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Spirit of Hope, hear the prayers of your people, weary in body and in spirit. Where there are ways we 
can better care for ourselves and others, enable us to make it so. Where we are doing all there is to do, 
and still it is difficult, sustain us day by day. May your presence abide until the new dawn breaks. Amen. 

 

Isaiah 64 

O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, 
    so that the mountains would quake at your presence— 
as when fire kindles brushwood 
    and the fire causes water to boil— 
to make your name known to your adversaries, 
    so that the nations might tremble at your presence! 
When you did awesome deeds that we did not expect, 
    you came down, the mountains quaked at your presence. 

… 

Yet, O Lord, you are our Parent; 
    we are the clay, and you are our potter; 
    we are all the work of your hand. 
Do not be exceedingly angry, O Lord, 
    and do not remember iniquity forever. 
    Now consider, we are all your people. 
Your holy cities have become a wilderness, 
    Zion has become a wilderness, 
    Jerusalem a desolation. 
Our holy and beautiful house, 
    where our ancestors praised you, 
has been burned by fire, 
    and all our pleasant places have become ruins. 
After all this, will you restrain yourself, O Lord? 
    Will you keep silent, and punish us so severely? 

 

Mark 13:24-37 

“But in those days, after that suffering, 

the sun will be darkened, 
    and the moon will not give its light, 
and the stars will be falling from heaven, 
    and the powers in the heavens will be shaken. 
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Then they will see ‘the Son of Man coming in clouds’ with great power and glory. Then he will send out 
the angels, and gather his elect from the four winds, from the ends of the earth to the ends of heaven. 

“From the fig tree learn its lesson: as soon as its branch becomes tender and puts forth its leaves, you 
know that summer is near. So also, when you see these things taking place, you know that he is near, at 
the very gates. Truly I tell you, this generation will not pass away until all these things have taken 
place. Heaven and earth will pass away, but my words will not pass away. 

“But about that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels in heaven, nor the Son, but only the 
Father. Beware, keep alert; for you do not know when the time will come. It is like a man going on a 
journey, when he leaves home and puts his slaves in charge, each with his work, and commands the 
doorkeeper to be on the watch. Therefore, keep awake—for you do not know when the master of the 
house will come, in the evening, or at midnight, or at cockcrow, or at dawn, or else he may find you 
asleep when he comes suddenly. And what I say to you I say to all: Keep awake.” 

  



Sarah Klockowski 
November 29, 2020 

First Parish in Lincoln 
For Weary Watchers 

I love road trips. I’ve missed them this year. There’s nothing I love more than getting in my car, 
picking a direction and driving 10 hours to see what I find. I find it meditative, restorative, 
spiritual. 

Of course, I didn’t love them when I was a child. Like so many parents, my mother had to find 
creative ways to answer the age-old question, “Are we there yet?” Answers that would appease 
me, that would help me to cope with the journey and all the child-feelings I was having about it. 
Answers that still wouldn’t be a lie, because the truth is, no, we weren’t there yet. And it was 
going to take a while.  

And of course, I know I’m not alone in having asked “are we there yet” on numerous occasions 
during this year of pandemic and protest – even when I know full well the answer is NO. No, we 
are not.  

And I’m weary. 

That’s what makes this week’s Advent reading so difficult. Jesus is pretty emphatic about his 
instruction to the disciples: You all better keep awake! Keep watch! Stay alert! 

Thanks, Jesus. I’ve been watching. Haven’t we all been this year? All isolating in our homes, 
nothing to do but watch the news or check our phones, wired and weary, all on hyper alert for 
the next crisis. 

How many nights have I lost sleep “doom-scrolling” on twitter, as if reading one more article or 
watching one more video will make me more informed, more awake, more faithful? 

Yes, I’ve been watching. But maybe that’s not what Jesus is talking about here. 

It might seem a strange biblical text for Advent. Here we are awaiting his birth yet reading a 
story from the final days of Jesus’ life. In Mark’s telling of the Jesus story, chapter 13 is his 
farewell speech. This is what he leaves his disciples with as he faces the Last Supper, 
Gethsemane, and the cross. 

On their way out of the Temple in Jerusalem, after Jesus has taken the religious leaders to task 
for their systems of economic and religious exploitation, the disciples try to make some 
awkward small talk – “Look at these fine stones! Check out our gorgeous Temple, Jesus!” And 
he replies, “Well, brace yourselves, because a day is coming when this Temple will be 
destroyed. Not a stone will be left on stone.” Jesus’ disciples are bewildered of course, but 
Mark’s first readers knew exactly what he was talking about.  

This passage was written in the midst of a national crisis. The Jewish people had been under the 
oppressive rule of the Roman Empire for nearly a century. Their cities were occupied by foreign 
soldiers who had full authority to abuse the Jewish people with no accountability. The working 
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poor suffered exorbitant taxes to help maintain that gorgeous Temple and support the elite’s 
lifestyle.  

By Mark’s day there were several political leaders that had claimed they were the messiah, sent 
by God to liberate the people from their suffering. There were growing political factions who 
believed this person could save them, or that leader could fix it. In their state of vulnerability, in 
their desire for comfort and an end to the years of struggle, people began to follow these 
leaders. Eventually these political movements had grown into the long-awaited revolution. The 
Jewish revolt appeared successful at first. Jerusalem survived two attempted sieges by Roman 
generals, but in the end, they were conquered, the Temple destroyed – not a stone left on 
stone. And the Jewish people were sent into exile once again.  

Knowing the end of the story, Mark writes about Jesus warning the disciples not to trust in false 
messiahs who promise immediate and easy solutions – who offer “the superficial kind of social 
analysis that deals merely with effects and does not grapple with underlying causes” as Martin 
Luther King put it.1 He tells them to beware those who say that God’s future has arrived, when 
it is still a long way off.  

Instead, they are to watch and stay alert for the forging of a totally new social order – one that 
causes the powers of heaven to be shaken. Theologian Ched Myers calls this active waiting 
“revolutionary patience” – a call “to stay awake in the darkness of history” and refuse to 
compromise on liberation.2 Martin Luther King called it nonviolent resistance, a disruption to 
the status quo, an invitation to struggle with the powers of the day so that we might build a 
new world.  

These days are difficult. And it is tempting to believe in easy and fast solutions. To rush through 
the pain so we can get to the healing. But there is no calendar date or countdown for liberation. 
There is a danger in proclaiming a season of unity and healing when the root cause of the 
division has not yet been addressed. The cycle will repeat itself, again and again. We’re not 
there yet. 

No wonder we are weary.  

And still there is hope in the heart of this text. Between calls to stay alert and awake, waiting 
for the powers of heaven to be shaken, Jesus calls our focus down out of the clouds and fixes 
our gaze on the budding fig tree. There is big, systemic, heaven-shaking change that must come 
– and it is on it’s way. But what will give us the strength to press on in our journey? How will we 
answer our childlike restlessness to get out of the car? What hope is there for weary watchers 
today? 

 
1 Martin Luther King, Jr., “Letter from a Birmingham Jail”, 

https://www.africa.upenn.edu/Articles_Gen/Letter_Birmingham.html.  
2 Ched Myers, Binding the Strong Man: A Political Reading of Mark’s Story of Jesus (Maryknoll, NY: Orbis 

Books, 2017). 
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It is in the turning of the seasons. The falling of the leaves, the resting of the earth, the return of 
new life. Hope is found by entering in to this present moment. Sitting in the truth of it, and 
receiving strength and wisdom from what it is teaching us. This is the meaning of Advent. We 
wait in hopeful expectation by going deeper in to the now.  

Look at where the life is today – where are there concrete practices of love, generosity, and 
solidarity in our community? Where can we see new ways of being already taking hold? 
Because this year has certainly called us to new ways of being, and we have answered that call. 
But we are not there yet. Let us continue to watch for signs of the day to come. Let us live in 
the expectation that liberation is on the horizon and let us keep watch until all are free. Amen. 

 

Benediction 

Go from here refreshed in hope,  

Awake, alert, 

attuned to divine presence  

ready to join the sacred work of ushering in a new age of liberation. 

Amen.  


