
1st Sunday of Advent 
 

Year B 
 

Waiting For The Lord 
 

Our life is a long vigil, waiting for the Lord to be revealed in all his glory.  

We wait with longing and with ‘joyful hope’,  

for his Spirit is with us, and we know that God is faithful to his promises. 
 

(Readings: Isaiah 63: 16-17, 64: 1, 3-8. 1 Corinthians 1: 3-9.  Mark 13: 33-37.) 

 

 
A woman stands at the end of a pier, her eyes carefully scanning the horizon as she waits for her 

husband’s ship to return from its long voyage. Somewhere else, a father climbs a hill to its 

uppermost viewpoint, full of hope that his soldier son will soon come home safely. Young parents-

to-be wait with ever growing expectation for the birth of their first child. An old man dejectedly 

sits in a nursing home, patiently waiting for the day when his family will visit him.  
 

All of them wait, and their waiting tests their resolve, and it tests the depth of their hope. By 

themselves they are powerless to bring about what they most hope for. All they can do is wait. 

 
Waiting is part of life, and, like it or not, there is no life without it. All of us waited to be born. We 

waited to be nourished. And we waited to be loved. We learn, soon enough, that the fullness of life 

is not available to us like instant coffee. There is always more to life, just as there is always more 

to people; far more than we can ever manage to absorb at any one time. So, we have to wait. 

 
Advent is the time when we are reminded that we have to wait for God too. We cannot possess 

God; we cannot see God; we can only wait for God to let himself be known.  

 

When we wait for God, we confess our own incompleteness. We acknowledge that there is always 

more to God than what we know. We proclaim our hope in a God we can never have. And so, 
when we wait for God, our waiting is in prayer, testifying to our own poverty, and to his greatness. 

 

In today’s first reading the great prophet gives us a telling glimpse of the difficulty people face 

when their waiting for God seems to be in vain. The exiles have returned from their captivity in 

Babylon, spurred on by a fresh, revitalised hope that God will adopt them again as his people. But 
Jerusalem is in ruins, and far from being close to them, as they had hoped and prayed, God seems 

intent on keeping his distance.  

 

Try as they might, the people can see no signs to confirm their hope. And so, they grow weary 

with waiting. They grow tired of hearing nothing from God. The only thing the people can do to 
keep their hope alive is to remember what God did for them in the past. And in their remembering, 

they hold on to their relationship with him: 
 

You, Lord, yourself are our Father, 
Our Redeemer is your ancient name… 

Oh that you would tear the heavens open and come down 

- at your Presence the mountains would melt. 

 

When the people remember God as their redeemer, they bring the past into the present, and that 
sacred memory acts like a light in the midst of darkness, a light at the end of a very long tunnel.  



Their memory of God’s love is life. It gives the people reason to wait. And it reinforces their hope. 

They remember to hope. That is why their memories are so precious to them, for they make the 

difference between despair and hope, even between death and life. What they remember keeps 

them awake to what is still to come: God will live up to his ancient name and be the Redeemer of 
his people.  

 

Because the people hope, they wait; wait until the Redeemer comes. And until he does, the people 

will not give up their arduous, testing habit of hoping, trusting that their hope is not in vain. Even 

so, ironically, woefully, so many people fail to recognise the Redeemer when he does come!  
 

As Christians we celebrate the name of the Redeemer, Jesus; the only name by which we are 

saved. He is the Chosen One, the Beloved Son: God’s answer to the cries of a waiting, struggling, 

people. He is the ancient name of God-Become-Flesh in our midst. 

 
Far from keeping his distance, in Jesus, God pursues mankind with a love that is tireless; a love 

that refuses to allow hate, and indifference, and stupidity, or anything else, to steal its power.  

 

The Redeemer walked the roads of Palestine seeking out the legion of the lost, and the broken, and 

the wounded. His abiding love takes the shape of outstretched arms on a cross. It is on a tree that 
the Redeemer proves what a true redeemer must do; empty himself for the sake of others. In Jesus, 

God lives up to his ancient name. 

 

The story of ‘Jesus the Redeemer’ is the sacred story of our tradition; a memory that we are 
pledged to keep alive until he comes again. We are between two times: between the first coming of 

Jesus, more than 2000 years ago, and his second coming on the Last Day. – We remember the 

first: We wait for the second.  

 

Today’s Gospel tells us how to wait. It tells us how we must wait together and stay awake to the 

times in which we live. It tells us to stay alert, whilst living the values of the Redeemer in our own 

place and time. It tells us that in our waiting, the memory of Jesus becomes life for us, not only in 

the Eucharist but also, when we share with others; when we share the truth, and the values that 

Jesus so readily shared with us. 

 
His memory comes alive for us most powerfully when we bring Jesus into our present, immediate 

tense, where we can experience something of God’s forgiveness and know his love through our 

blessed struggle. And until then, we wait. We wait, and we pray, that the Lord will grant us his 

peace: 
 

 

“… as we wait in joyful hope 

 for the coming of our Saviour, Jesus Christ.” 


