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This passage from Isaiah sounds familiar to me.

The 6th-century-BC Israelites have spent decades in exile in Babylon. Their 

nation is destroyed, their Temple thrown down, their best and brightest dead on the 

battlefield or dragged into exile. The traumatized survivors listen to stories of a 

homeland that the younger among them may never see. Their god, the one who is 

supposed to protect them as his chosen family, is likewise defeated or at least nowhere to

be seen. And so the writer is frantic, angry, distraught, grieving:

"Oh, that you would tear open the heavens and come down,

so that the mountains would quake at your presence-

as when fire kindles brushwood

and the fire causes water to boil-

to make your name known to your adversaries,

so that the nations might tremble at your presence!"

I said it sounds familiar: clinical depression is more than a constant grey fog. 

Sometimes it's like a storm in your head, with anger and sadness and grief and constant 

self-criticism. It colours your perceptions and your thinking. You can't get away from it; 
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you can't just think yourself happy. Not without help. The writer's anguished energy 

sounds familiar.

Seven centuries after the Exile, the Israelites are again traumatized by the 

destruction of the Temple, this time in retaliation for the Jewish revolt against Roman 

rule. Once again homes are destroyed, fields lie empty, husbands and fathers and 

brothers and sons are dead in battle and the women and children suffer in the aftermath.

Jesus' disciples are among them. Like all Jews they hope for a Messiah to save 

them, but they know that the Messiah has already come. They look to the Messiah's 

triumphant return at the end of time, using language taken from Hebrew bible passages 

which also hope for deliverance in earlier times:

the sun will be darkened,

and the moon will not give its light,

and the stars will be falling from heaven,

and the powers in the heavens will be shaken.

Then they will see the Son of Man coming in clouds with great power and glory.

People are sick and tired of waiting for God. They want God to tear apart the 

heavens and come down. They start looking for Messiahs and following anyone with a 

stirring speech, a bit of charisma, and a willingness to say what they want to hear. They 
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start looking for signs and secret symbols. They want to know dates and times and 

places. 

This, too, sounds familiar.

"Can the Prime Minister let Canadians know what the plan is? When will Canada 

receive the vaccine?" That's NDP leader Jagmeet Singh. Sometimes having a promise is 

worse than not having a promise at all. We would all like to see family and friends at 

Christmas. It's a tradition. It's part of the rhythm of Canadian life: when days get shorter 

and snow falls, our thoughts turn to plane trips and car rides and the family table with 

loved ones gathered around a feast. We'd mostly resigned ourselves, perhaps, to a Zoom 

Christmas. But now there's talk of a vaccine. In the States, in Mexico, there's talk of 

starting distribution in December. Could we get the vaccine? Could everything be back 

to normal by Christmas, or at least Easter? Could we see our friends again, go back to 

our spin classes, hug our grandmother without fear? Gives us the dates and times, Mr. 

Prime Minister!

But it doesn't work like that.

"About that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels in heaven, nor the Son, 

but only the Father. Beware, keep alert; for you do not know when the time will come. It

is like a man going on a journey, when he leaves home and puts his slaves in charge, 

each with his work, and commands the doorkeeper to be on the watch."
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Whether the crisis is exile, or Jesus' crucifixion, or the Roman destruction of the 

Temple, faithful waiting for God's salvation involves neither listless hopelessness nor 

frantic speculation and activity worthy of a Dan Brown novel.

God's salvation is coming, as it came to Israel in the return from Exile, in Jesus' 

resurrection, in the day of Pentecost, in the continued presence of the Spirit. God's 

salvation has already come in the birth and ministry of Jesus. Jesus has already come, 

and he has not yet returned; this is enough. Jesus' followers have their tasks. You don't 

have to know when Jesus is coming; it is enough to busy yourself about God's work.

The same is true for the pandemic; the same is true when you are in the depths of 

depression. You can't think yourself out of depression; you can't feel yourself out of 

COVID fatigue. You can't control your brain chemistry; you can't control when the 

vaccine is coming or whether your neighbours are wearing masks or the latest news 

from Dr. Henry.

But here's what you can do.

• Get out of bed

• Take a shower

• Put some clothes on

• Get some food in your belly

• Clean your surroundings
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• Put on some music

• Smile at somebody

• Go for a walk

• Do one task you've been putting off

• Do one thing that brings you joy.

• Spend time in prayer.

No, you're not allowed to wait until you feel like it. Just do it. In other words, fake

it til you make it. Put yourself in the way of happiness. Put yourself in the way of grace. 

Jesus doesn't tell you to prepare for his arrival only if you expect it. God's 

salvation is coming whether you believe in it or not. God's salvation is, in fact, already 

here, and already arriving, every day. If you spend your time looking for the falling stars

and the trembling mountains, you will miss the small and immediate blessing of the 

flowering fig tree.

Jesus is coming. Jesus is already here.

Thanks be to God.
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