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____________ 
 
On the First Day of Advent,  
 
the Lectionary Gave to me… 
 
An Apocalypse & Fig Tree 

We’ll come back to all that 

But first, a poem… 

Homesick 

A Poem by the Rev. Sarah Are, written for the first Sunday of Advent 

How do you describe homesickness to a child? 
You don’t. 
They know. 
Children know the feeling of being away from home.  

It’s fear, dipped in loneliness,  

that “What if I’ve been forgotten?” sonnet, or the “What if I can’t go back?” refrain.  

Even a healthy, scrubbed-clean, showered-with-love child  

knows the longing of home.  

But if I had to. 
If I had to describe 
that aching feeling, I would say: “Homesickness is when longing and grief wrap themselves 
around you like a blanket. 

 It’s the door to comfort thrown open. 
It’s an eye on the horizon for what could be and the only way out is to keep walking, 
to keep dreaming, 
to keep looking 
for signs that will point you back home.”  

And if you tell that to a child, you just may realize 
that a part of your spirit 
has shoes on  

and has always been walking, always been dreaming, always been looking 
for the home that could be.  



The door to comfort has been blown open. Tell God I’m homesick. 
I’m on my way.  

It may seem odd to pair Hope 

With the theme of Homesickness 

And especially to do so on the Sunday in which do something as lovely as celebrate a baptism 

And then read what seems on the future to be portents of the end of the world  

But it’s worth remembering  

That the Scriptures of the Christian Tradition 

Those which we share with our siblings in Judaism 

And those written by the communities of the first followers of Jesus of Nazareth 

Are written, and were first read, themselves, in the context of homesickness and longing… 

What we heard from the Hebrew Scriptures about the Mountain of God, a poetic way to speak of 
Jerusalem, the capital city and symbolic centre of the Hebrew People 

The context for this piece of writing 

Is the Hebrew people having suffered a major military invasion  

Seeing their people taken into Exile  

By the Babylonian super-power… 

By the rivers of Babylon— 
    there we sat down and there we wept 
    when we remembered Zion [our home] 
On the willows there 
    we hung up our harps. 
For there our captors 
    asked us for songs, 
and our tormentors asked for mirth,  

How could we sing in a foreign land? 

See Boney M for more on the subject  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vYK9iCRb7S4 

The Christian Scripture from the Gospel of Luke we hear what is often called  

The Little Apocalypse 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vYK9iCRb7S4


Which is a funny cutesy term  

Like when one buys a toddler a kitchen or tool set called  

My first oven, A Little One’s toolkit 

A Little Apocalypse 

This is the sort of passage that we expect to hear shouted on the street corner  

With an aim to create a crisis within the heart of the hearer 

It’s the sort of passage  

Lifted out of its literary and historical crisis  

Used by extreme conservative 

To condemn societal ills on what they believe to be moral failings 

Usually, linked to human sexuality 

All of this rightly makes progressive and Liberal Christian Traditions squeamish  

And often results in avoiding these passages 

But the context  

In which they were written  

Helps us better understand  

How they would have been received by their first readers 

The Book of Luke  

Was written within 20-30 years  

After the destruction of Jerusalem, and notably, the Temple 

By the Roman Empire, during a social and political uprising 

See the similarity between this and Isaiah? 

It’s written by  

and to  

A people who have lost their home 

To a people who know the devastation  



Of a world torn asunder 

Where nothing feels as it once was 

And then there is this line about a fig tree sprouting new growth 

Our cover art this morning reflects this 

The artist, Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity, explains in her artists note  

(which is on the back cover incidentally) 

As I began this particular image, I imagined a scene of chaos and apocalypse. However, as I 
drew a woman lifting her head and reaching for the fig tree, I began to see a vision of beauty 
and hope, a glimpse of one’s whole being awake to wonder 

a glimpse of one’s whole being awake to wonder  

Advent asks of us 

To look at the pain of the world 

And our own hearts 

Too see it for what it is 

Not to deny or ignore 

Or work up false hope 

Nor to descend into despair 

But find focus and clarity  

Advent asks of us  

To be homesick for a world we have never yet inhabited 

Advent asks of us, the courage to name  

Our hope for the world  

Our hope for ourselves and the people we love 

And to allow these hope to animate our work in the world  

To see that for which we hope 

Come to pass 

These ancient words were written  



So that communities could turn to one another  

To name and imagine what was possible  

And to work together to see it come to be  

We are faithful to these words  

When we do the same 

Rebecca Solnit speaks of hope like this… 

The Future is dark, but it is darkness as of a womb, not a tomb. What will come yet is not yet 
determined, but we who live in this moment, will make the decisions about what comes next… 

Because we are not alone, as in we are joined in community, as in we (collectively) bear a shared 
responsibility for the future we will inhabit,  

Which means it is not “what can I do” but it is about being part of a collective asking this question 

Advent asks of us  

To seek to find within and around the love and hope the creativity and compassion  

That binds all things together 

That lives deep within ourselves, that we touch in meditation and prayer 

That connection and energy and presence  

That the Ancients named God… 

 


