years of
waiting and watching for the coming of Lord.

The prophet Isaiah was waiting on the Messiah fendrites in this
morning’s Old Testament lesson these words as gi@bthe sixty-fourth
chapter: “O that you would rend the heavens amdecdown, that the
mountains would tremble before you, as when fite sgigs ablaze and
causes water to boil. Come down to make your riamegn to your
enemies and cause the nations to quake before you.”

Isaiah lived in a time when the people of Israetensuffering because of
their infidelity to God. Isaiah knew that the p&opould not save
themselves. It was too late for that, and Isaradsout, “All of us have
become like one who is unclean and all our rightéesmeis are like filthy
rags. We all shrivel up like a leaf, and like thedvour sins sweep us away,
and no one calls on your name or strives to layrdakead of you, for you
have hidden your face from us and have given ustoveur sins.”

Isaiah paints a rather stark picture if Israel'sent situation. Then on a
gentler note he writes, “Yet, you Lord are our [eathWe are the clay, you
are the potter; we are all the work of your haba. not be angry beyond
measure, Lord. Do not remember our sins fore@elook on us, we pray,



for we are all your people.” Isaiah was waiting &Savior.

Many people today, | believe, are waiting for aiSavDid you know that?
And some of them are our neighbors. I'd like tonpare the plight of these
people to the two young lovers in the Broadway iaidMest Side Story

As you may remembevest Side Storg based on Shakespeare’s classic
dramaRomeo and Julietln West Side Storthe lovers are Tony, a former
member and leader of the street gang, the Jetsvland who has recently
arrived in this country from Puerto Rico. Her lmatis Bernardo, present
leader of the street gang, the Sharks. Like nmexst immigrants to this
country, the Puerto Ricans are not accepted bythi® already live here,
and that animosity is intensified in the confliettlween the Jets and the
Sharks. In the midst of that animosity and hatiey and Maria meet and
fall in love. Fairly soon after realizing they andlove, they also realize
there is no place for their love in the world thieg in, and they sing:

There's a place for us, somewhere a place for eacp and quiet and
open air, wait for us somewhere. There’s a timaig) some day a
time for us, time together with time to spare, tbméearn, time to
care, some day, somewhere. There's a place fa& tisie a place for
us. Hold my hand and we’re half way there, holdhagd and I'll
take you there, somehow, some day, somewhere.

Of course, we all know that in that world there was$ a place for them.
Tony is shot by a member of the Sharks as he mgrio Maria; he dies in
her arms. And as this is happening, the musibatfgdong (for me one of the
most beautiful songs I've ever hea&)mewheres playing underneath all
of the action. It gives added poignancy to knoat there is no place, no
time, no world where their love can exist. Ridtgr for themsomewhere

is literally nowhere.

But the power, | think of that scene, that mowsethiat although that world
does not yet exist for them, it could some day, imdll, and we know it.
Somehow, some day, somewhere the world awaits iarSdu the same
way that Isaiah cried out, “O that you would rehd heavens and come
down, many in our world still cry out for a Saviorhe Savior came in the
babe of Bethlehem, but still the world waits. THdtelieve, is the meaning
of Advent. Advent is the celebration of what hagt and what is yet to
come. The Savior of all the world came to us mlthbe of Bethlehem, but
this was simply the beginning of God’s redeemingkwvd beachhead was



established, but the war over evil and darkneBhas not been won. That
victory will only be complete when the Savior retsiand the Kingdom of
God is established in this world even as it iseaven.

It is so easy with our comfortable lives to focustbe beauty and the joy of
Christmas. It is much more difficult for us to tecon Advent, that season
when the world groans with birth pangs as it aw@isl’s final victory over
sin and suffering.

They are still awaiting a savior. You'll find themthe Soviet Union, you'll
find them in the Middle East, you'll find them irfghanistan, you'll find
them in Africa, you'll find them in Haiti, you'llihd them in the gang-ridden
neighborhoods of our inner cities, and you'll fitlheém right here in
Sandwich. Of course, it is our responsibility éach out to these little ones,
to show them the love of Jesus; but the truth efrtfatter is that for the most
part they are forgotten this Advent season. Tiwely hope is that Jesus will
return and usher in the kingdom promised in scretua world where there
will be no more suffering, no more pain, where geaqll live in peace and
harmony, where in Isaiah’s beautiful imagery: “Mf will live with the
lamb, the leopard will lie down with the goat, ttedf and the lion and the
yearling together; and a little child will lead the

Do you not hear the cry of these little ones? tkdt you would rend the
heavens and come down, the Savior has come, but afube world still
awaits a savior.” And here | think is the promidescripture: Jesus will
return and truly the day will come when no childlwe left behind. There
will some day be peace and justice in this wondl sin and suffering shall
cease. Itis the promise of scripture that onetdayations of the world
will beat their swords into plowshares and thegasg into pruning hooks.

| know I've talked about it before, but it was anfethe pivotal times in my
young childhood. When | was eight years old mizéaicame down with a
crippling form of polio. He was out of work comf#é for a year and a
half, and there at that time was no Workman’s Comany way of receiving
money other than the generosity of those who workigd my father, his
friends and our family. But, you know, we nevealized that there was a
problem. My mother always seemed to have a ghout her that kept us
going. Even at Christmastime | didn't realize, hwtas my father’s friends
and our family that bought us those gifts and bdayg up during a time
when my father was gravely ill.



And, you know, what that reminds me of every ysahe Toys for Tots
program here in Sandwich. It's run by the Mario&all people -- the
strongest, the bravest, the most persevering irbabnThe United States
Marines run the Toys for Tots program, and hei&talohn’s every year we
reach out to about two hundred fifty families irigieg them to get toys for
children who will not have very much at Christmaselieve Toys for Tots
Is a preview of how things will be in the Kingdorh@od.

And that is what Advent is really about; it's ndoait lights and Carols and
buying presents. True, it's about preparing oweseto celebrate the birth of
Jesus more than two thousand years ago, butstsaddout preparing
ourselves in our world for the Savior’s returnteg £nd of days when things
in this world will be set right. No one knows whigat day will come, but |
do know this -- the cries of God’s children willtrforever be unanswered.
“O that you would rend the heavens and come dov@ut Savior has come
down in the manger of Bethlehem, and Jesus is @pagain to answer the
cries of his children for peace and justice andetie of all suffering and
pain.

Amen
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