
Sunday 28th November – Advent Sunday 
 
Jeremiah 33:14-16 
1 Thessalonians 3:9-end 
Luke 21:25-36 
 
 
PART 1 
 
So today is Advent Sunday and for lots of people that marks the start of preparations for 
Christmas. But I guess for even more people preparations started weeks or perhaps months 
ago. Christmas adverts, Christmas trees appearing in homes, Christmas lights in the streets. 
To say nothing of the panic buying for turkeys (there are advantages of being vegetarian!), 
and the Government’s desire to save our Christmas (whatever that means). 
 
And all the hype demands that we have a perfect Christmas. A time when all is well.  
 
Our Christmas Tree (when it eventually goes up which won’t be until the week before 
Christmas and which, as always, will be a real tree) has a somewhat bizarre collection of 
ornaments. 
 
A star that the children (now grown up with kids of their own) made from a weetabix box 
twenty years ago, some delicate decorations that date back 50 years or more, a few 
somewhat garish ones that were given by a special friend and others made lovingly and a bit 
haphazardly by grandchildren. Not forgetting the two pairs of dark glasses and model of 
Darth Vader which have become a family tradition (a story far too complex to be told). All 
topped with as much tinsel as I can get on the tree and a combination of coloured and white 
lights. Chaotic but simply wonderful. 
 
But my mother when she was alive had a very different approach to trees. The tree had to 
be artificial as it looked much tidier (and was less messy). And the few decorations that 
there were permitted had to be red (because red is the colour of Christmas) and the lights 
too had to be red. Then it was perfect. But it wasn’t just trees. Everything had to be just 
right. I remember too the meticulous weighing out of the ingredients for the Christmas cake 
which (at least in my memory) was a whole afternoon’s work. It all had to be just right.  
 
Perfection at Christmas. I guess we all have our idea of what a perfect Christmas is and we 
all work towards it and look forwards to it. A day when all the family are together and all will 
be well. 
 
 
 
PART 2 
 
The trouble with perfect Christmases is that they never actually happen. There will always 
be something that does not quite go according to plan. As we know, last year everyone’s 
plans were thrown into turmoil because of Covid.  



 
I remember the year when I was about 5 and spent most of Christmas evening in A&E 
having tripped over and banged my head; there was also the year when I was in bed with 
flu. And you may recall the recipe booklet of Christmas disasters Kate Crocker put together 
last year – the custard powder in the gravy, the over generous helping of brandy, the broken 
shoulder. You get the picture. No doubt you have your own stories of when things went 
wrong. 
 
And yet the fact that things don’t always turn out right never stops us looking forwards in 
hope. 
 
The Journey to the Stable starts tomorrow. Over 700 6 year old children will be in St James 
through the week as we present a drama of the Christmas story and lead them in various 
activities about the Christian understanding of Christmas. 
 
Last week we had a preparation session. Let’s be honest - the drama left a lot to be desired. 
Kings forgot their lines, the shepherds almost tripped over each other and there wasn’t a 
baby Jesus. But our confidence was not shaken. It’ll be alright on the night! was the phrase 
we uttered. A sure hope that come tomorrow morning all will be well. 
 
It reminded me of the line in the film Shakespeare in Love. 
 
The promoter putting on one of Shakespeare’s plays is in conversation with the man with 
the money behind the production. Everything seems to be stacked against the play 
happening; the Master of the Revels has closed the playhouses, the cast are in disarray; 
surely the play cannot go on. 
 
The money man says :   So what do we do? 
The producer replies:   Nothing. Strangely enough, it all turns out well. 
He replies :    How? 
And the producer finishes with: I don’t know. It’s a mystery. 
 
 
PART 3 
 
One of the great questions of life – and one that I sure we have all asked at some time 
whether out loud or in the silence of our own hearts – is why does it have to be like this? 
Why is there so much pain and suffering? Why is it that people can treat each other so 
badly? Why can’t things be better? 
 
We look at the world around us. Illness, viruses, wars; famines; refugees; hatred; mistrust; 
scapegoating; blame; inequality, poverty – the list could go on and on. We know personally 
people who are facing up to illness, bereavement, relationship issues, uncertainty of work 
and much more. Maybe that is us ourselves.  
 
What hope is there? What hope in the Christian faith? Are we just deluded when we speak 
of hope? 



 
And yet Jesus spoke time and time again a message of hope about the Kingdom of God. He 
painted a picture of the world as God had always intended. A world where people love each 
other and respect each other, a world where everyone looks out for everyone else, a world 
of peace and harmony. 
 
But he also recognised that this Kingdom of God was not something we would see fully. 
There will be glimpses of the Kingdom. We will see examples of extreme love and 
compassion; there will be times when healing comes and peace will break out. There will be 
moments of extraordinary self sacrifice. But these may be few and far between.  
 
He talked – as we have heard in the reading from Luke’s gospel – of confusing and 
frightening times. Elsewhere he mentions wars and rumours of wars, famines, disasters and 
hatred. But these things – he says – will be followed by a time when God will put all things 
right. When it really will be “alright on the night”. When the Son of Man – words he uses to 
describe himself – will come in glory.  
 
These thoughts are echoed elsewhere in scripture. In the Old Testament reading from 
Jeremiah we hear about “the day of the Lord” when justice and righteousness will be 
revealed. Paul is writing in his letter to the Church in Thessalonica about Jesus coming again 
 
This is the Advent hope – that it won’t always be as it is now. That in the end good will win 
out over evil. 
 
Maybe we shy away from thinking about these ‘end times’.  Perhaps we equate them with a 
time of judgement, and a judgement which brings fear rather than hope.  But only thinking 
of judgement is not a helpful way of looking at these end times.  
 
A better way would be to see the end times as a time of restoration and renewal. Restoring 
things to how they were always intended to be. To use the words of Jeremiah to bring about 
justice and righteousness. The message of hope that the Bible ends with – the message we 
particularly remember at Advent – is the coming again of Christ to make all things new. To 
renew the world into what was always intended. To establish in its fullness the Kingdom of 
God – where God is worshipped and obeyed. 
 
As we read at the end of the Bible in Revelation: 
 
Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the first earth had passed 
away, and the sea was no more. And I saw the holy city, the new Jerusalem, coming down 
out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a loud 
voice from the throne saying, 
 
‘See, the home of God is among mortals. 
He will dwell with them; 
they will be his peoples, 
and God himself will be with them;  
he will wipe every tear from their eyes. 



Death will be no more; 
mourning and crying and pain will be no more, 
for the first things have passed away.’ 

And the one who was seated on the throne said, ‘See, I am making all things new.’  

 
The Bible finishes then where it began. With a new creation. With perfection. With life in 
the presence of God. With things as they always were meant to be. Perfect for ever.  
 
This hope that we have is not a wishful thinking type of hope; its not a fingers crossed and if 
all works out type of hope. This is a certain hope – just as in the winter we hope for the 
spring to come. This is the sure and certain hope that all will indeed be well, and that 
nothing can prevent that.  
 
 
 
 
 


