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Isaiah 35:1-10; Luke 1:46b-55; James 5:7-10; Matthew 11:2-11 
 
For waters shall break forth in the wilderness, and streams in the desert; the burning sand shall 
become a pool, and the thirsty ground springs of water. If we go back, momentarily, to the very 
beginning, we see these once-chaotic waters hovered over, spoken over, brought to order. Out of 
that containment they’re called once again, not back to the chaos, but to break forth into the 
wilderness, flowing with their healing powers to quench a thirsty land.  
 
When I read this passage in Isaiah, I get the same gloriously hopeful feeling I do seeing the 
restoration and healing at the end of “Moana.” She has journeyed far and wide determined to 
heal and restore her people’s land. She has set out to restore the heart of the Mother Earth figure; 
she’s seeking what Isaiah prophecies:  The wilderness and the dry land shall be glad, the desert 
shall rejoice and blossom. The resolution comes in one of the most beautiful Disney scenes I’ve 
ever seen. After realizing that the lava monster pursuing Moana is actually the broken and 
wounded Mother Earth figure, who’s had her heart stolen, Moana walks, like Moses, across the 
split open sea toward the enraged volcanic being. Mindless of how small she is, she reaches up 
with a gentle hand of healing, and like Mary, sings a song:  “I have crossed the horizon to find 
you; I know your name; They have stolen the heart from inside you; But this does not define 
you; This is not who you are; You know who you are.” I can just see the lush mossy green hand, 
fingers spreading across the dry volcanic ash with a healing touch, as green and vibrant 
multicolored blossoms spring forth and envelop the dry earth.   
 
Isaiah shows us this interconnectedness of all creation in redemption and restoration. Before 
people find their way to the Holy Way, the earth sees the glory of the Lord and sings out its joy-
filled song. The earth, which we see constantly groaning for the day all is made new, sings out its 
joy as resistance, as patient insistence on what is meant to be.  
 
This interconnectedness causes us to lift our eyes to the stars, thinking cosmically about the 
grand scale of God’s redemptive work in the world. But it can also give us hope in the micro 
layers of our lives as well. If God’s creation truly is that intertwined, then our small acts of love 
can ripple out beyond our reach.  
 
The song Mary offers us this morning is precisely one such small act of love. Walter 
Brueggeman writes, “As a little child Jesus must often have heard his mother, Mary, singing. 
And as we know, she sang a revolutionary song, the Magnificat—the anthem of Luke's Gospel. 
She sang about neighborliness:  about how God brings down the mighty from their thrones and 
lifts up the lowly; about how God fills the hungry with good things and sends the rich away 
empty. Mary did not make up this dangerous song. She took it from another mother, Hannah, 
who sang it much earlier to little Samuel, who became one of ancient Israel's greatest 
revolutionaries. Hannah, Mary, and their little boys imagined a great social transformation. Jesus 
enacted his mother's song well. Everywhere he went he broke the vicious cycles of poverty, 
bondage, fear and death; he healed, transformed, empowered and brought new life. Jesus’ 
example gives us the mandate to transform our public life.” 



Like all our passages this morning, Mary’s song calls us to see old promises in the light of our 
own current wildernesses. Mary starts in the wilderness of being deeply perplexed by the life-
altering news she receives. Knowing we’re not meant to bear anything that big alone, Mary 
rushes to Elizabeth and finds a joyous loving embrace. Yet again, cosmically significant things 
are being worked out in the smallness of hospitality and solidarity. As God grows within her, 
Mary cares for and receives care from her prophet-bearing cousin. Sharing their pains, fears, 
hopes and dreams over the many days and slow process of growing life, Mary and Elizabeth 
offer a corrective to the fragmented nature of our lives. Rather than being overcome by the fear 
of the unknown and individualizing her situation and journey, she makes it more communal by 
running to one who can share in her blessing and struggle.  
 
Yet while there is this small daily work, the content of Mary’s song also takes us back to the 
more cosmic layers of God With Us. Our world was, and is, so far from the upside-downs and 
reversals of which she sings that her song has been banned in multiple places for fear of the 
upside-down kingdom of God taking root too soon and too disruptively.  
 
And because our world upholds values based so precariously that they fear something as simple 
as a song, we can hope that the One to whom we sing that song will bring those systems crashing 
down. In fact, hope is only possible because it is the understanding that things are not as they’re 
meant to be, but that they could again one day be as they’re meant to be. 
 
James also shows us the kind of hopeful waiting we’re to do in Advent. A farmer certainly 
doesn’t wait inactively, but rather works long and tiring days taking care of the precious and 
eagerly awaited crops. Neither Job nor the prophets did much sitting around; they called out, 
cried out to God and to the people around them. James’ letter calls out to a suffering community, 
encouraging them not to seek a way out of their suffering through the competitive and violent 
means of the world around them, but to seek a way through their suffering through the solidarity 
that a God who suffers with them makes possible.  
 
James’ community isn’t the only place we find suffering on this Advent Sunday of rejoicing. 
John the Baptist also finds himself, in our Gospel reading, behind bars trapped in doubt and 
despair. In his work of preparing the way for the Lord, John was all in. John can’t yet see the 
dramatic reversals his Aunt Mary was always singing about, and certainly not from his vantage 
point in prison, so he wonders if he got it all wrong. If he gave away his life for the wrong 
promise, the wrong person.  
 
Debie Thomas notes the contrast with this grim chapter of John’s life and “John the Baptist 
[being] remembered by the Church as the patron saint of spiritual joy. Why? [she asks] 
 
Perhaps because he understood something flinty about the life of faith. After all, joy in a prison 
cell isn't about sentimentality. Or about the pious suppression of our most painful crises and 
questions. Perhaps he understood that joy is what happens when we dare to believe that our 
Messiah disillusions us for nothing less than our salvation, stripping away every expectation we 
cling to, so that we can know God for who God truly is. Maybe he realized that God's work is 
bigger than the difficult circumstances of his own life, calling him to a selfless joy for the 
liberation of others. Maybe John's joy was otherworldly in the most literal sense, because he 



understood that our stories extend beyond death, and find completion only in the presence of 
God.” 
 
In this Advent season, we wait between the inbreakings of Christ’s presence in the world. Before 
Emmanuel first arrived, Isaiah envisioned our interconnected creation redeemed and restored; 
healing waters flowing, abundant life blossoming. And while Jesus was still imperceptibly small 
within the womb, his mother sang her world-upending song. Now since his birth we join John 
and so many others in the long and arduous wait, straining our eyes and ears and hearts to see the 
Holy Way being paved in the desert. The aches and pains shoot all throughout the intricately 
complex tapestry woven between all of creation. We can clearly see that the wounds are cosmic 
and constantly feel that they are deep within small creatures like us as well. Madeleine L’Engle 
writes, “The only thing I know about the Second Coming is that it is going to happen because of 
God’s love. God made the universe out of love; the Word shouted all things joyfully into being 
because of love. The Second Coming, when it happens and whatever it means, will also be 
because of love.” 
 
Love created bringing the cosmos out of chaos, Love came to be wrapped in human weakness 
and pain, and Love will come again causing sorrow and sighing to flee as everlasting joy 
remains.  


