
Hopeful Unreadiness 

All-Loving, Eternal God, here we are again. 

The beginning of a new year. 

Some of us cannot wait for the new chapter to begin, while many of us are still battling to process the 

disappointments, joys, traumas and triumphs of the previous chapter, begging for time to slow down.  

And so, although we have so much for which to be grateful from the many months that have gone before, 

we perhaps tread cautiously into this time of hushed, and quiet, and expectant waiting that lies ahead. 

This time when we might allow ourselves to step away from those things that consume our days, and to 

see the world with new eyes. Your eyes. Eyes that saw a world being suffocated by oppression and 

exploitation, greed, power and empire. A world that had forgotten to follow your ways and to walk in your 

paths. A world whose knowing of who you truly are had been muddied by the religious superiors. We 

thank you that your fierce love for your world moved you to step down into it, into all its fragility and 

brokenness, and to be a part of it in the most intimate and revealing way through Jesus. Thank you that 

you are a God that is not “up there”, but Emmanuel - here with us. That your sustaining and restoring and 

embracing love cannot ever be distant but is closer to us than we are to ourselves. 

As we enter this Advent season, some with excitement or wild expectancy, many with apprehension, or 

even fear, we listen for your gentle voice calling us again to your heart of love. God of eternal grace, we 

long to enter that love. We long for the courage of a young lowly teenage girl whose answer of yes to your 

call 2000 years ago set in motion your salvation of a world in pain, giving us hope that runs deeper than 

any fear or trepidation. 

Lord God, we may feel unready for this time of preparation for your birth. And yet, we are so desperately 

ready. Ready to receive you anew. Ready to dip our toes into the waters of the unknown. Ready to be 

surprised by your great Mystery. Ready to run your race of Shalom. Ready to take your love and grace into 

your world. 

Here we are again. 

In hopeful, ready unreadiness, we wait expectantly. 

Amen. 
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