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Advent 2—Year B 
Isaiah 40:1-11 
Psalm 85:1-2, 8-13 
Mark 1:1-8 
 
Isaiah speaks words of comfort this morning: Comfort, O comfort my people, says your God. Speak 
tenderly to Jerusalem, and cry to her that she has served her term, that her penalty is paid, that she 
has received from the Lord’s hand double for all her sins. 
 
It has certainly felt like we were serving a term this year, and I don’t know that our term is done quite 
yet. Now, I don’t believe that COVID has been given to us as some sort of penalty—though some of our 
collective choices in recent months have certainly led our country to this hard and tragic point—I don’t 
think of COVID as a penalty to be paid for our sins, but we’ll be quite glad to receive from the Lord 
double, whatever that looks like in a future yet-to-come. 
 
And who knows when that future will arrive—spring 2021, 2nd quarter, 3rd quarter? We just don’t 
know. But what we do know is that we need to be preparing now, and not just to get through this hard 
winter ahead, and not just with vaccine distribution strategies, but we need to be preparing our hearts 
and souls and spirits for a complete reworking of the entire landscape. With this “term” that we’ve 
had to serve has come new eyes to see, new ears to hear, new prophets and voices, and even warnings, 
to heed.  
 
In this wilderness through which we’ve been wandering, who are the voices who’ve been crying out?  
 
In this desert, what highway are we being called to build that will allow people to know God and to 
know that they are God’s beloved?  
 
What needs to be lifted up and what, in that good Song of Mary sense, very much needs to be brought 
low?  
 
Amidst all the inequities, how do we level out all that is so uneven in our world? How might we 
smooth all that feels so rough?  
 
What is our part to play? How do we counter all the cynicism and despair and apathy to enable people 
not just to see glory, but even to believe that glory is still possible? And how to we keep at these tasks 
until all people, all people, can see it together when we know that people see very little together at all? 
 
How do we help one another come to terms with the fleeting nature of this life—to make peace with 
the reality that we are like grass that withers and the flower that fades away. How do we make peace 
with the fact that constancy is not within our grasp, and yet, still hold fast to the word of God that 
stands forever heralding glad tidings? Even amidst all that is so transitory, how do we lift up our 
voice in strength and refuse to give into fear?  
 
How do we trust that God approaches us as a shepherd who loves and cares for the sheep, who longs 
to feed us, who longs to gather us up and carry us close to the bosom, who will guide even the mother 
sheep when that mother sheep doesn’t know the way forward? These days, we’re all in need of this 
divine shepherd. 
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And our gospel passage from Mark this morning reminds us that with this “term” that we’ve been 
serving has come new awareness of what is amiss and what we need to see anew. John is the voice of 
crying out in the wilderness proclaiming a baptism of repentance for the forgiveness of sins.  
 
Repentance means “to turn around,” and, as Richard Rohr would remind us, repentance means “going 
beyond the mind,” “going into the larger mind.”  
 
Part of our preparation in this Advent season is being willing to release old ways of thinking, allowing 
our minds to be stretched, allowing our minds to quiet and letting our hearts lead our minds in new 
directions.  
 
All this is to prepare us for the coming of the Lord. All of this is to prepare us to receive the good 
news of Jesus Christ. All of this preparation is but the beginning of letting God make us new from 
the inside out by taking on our flesh and showing us how to live in new ways. This is but the beginning 
of letting God completely remake the landscape of our world, a new creation that we won’t be able 
to see, much less inhabit, if we can’t let go of our old ways and move into a larger mind, the mind of 
Christ, that sees always with the eyes of the heart.  
 
This Advent season, what needs to be reworked and moved around in the landscape of your soul? 
Of what do you need to repent? Where do you need to turn around and go in a new direction? What 
thoughts do you need to shed to make room for Christ-wisdom?  
 
Who are the voices crying out to you in this wilderness we call 2020? How might God be calling you 
to be a voice crying out to others? How might God be calling you to lift up your voice in strength, to 
be a herald of good tidings? How might God be calling you to be that voice reminding people not to 
fear because God is right here in the midst of all that we are living through?  
 
Even while we are still serving our term, how do we look forward to a day when we’re not and trust 
that God is birthing something new out of all of this tragic loss if we will but join God and help 
midwife this new creation? 
 
Advent is always a season pregnant with possibility, but never more so than this year. At the crossroads 
of end times, and times painstakingly close, God is stirring; God is moving; God is preparing to break 
into this world all over again.  
 
This Advent listen for the voices crying out—they, more than anyone, know how to guide us; they, 
more than anyone, know how to prepare the way for the Lord— even in the wilderness, even in the 
desert, even in this long cold winter to come. God is moving heaven and earth to make a way to us—
the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and with ready hearts and new minds, we’ll be ready to join 
all people in seeing that glory together. Amen. 
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