Poem for Advent

It is a sunny day, the forecast is for rain.
Our plans are done, and yet the future won’t restrain
Itself, regardless of our hopes or strategies.

There is among us a fatalism that foresees
No hope or prospect in the fallen world’s pain
Only a futile struggle to survive, remain.

Our trust is in the efforts to make change, to please
The constant demand to work harder, not to cease
Or the dark forces will bring chaos to the earth.

From chaos God, of course, gives the creation birth
And brings all matter, light and dark, even life forth
Without our work at all.  So, imagine God’s mirth!

And in that joyful act of making nothing worth
Everything, the dreary earth can find a new advent:
The future rests in God, who longs for our assent.

All things around us sing of that, while we are bent
For reason’s sake, on trusting the visible band,
The audible range alone to display God’s hand.

While at the quantum level particles spin strange
Hymns of homage, praise and love, then imagine change
And in their hopes find everything unfolding still.

We’re strung together in a network of design,
And pulled apart by efforts to express our will:
A tension that distorts and clouds our human kind.

Sin sidles in and God draws back and steps aside
Waiting for a call, and whispering to provide
The opening for hearing our new life: seeing

The universe as unity with us, freeing
Our ears and eyes for this grace, breaking the divide
Giving us space for hope, faith and love to reside.
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