



2002 – A Real Advent




Hark a herald voice is calling


The desert has often been a metaphor for the conditions of sin and separation from God in our lives. Abraham and the Israelites of the Exodus story, John the Baptist and even Christ literally spent time in the desert. We still have a real such desert on the earth in the twenty-first century, where human suffering and the absence of hope is howled out in a tragic drama.




Christ is nigh it seems to say


Desert Storm 1991 left between 300 and 800 tons of depleted Uranium-238 from the anti-tank shells and other munitions on the battlefields of Iraq, Kuwait and Saudi Arabia. In an article (Prairie Messenger, November 27, 2002) Doctor Helen Caldicott points out that this war was, in effect, a nuclear war. The radiation will remain in the area for 4.5 billion years, the half-life of Uranium-238. There has been an increase of six to twelve times in the incidence of childhood leukemia and cancer, and because of the United Nations and United States sanctions, needed antibiotics, chemotherapy drugs and effective radiation machines are not available




Cast away your dreams of darkness


Where do we find help and consolation in the desert of our hearts? Scripture seems like a correct answer, but even St. Jerome, a famous bible scholar, had a terrible struggle finding the meaning of a passage. After weeks of trying to understand the wisdom of one of St. Paul’s letters to the Romans, Jerome became exasperated. He hurled the sacred text across the room and shouted, “Paul, you don’t want to be understood!”




O ye children of the day


Yet we are children of the light, and Advent is a reminder that Christ came to give us “second birth”. We look forward to that eternal promise, some of us more urgently than others do. In the past week I talked to two of my friends, whom I have known for years, who are in a state of advanced cancer. Advent is a reality for them. Another friend I visited today (the day of this writing) has Alzheimer’s and is looking at where he is in life’s struggle. He would like to go back, to experience the family he can no longer recall. He cannot remember being there for his wife when she died. In his more lucid moments he knows that he is in a time of waiting, an Advent.




It is the night of our dear Savior’s birth

Piere Teilhard de Chardin, who tended toward a lonely realism, addressed the need for hope in our lives. Chardin believed in the new world, the new Kingdom promised by Christ. He was once asked, “Suppose we blow up the world with a nuclear bomb, what happens to your vision then?” “That would set things back some millions of years,” he replied, “but this will still come to fruition, not because I say so or because the facts right now indicate that it will, but because God promised it and in the resurrection of Jesus has shown that He is powerful enough to deliver on that promise.”
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