“It feels like a hard way to enter Advent.”

I was texting with a friend this week (actually my mom’s friend who I have adopted and consider my third godmother because who doesn’t need more godmothers!). We were lamenting news from Gaza. Jan said, “It feels like a hard way to enter Advent.” I agreed. And then, I said, “And perhaps, that’s why we need the season especially. I’m trying to tell myself that anyway.”

In early November, Christian leaders in Palestine announced that they were foregoing the usual festivities celebrated during Advent and Christmastide, focusing, instead on the spiritual meaning of the season. The gift and wonder of the incarnation – God’s coming to be in solidarity with human bodies, and indeed all of creation, through the human body of Jesus Christ ... ushering in God’s kindom of love, justice, and peace for the world.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  https://www.oikoumene.org/news/patriarchs-and-heads-of-churches-in-jerusalem-release-statement-on-celebration-of-advent-and-christmas?fbclid=IwAR2w50YODJkgXnUTXPWv6g8LRCi2GzZSFtr76MAEKHrK58ARVPrAKpmoXKQ ] 


It feels like a hard way to enter Advent… and so, we sit with you, we pause, we hurt, we repent, we rage…
We rage because another World AIDS day has just passed and bodies around the globe are suffering from lack of treatment, increasing isolation, and stigmatization. One quarter of people with AIDS are yet to be treated. In 2022, 630,000 people died from AIDS-related illness. In sub-Saharan Africa teenage girls and young women account for more than 77% of new infections among young people.[footnoteRef:2]  [2:  https://www.oikoumene.org/resources/documents/2023-world-aids-day-morning-prayer ] 


Beautiful people, cherished bodies, who are made by the clay of our potter and called beloved. Perhaps, we need this time especially: we watch, we wait, we dream, we pray… God, rend the heavens open, shake mountains, and bring about your love.

It feels like a hard way to enter Advent… and so, we sit with you, we pause, we hurt, we repent, we rage…
We hurt and we repent because war and violence continue to fill your world, killing and wounding your children, and destroying the earth. It continues in places we hear about: Gaza, Ukraine, Mynamar, the Congo, Sudan, Korea … and in places we never hear about. 

Beautiful people, cherished bodies, the land which is God’s body, are the made by the clay of our potter and called beloved. Perhaps, we need this time especially: we watch, we wait, we dream, we pray… God, rend the heavens open, shake mountains, and bring about your love.

It feels like a hard way to enter Advent… and so, we sit with you, we pause, we hurt, we repent, we rage…
We sit with you and pause, recognizing that today is the International Day of People with Disabilities – a day where we celebrate the grace of disabled and crip bodies, advocate for adequate care of bodies and justice for disabled and crip bodies and our caregivers, and sit with bodies that are sometimes, or often, in pain.

Beautiful people, cherished bodies, who are the made by the clay of our potter and called beloved. Perhaps, we need this time especially: we watch, we wait, we dream, we pray… God, rend the heavens open, shake mountains, and bring about your love.

And in this time of watching, waiting, dreaming, and praying, we give thanks that all of our bodies are invited to join the table of Jesus – the table where our bodies are nourished and sustained through the grace of Jesus’ body, the table where we celebrate God’s coming to be with us, with the whole world, through the human baby of Jesus, the table where bodies considered the last and the least, time and again, are called to join in the abundant feast, time and again. Perhaps, we need this time especially.

And so, may God rend the heavens open, shake mountains, and bring about their love so that their world may bear witness to and proclaim the sacredness of bodies. Together, we pray:
Come quickly, Lord Jesus.
Amen.

- Rev. Miriam Spies
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