
 

 



During the season of Advent, as we celebrate the birth/incarnation and await the return of 
King Jesus, we are corporately rekindling our Christian hopes and longings. The Bible talks a 
great deal about God’s people longing for redemption, restoration, and reconciliation back to 
God. So the Advent season raises an important question:  What do we really want? 

Like food when we hunger, like drink when we thirst, we enjoy the deepest satisfaction when 
we come to possess at last things for which we’ve truly longed. 

For God’s people at this point in history, the Messiah has already come and paid the full 
penalty of sin on our behalf. He has already conquered death, guaranteeing that we will share 
in His resurrection. And He has ascended to the right hand of God the Father, interceding as 
our faithful High Priest. But although God has been revealed to us fully in Jesus, His 
redemptive plan has not yet been fully consummated. We still 
suffer through the effects of sin in our world, and our only 
hope is in heaven (1 Peter 1). So it is fitting to long for the 
return of Christ. We eagerly anticipate that glorious day when 
all things will be made new (Revelation 21:5).  

But longing is uncomfortable, and we would rather place our 
hope in immediate, finite things than grapple with the tension 
within our longing hearts. Despite the offer of Living Water 
that satisfies eternally, we drink the water of this world, only to 
thirst again (John 4:13-14). But God calls us to live with these 
unfulfilled hopes, precisely because He promises ultimate fulfillment in the end. All the pain 
and suffering and brokenness of this world should stir us up to hope for another world 
(Romans 5:3-5). And this hope will not put us to shame, because it is hope in the living God.  

This Advent, open yourself up to your deepest longings. Confront them. And by the 
sanctifying power of the Holy Spirit, may your ungodly longings be uprooted and exposed and 
replaced with an insatiable appetite for God and His Kingdom. Everything we long for 
promises something, whether it’s a better quality of life, a godly spouse, children, or success. 
But only God can deliver on the full satisfaction He promises. The Advent of Christ 
demonstrates this. 

So may our worship together stir up our longings and cause us all the more to place our hope 
in God’s promise: “The Spirit and the Bride say, ‘Come.’ Let the one who hears say, ‘Come.’ 
And let the one who is thirsty come; let the one who desires take the water of life without 
price” (Revelation 22:17).  

"It’s easier for us to 
kill our hopes than to 
live with unfulfilled 
longings.”  

–– Kevin Twit



December 1 
Jon Bloom:  When the Perfect Comes...  
Read:  Romans 8:18-25  

“...when the perfect comes, the partial will pass away” (1 Corinthians 13:10).  

Another year is passing away. Thank God. Not only for the massive amounts of unquantifiable grace we have 
received from him, but also because we are one year closer to the passing away of this partial age and all of its 
incumbent sorrow and weariness.  

“When the perfect comes.” Those inspired words stir up deep longings for a time we have never known and yet 
desperately want.  

Paul may have been talking about spiritual gifts when he used that phrase in 1 Corinthians 13, but we know 
because of Romans 8 that “the partial” means so much more. Right now even the best things are not what they 
should be. And so much goes so very wrong. In this partial age, our bodies, our loved ones, our careers, our 
creations, our investments, and our plans are all subject to the forces of futility (Romans 8:20). This age is marked 
more by suffering (8:18), longing (8:19), groaning (8:23), and hope (8:24) than by fulfillment.  

So at year’s end, especially if what we feel at its passing is another disappointment, we must remind each other 
that the partial, this age that is all that we’ve ever known, is passing away and the perfect is coming.  

To all you road-weary travelers who have found that the way that leads to life (Matthew 7:14) is harder than you 
ever imagined, the perfect day of rest is coming (Matthew 11:28). To all you who find yourself at the end of this 
year poor in spirit (Matthew 5:3), humbled, desolate, and in desperate need of what only God can provide, the 
perfect day of the all-abundant kingdom is coming. To all you who are mourning the loss of a precious one 
(Matthew 5:4) and finding it hard to press on under the heavy cloak of sorrow, the perfect day of death’s death (1 
Corinthians 15:26) is coming. To all of you who are growing tired in the relentless struggle to hold back the flood 
of unrighteousness, both from within and without, and who long deeply for a time when all is made right 
(Matthew 5:6), the perfect day of your satisfaction is coming. To all of you who have been injured by the 
maliciousness of another and have responded with a tear-filled mercy (Matthew 5:7), the perfect day of 
restoration is coming. To all of you whose soft heart (Matthew 5:8) is tormented over the sin-hardened, sin-
infected world around you, the perfectly pure day is coming when you will see what your soul most longs for. To 
all of you peacemakers who are blessed of God (Matthew 5:9) and yet find this blessed work heartbreaking, 
misunderstood, and under appreciated, the perfect day of reconciliation is coming. To all of you who find 
yourselves in a disorienting darkness that feels unbearable and wonder if God has abandoned you (Psalm 88:14), 
the perfect day is coming when the Light, in whom there is no darkness (1 John 1:5), will shine upon you 
(Numbers 6:25). And to all of you who increasingly love and long for Jesus’ appearing (2 Timothy 4:8), who have 
an inconsolable homesickness for a country far better than any that exists here (Hebrews 11:16), your perfect 
home, a home prepared especially for you (John 14:2), is coming.  

When the perfect comes, the partial will pass away. The promised “soon” (Revelation 22:20) is getting sooner. 
Let us keep encouraging one another with these words (1 Thessalonians 4:18). Let us hold fast to the hope set 
before us (Hebrews 6:18). And let us press on to know the Lord (Hosea 6:3).  

And may the Lord cause these words to come true: next year in Jerusalem!  



December 2 
John Piper:  from Future Grace  
Read:  Jeremiah 2:1-13  

The human heart produces desires as fire produces heat. As surely as the sparks fly upward, the heart 
pumps out desire after desire for a happier future. The condition of the heart is appraised by the kinds 
of desires that hold sway. Or, to put it another way, the state of the heart is shown by the things that 
satisfy its desires. If it is satisfied with mean and ugly things, it is a mean and ugly heart. If it is satisfied 
with God, it is a godly heart. As Henry Skougal put it, "The worth and excellency of a soul is to be 
measured by the object of its desire."  

What is at stake is the praise of the glory of God's grace (Ephesians 1:6), most of which is future, and 
stretches from now to the endless ages of eternity. The glory of this future grace will shine with its 
proper praise and honor only in the mirror of faith. Abraham "grew strong in faith, giving glory to 
God... fully assured that what he had promised, he was able also to perform" (Romans 4:20-21). The 
satisfying dependability of God is glorified when we entrust our future to him. We honor the Christ of 
future grace by putting faith in future grace, and by living in the freedom of love that this faith gives... 
If the heart is satisfied with all that God is for us in Jesus, the power of sin to lure us away from the will 
of Christ is broken, and the beauty of God's path of love is compelling.  

It follows from all this that it is impossible that anyone can pursue happiness with too much passion 
and zeal and intensity. The pursuit is not sin. Sin is pursuing happiness where it cannot be lastingly 
found (Jeremiah 2:12), or pursuing it in the right direction, but with lukewarm, halfhearted affections 
(Revelation 3:16). Virtue, on the other hand, is to do what we do with all our might in pursuit of the 
enjoyment of all that God is for us in Jesus. Therefore the cultivation of spiritual appetite is a great 
duty for all the saints. "Men... ought to indulge those appetites. To obtain as much of those spiritual 
satisfactions as lies in their power" (Jonathan Edwards).  



December 3 
Jared C. Wilson:  To All Who Despair...  
Read:  Revelation 21:1-5  

Someday, Jesus the Redeemer will return to redeem everything. Fully. Completely. Eternally. He’s 
going to come to finish what he started. This life will be redeemed, this earth will be redeemed, these 
very bodies will be redeemed, and so our hopes and dreams and fears and failings will all be 
redeemed as well.  

Revisit the Apocalypse with me (Read Revelation 21:1-5).  

I’m counting on that. I’m “all in” on that. Behold! He is making all things new. And he’s doing it now. 
So whatever you’re going through, whatever you’ve been through, trust that the God who loves you is 
in control and is redeeming your life in and through your circumstances. Trust that the God who loves 
you will sustain you as you seek to live redemptively with and toward others. Trust that the God who 
loves you will not forget you, that he’s crafting beauty out of your darkness, that he’s telling a great 
story in your life, an epic one that places you in a vital role in the story of the body of Christ.  

Your heart, soul, mind, and strength yearn for their redemption. Believe it is coming, deep down in 
your bones, for it is your bones that Jesus is promising to redeem. Believe it not as inspirational but as 
factual. I’m reminded of something Thomas Schmidt writes in his wonderful little book A Scandalous 
Beauty. Throughout several short meditations on the cross of Christ, Schmidt crafts brilliant and 
penetrating images of the gospel, none as penetrating as when he reflects on the loss of his young 
daughter, Susanna. In the conclusion of his book, in the postscript to his collection of redemptive 
stories, Schmidt reflects on Revelation’s promise of a new heavens and a new earth:  

It matters to me that this is true, not merely interesting, not merely comforting. The chaos of this life, 
the flood waters, have closed over my head. Yet I choose against despair. I believe that death will one 
day die, that the love of God will prevail. In the meantime, even if the rest of my path lies in shadow, I 
will follow the Lamb in trust and in hope — until I see Susanna again. It may be that faith is no more 
and no less a choice between the words “it may be so” and “I will live as if it is so.”  

Not far from my apartment, on a bluff overlooking the heaving sea, there is a marker on a new grave 
that bears the name of my only child and the following inscription:  

With joy still deeper than pain Gently flows the River  
Where we shall meet again.  

That is sentiment born of conviction, of hope in things unseen.  

And my hope is that you can share it. My hope is that somehow in the storms of your life, even if you 
— or someone you love — are at the brink of death, you are seeing the light of redemption in the Son 
of God who died to redeem life and who rose to conquer death.  

Whatever you’re doing, wherever you are, trust that the former things are passing away. Jesus the 
Redeemer is making all things new.  



December 4 
C.S. Lewis:  The Pilgrim’s Regress  
Read:  Ecclesiastes 3:9-13  

Lust can be gratified. Another personality can become to us 'our America, our New-found- land'. A 
happy marriage can be achieved. But what has any of the three, or any mixture of the three, to do with 
that unnameable something, desire for which pierces us like a rapier at the smell of a bonfire, the 
sound of wild ducks flying overhead, the title of The Well at the World's End, the opening lines of 
Kubla Khan, the morning cobwebs in late summer, or the noise of falling waves?  

It appeared to me therefore that if a man diligently followed this desire, pursuing the false objects until 
their falsity appeared and then resolutely abandoning them, he must come out at last into the clear 
knowledge that the human soul was made to enjoy some object that is never fully given – nay, cannot 
even be imagined as given – in our present mode of subjective and spatio-temporal experience. This 
Desire was, in the soul, as the Siege Perilous in Arthur’s castle – the chair in which only one could sit. 
And if nature makes nothing in vain, the One who can sit in this chair must exist. I knew only too well 
how easily the longing accepts false objects and through what dark ways the pursuit of them leads us: 
but I also saw that Desire itself contains the corrective of all these errors. The only fatal error was to 
pretend that you had passed from desire to fruition, when, in reality, you had found either nothing, or 
desire itself, or the satisfaction of some different desire.  

From a letter written November 5, 1954:  

All joy (as distinct from mere pleasure, still more amusement) emphasizes our pilgrim status; always 
reminds, beckons, awakens desire. Our best havings are wantings.  



December 5 
Timothy Stoner:  Longing for the Untamable God  
Read:  Psalm 27  

David described his ultimate passion and his singular motivation as living in the house of the Lord all 
the days of his life, enjoying the sweetness of Yahweh and consulting Him in His Temple (Psalm 27:4). 
The Psalmist tells us that he longs for God as a deer pants for the brooks of water in summertime.  

Longing is another word for hunger. We live to satisfy our hunger. So we draw near to Him in prayer, in 
worship (corporate and private), in sacrament, in repentance, confession and submission. He is our 
highest good and our highest priority (our relationship with Him takes precedence). We feed on Him 
and ask to be made hungry for more.  

We seek to live a life of prayer—which is very hard (we seek to live life in a conscious and purposeful 
awareness of His presence). We make choices to cultivate, not dull, or bend, or satisfy our hunger for 
Him improvidently. We tune our senses to be alert to His real presence in what He has made (creatures 
and creation). We cultivate eyes that see Him and ears that hear Him and hands that feel Him all 
around us.  

We deny our fleshly appetites that tend to quench or divert our hunger for (and sensitivity for) what is 
Real and True and Beautiful. We live a life of repentance and humility, like little children we run to our 
Father, even when (especially when) we sin and disobey.  

We make it our goal to make our Father look good. We brag about Him, who He is, what He has done 
and is doing. We earnestly desire that everyone love Jesus, the Savior and Lord we love, that all might 
serve Him, follow Him, acknowledge His beauty and goodness and extravagant, sacrificial love.  

We seek in all things to live doxalogically: that He receive the maximum honor, praise and glory 
possible. What we long for is a world that is filled with white-hot worship of the One who alone is 
worthy. Our eyes are not fixed down, but up. We look forward even as we live in the present, because 
we know that His ultimate goal is to restore and reconcile all things to Himself, and we want to 
collaborate with Him even now in the interim between the already of the kingdom of God and the not 
yet.  



December 6 
Valley of Vision:  Devotion  
Read:  Psalm 16  

God of my end,  

It is my greatest, noblest pleasure  
to be acquainted with thee 
and with my rational, immortal soul;  

It is sweet and entertaining  
to look into my being 
when all my powers and passions 
are united and engaged in pursuit of thee,  
when my soul longs and passionately breathes  
after conformity to thee 
and the full enjoyment of thee;  
No hours pass away with so much pleasure  
as those spent in communion with thee  
and with my heart.  

O how desirable, how profitable to the Christian life  
is a spirit of holy watchfulness 
and godly jealousy over myself, 
when my soul is afraid of nothing  
except grieving and offending thee,  
the blessed God, my Father and friend,  
whom I then love and long to please,  
rather than be happy in myself!  

Knowing, as I do, that this is the pious temper,  
worthy of the highest ambition, and closest  
pursuit of intelligent creatures  
and holy Christians,  
may my joy derive from glorifying and delighting thee.  

I long to fill all my time for thee,  
whether at home or in the way; 
to place all my concerns in thy hands; to be entirely at thy disposal, 
having no will or interest of my own.  

Help me to live to thee forever and ever,  
to make thee my last and only end,  
so that I may never more in one instance  
love my sinful self.  



December 7 
Job 23:  Where is God?  

Then Job answered and said:  

“Today also my complaint is bitter;  
my hand is heavy on account of my groaning.  
Oh, that I knew where I might find him,  
that I might come even to his seat!  
I would lay my case before him  
and fill my mouth with arguments.  
I would know what he would answer me  
and understand what he would say to me.  
Would he contend with me in the greatness of his power?  
No; he would pay attention to me.  
There an upright man could argue with him,  
and I would be acquitted forever by my judge.  

“Behold, I go forward, but he is not there,  
and backward, but I do not perceive him;  
on the left hand when he is working, I do not behold him;  
he turns to the right hand, but I do not see him.  
But he knows the way that I take;  
when he has tried me, I shall come out as gold.  
My foot has held fast to his steps;  
I have kept his way and have not turned aside.  
I have not departed from the commandment of his lips;  
I have treasured the words of his mouth more than my portion of food.  
But he is unchangeable, and who can turn him back? What he desires, that he does.  
For he will complete what he appoints for me, and many such things are in his mind.  
Therefore I am terrified at his presence; when I consider, I am in dread of him.  
God has made my heart faint; the Almighty has terrified me;  
yet I am not silenced because of the darkness,  
nor because thick darkness covers my face.  



December 8 
Paul David Tripp:  Already, Not Yet  
Read:  Psalm 51  

Psalm 51 lives right in the middle of the "already" and the "not yet." Why is that worth observing? 
Because that's exactly where you and I live as well. We live right in the middle of God's great 
redemptive story, that's what the already and the not yet is about. If you're going to live right and well, 
you need to understand where you're living.  

Here's where you and I are, in the great story of redemption. Already the "mercy," "unfailing love," 
and "great compassion" that David cried out for have been provided for us in Christ. The ultimate 
sacrifice of forgiveness that David's prayer looked forward to has been provided by the blood of Jesus 
that was spilt for us on the cross. God harnessed the forces of nature and controlled the detailed 
events of human history in order to bring his Messiah Son to earth at just the right time and place to 
provide for you and me the one thing we desperately need and cannot provide for ourselves; 
forgiveness.  

Already the Holy Spirit, for whom David prayed, has been given to you and to me. It's almost beyond 
the limits of our rationality to consider that that Holy Spirit actually lives inside of us teaching, 
correcting, convicting, and empowering us every day.  

Already, God's great book of wisdom, grace and warning - the Bible, has been given. When David 
talks about teaching sinners God's way, he looks forward to the gift of the Word, God's ultimate tool of 
instruction. We live every day with the Word in our hands, celebrating the wisdom that it gives us that 
we would have no other way.  

So, as we celebrate the already, we need to be very aware of the not yet. This world is still a terribly 
broken place, not yet restored to what it was created to be. There's never a day when we are not 
touched with its brokenness in some way.  

Sin that has wreaked such havoc on each one of us has not yet been finally and totally defeated. The 
sin that still remains in us, continues to affect everything we desire, think, do, and say. Even in our 
moments of best attention it's right there with us subverting our desires, capturing our thoughts, and 
distorting our behavior.  

The devil, who is the enemy of all that is good, right, and true, hasn't yet been finally destroyed. He 
still lurks about with deceit in his eyes, destruction in his hands, and trickery in his heart.  

So, we live with celebration and anticipation. We celebrate the amazing gifts of grace that we've 
already been given, while we anticipate the end of the struggles that will face us until the final chapter 
of the great story of redemption comes. We do live in the in-between. We do live in the hardships of a 
world that teeters between the beginning and the end. But we don't need to be discouraged and we 
don't need to fear, because the end of all those struggles has already been written and so we're 
guaranteed that the things that are not yet will someday be.  



December 9 
C.H. Spurgeon:  Morning and Evening  
Read:  Colossians 1:3-14  

"The hope which is laid up for you in heaven" Colossians 1:5  

Our hope in Christ for the future is the mainspring and the mainstay of our joy here. It will animate our 
hearts to think often of heaven, for all that we can desire is promised there. Here we are weary and 
toilworn, but yonder is the land of rest where the sweat of labour shall no more bedew the worker's 
brow, and fatigue shall be for ever banished. To those who are weary and spent, the word 'rest' is full 
of heaven. We are always in the field of battle; we are so tempted within, and so molested by foes 
without, that we have little or no peace; but in heaven we shall enjoy the victory, when the banner shall 
be waved aloft in triumph, and the sword shall be sheathed, and we shall hear out Captain say, 'Well 
done, good and faithful servant'. We have suffered bereavement after bereavement, but we are going 
to the land of the immortal where graves are unknown things. Here sin is a constant grief to us, but 
there we shall be perfectly holy, for there shall by no means enter into the kingdom anything which 
defileth. Hemlock springs not up in the furrows of celestial fields. Oh! is it not joy, that you are not to 
be in banishment for ever, that you are not to dwell eternally in this wilderness, but shall soon inherit 
Canaan? Nevertheless let it never be said of us, that we are dreaming about the future and forgetting 
the present, let the future sanctify the present to highest uses. Through the Spirit of God the hope of 
heaven is the potent force for the product of virtue; it is a fountain of joyous effort, it is the cornerstone 
of cheerful holiness. The man who has tho shop in Him goes about his work with vigor, for the joy of 
the Lord is his strength. He fights against temptation with ardor, for the hope of the next world repels 
the fiery darts of the adversary. He can labour without present reward, for he looks for a reward in the 
world to come.  



December 10  
Saint Augustine:  Longing is Prayer  
Read:  Psalm 36  

‘Lord all my longing is known to thee' (Psalm 36: 9). It is not known to men, who are incapable of 
seeing the heart, but to thee is all my longing known. Let your longing be known to God, 'and your 
Father who sees in secret will reward you' (Matthew.6:6). There is your prayer, in your longing, and if 
your longing is continual, so also is your prayer. And so, it is not in vain that the Apostle says to us: 
'Pray constantly' (1 Thessalonians 5:17).  

But shall we always have bended knees, prostrated bodies and uplifted hands, because Saint Paul says 
to us: 'Pray constantly'? If that is what we mean by prayer, I do not think that we shall be able to 
engage in it without interruption. There is another prayer, interior and uninterrupted: our longing. 
Whatever you may be doing, if you long for the peace of heaven, you never cease to pray. That is why, 
if you do not wish to cease from praying, you do not cease from longing. Your constant longing will be 
like an uninterrupted appeal. And if you cease to love, you will become dumb. Who are they, the 
dumb? Those of whom it is said: 'Because wickedness is multiplied, most men's love will grow cold 
(Matthew 24:12). Dumbness of heart is love grown cold; the cry of the heart is love on fire. If your love 
remains, you cry out unceasingly; if you cry out unceasingly, your longing never ceases; if you long, 
you remember the peace of heaven, and it is important that you should understand to whom it is that 
the sighing of your hearts goes up.  

'All my longing is known to thee'. And if the longing is known to the Lord, is not the sighing known 
too? It must be, because sighing is nothing but the expression of longing. And so the psalmist 
continues: 'And my sighing is not hidden from thee'. It is not hidden from God, but it is hidden from 
the mass of mankind. Thus it is that we sometimes hear a humble servant of God exclaim: 'My sighing 
is not hidden from thee', even while that servant of God looks thoroughly cheerful. Would longing for 
that reason be dead in his heart? Longing is there, and sighing as well. Even if it does not reach the 
ears of men, it is never far from the ear of God.  



December 11  
Valley of Vision:  Longings After God  
Read:  Psalm 119:9-40  

My dear Lord,  

I can but tell thee that thou knowest  
I long for nothing but thyself,  
nothing but holiness,  
nothing but unison with thy will. 
  
Thou hast given me these desires,  
and thou alone canst give me the thing desired.  
My soul longs for communion with thee,  
for mortification of indwelling corruption,  
especially spiritual pride. How precious is it  
to have a tender sense and clear apprehension  
of the mystery of godliness, 
of true holiness!  

What a blessedness to be like thee  
as much as it is possible for a creature  
to be like its Creator! 

Lord, give me more of thy likeness; 
Enlarge my soul to contain fullness of holiness; 
Engage me to live more for thee.  

Help me to be less pleased with my spiritual experiences,  
and when I feel at ease after sweet communings,  
teach me it is far too little I know and do. Blessed Lord,  
let me climb up near to thee,  
and love, and long, and plead, and wrestle with thee,  
and pant for deliverance from the body of sin,  
for my heart is wandering and lifeless,  
and my soul mourns to think it should ever  
lose sight of its Beloved.  

Wrap my life in divine love,  
and keep me ever desiring thee,  
always humble and resigned to thy will,  
more fixed on thyself,  
that I may be more fitted for doing and suffering.  



December 12 
Isaac Watts:  A Gospel Invitation  
Read:  Isaiah 25  

Let every mortal ear attend, 
And every heart rejoice, 
The trumpet of the gospel sounds  
With an inviting voice.  

Ho, all ye hungry starving souls,  
That feed upon the wind,  
And vainly strive with earthly toys  
To fill an empty mind,  

Eternal wisdom has prepar’d  
A soul reviving feast,  
And bids your longing appetites  
The rich provision taste.  

Ho, ye that pant for living streams,  
And pine away and die, 
Here you may quench your raging thirst  
With springs that never dry.  

Rivers of love and mercy here  
In a rich ocean join;  
Salvation in abundance flows,  
Like floods of milk and wine.  

Ye perishing and naked poor,  
Who work with mighty pain  
To weave a garment of your own  
That will not hide your sin,  

Come naked, and adorn your souls  
In robes prepar’d by God,  
Wrought by the labours of his Son,  
And dy’d in his own blood.  

Dear God, the treasures of thy love  
Are everlasting mines, 
Deep as our helpless miseries are,  
And boundless as our sins.  

The happy gates of gospel grace  
Stand open night and day,  
Lord, we are come to seek supplies,  
And drive our wants away. 

  



December 13  
Scotty Smith:  A Prayer of Longing for Deeper Intimacy with Jesus  
Read:  Philippians 3:12-21  

Dear Lord Jesus,  

I don’t know how old Paul was when he was when he wrote these remarkable words—maybe in his 
sixties or seventies—but it’s obvious, that with an increase in age came an increase in gospel 
astonishment. He never grew bored exploring the unsearchable riches of Jesus; and he never seemed 
to tire of wrestling with the kingdom implications of the gospel—for the world in which you placed 
him, and for the heart that beat within his breast.  

Jesus, make me that kind of man. Give me this kind of passion, joy and maturity in the gospel. I’m 
thankful that it’s your grasp of me, and not my grasp of you, that defines this way of life; for sometimes 
I lift my hands in awe and gratitude for the way you love me. Sometimes I shake my fists at heaven like 
a pouting, demanding child. Sometimes I wring my hands in anxious unbelief, like a hapless orphan or 
spoiled toddler. But I live, and I will die, secure in your palms—confident that I am written upon your 
heart—beloved and betrothed to you.  

Lord Jesus, I praise you that, as with Paul, you’ve given me a prize to win, not a wage to earn. Your 
finished work forever finished any notion of performance-based spirituality. I never earned my way into 
a relationship with you, and I don’t maintain a relationship with you by my striving, earnestness or 
works either. But as the gospel is the end of earning, it’s not the end of effort; so intensify my zeal for 
laying hold of that free and glorious prize in front of me—the fullness of life in the new heaven and 
new earth...  

So what do I want for the rest of my days, Jesus? I cannot say it any better than Paul, Lord: I want to 
know you better and better and better—more intimately than ever (Philippians 3:10-11). This is the 
one thing I want, more than anything else, because it effects everything else. Renew and refresh, 
deepen and expand, stretch and broaden my relationship with you.  

And I want to experience more of the power of your resurrection—power to know more of your love 
(Ephesians 3:14-21); power to love others as you love us (John 13:34-35); power to live in your story, to 
your glory with the joy you alone can give.  

And I want to enter more fully into the fellowship of sharing in your sufferings—living with the birth 
pangs of new-creation life in this broken world—a world which groans for its release from the bondage 
to decay, a release that is sure to come (Romans 8:18-25). I am so thankful to know that our labors in 
you are not in vain, Lord Jesus (1 Corinthians 15:58).  

This is what I long for the gospel to effect in my heart. Help me to have way done with lesser things 
and be more taken up with the things which matter most to your heart. So very Amen I pray, in your 
most glorious and loving name.  



December 14  
C.S. Lewis:  Weight of Glory  
Read:  Philippians 3:12-21  

If there lurks in most modern minds the notion that to desire our own good and earnestly to hope for 
the enjoyment of it is a bad thing, I submit that this notion has crept in from Kant and the Stoics and is 
no part of the Christian faith. Indeed, if we consider the unblushing promises of reward and the 
staggering nature of the rewards promised in the Gospels, it would seem that Our Lord finds our 
desires, not too strong, but too weak. We are half-hearted creatures, fooling about with drink and sex 
and ambition when infinite joy is offered us, like an ignorant child who wants to go on making mud 
pies in a slum because he cannot imagine what is meant by the offer of a holiday at the sea. We are far 
too easily pleased...  

In speaking of this desire for our own far off country, which we find in ourselves even now, I feel a 
certain shyness. I am almost committing an indecency. I am trying to rip open the inconsolable secret 
in each one of you—the secret which hurts so much that you take your revenge on it by calling it 
names like Nostalgia and Romanticism and Adolescence; the secret also which pierces with such 
sweetness that when, in very intimate conversation, the mention of it becomes imminent, we grow 
awkward and affect to laugh at ourselves; the secret we cannot hide and cannot tell, though we desire 
to do both. We cannot tell it because it is a desire for something that has never actually appeared in 
our experience. We cannot hide it because our experience is constantly suggesting it...  

The books or the music in which we thought the beauty was located will betray us if we trust to them; 
it was not in them, it only came through them, and what came through them was longing. These things
—the beauty, the memory of our own past—are good images of what we really desire; but if they are 
mistaken for the thing itself they turn into dumb idols, breaking the hearts of their worshippers. For 
they are not the thing itself; they are only the scent of a flower we have not found, the echo of a tune 
we have not heard, news from a country we have never yet visited...  

We remain conscious of a desire which no natural happiness will satisfy... Beauty has smiled, but not to 
welcome us; her face was turned in our direction, but not to see us. We have not been accepted, 
welcomed, or taken into the dance...  

We should hardly dare to ask that any notice be taken of ourselves. But we pine. The sense that in this 
universe we are treated as strangers, the longing to be acknowledged, to meet with some response, 
to bridge some chasm that yawns between us and reality, is part of our inconsolable secret. And surely, 
from this point of view, the promise of glory, in the sense described, becomes highly relevant to our 
deep desire. For glory meant good report with God, acceptance by God, response, acknowledgment, 
and welcome into the heart of things. The door on which we have been knocking all our lives will open 
at last.  



December 15  
John Calvin:  Institutes of the Christian Religion  
Read:  Romans 7:4-25  

Now whatever is taken away from the perverse love of this life ought to be added to the desire for a 
better one.  

Let the aim of believers in judging mortal life, then, be that while they understand it to be of itself 
nothing but misery, they may with greater eagerness and dispatch betake themselves wholly to 
meditate upon that eternal life to come. When it comes to a comparison with the life to come, the 
present life can not only be safely neglected but, compared to the former, must be utterly despised 
and loathed. For, if heaven is our homeland, what else is the earth but our place of exile? If departure 
from the world is entry into life, what else is the world but a sepulcher? And what else is it for us to 
remain in life but to be immersed in death? If to be freed from the body is to be released into perfect 
freedom, what else is the body but a prison? If to enjoy the presence of God is the summit of 
happiness, is not to be without this, miser? But until we leave the world "we are away from the 
Lord" (2 Corinthians 5:6). Therefore, if the earthly life be compared with the heavenly, it is doubtless to 
be at once despised and trampled under foot. Of course it is never to be hated except in so far as it 
holds us subject to sin; although not even hatred of that condition may ever properly be turned 
against life itself. In any case, it is still fitting for us to be so affected either by weariness or hatred of it 
that, desiring its end, we may also be prepared to abide in it at the Lord's pleasure, so that our 
weariness may be far from all murmuring and impatience. For it is like a sentry post at which the Lord 
has posted us, which we must hold until he recalls us. Paul, indeed, held too long in the bonds of the 
body, laments his lot and sighs with fervent desire for redemption (Romans 7:24). Nonetheless, that he 
may obey God's command he professes himself ready for either (Philippians 1:23-24). For he 
acknowledges that he owes it to God to glorify his name whether through death or through life 
(Romans 14:8). But it is for God to determine what best conduces to his glory. Therefore, if it befits us 
to live and die to the Lord, let us leave to his decision the hour of our death and life, but in such a way 
that we may both burn with the zeal for death and be constant in meditation. But in comparison with 
the immortality to come, let us despise this life and long to renounce it, on account of bondage of sin, 
whenever it shall please the Lord.  



December 16  
Peter Leithart:  Christmas Light 
Read:  John 1:1-18  

“In the Word was life, and the life was the light of men. And the light shines in the darkness.” Thus 
John describes the incarnation of the Son. He comes as the living and life-giving light of the world. 

That’s good news. In the beginning, God spoke and light shone into the darkness, and unending light 
is the image of eternal life in the book of Revelation. Between these endpoints, Jesus is the dawn of a 
new day, the beginning of new life for the world. 

Still:  Light is also threatening. 

Because light dispels darkness, it exposes us who are covered in darkness. And when we are exposed, 
we are ashamed. 

Throughout the Old Testament, the God who is light dwelt in Israel, but His light was hidden away 
behind tent curtains. God’s light was set on a lampstand, but it was hidden under a bushel. 

With the incarnation, the hidden God of Light comes out of hiding, and the proud and the self-
protective scuttle for cover. Once upon a time, God winked at ignorance and sin. No longer. The new 
covenant doesn’t soften the demand for repentance but intensifies it. 

The first advent is in Genesis 3, when Yahweh comes in the Spirit of the day calling for Adam and 
confronting his sin. Since then, every time the Lord of light comes, it means exposure, shame, 
judgment. Every time the light comes, we are tempted to reach for the fig leaves. 

During this Advent season, resist that temptation. Don’t blame others for your sins. Don’t try to cover 
up your sins. Don’t turn from the light but towards it. Ask God to shine the light of Jesus into your 
darkness to overcome the darkness. Because the light is life, even when it feels like death. 



December 17  
Francis Schaeffer:  Death in the City  
Read:  Lamentations 1:1-11  

All [Jerusalem's] people groan as they search for bread; they trade their treasures for food to revive 
their strength. Lamentations 1:11  

Today most men in America are not physically starving. In fact most Americans are suffocating in the 
stench of a completely affluent society. But, no matter what their philosophical and intellectual system 
is, men, being made in the image of God, have human hungers that need to be satisfied. To some the 
major need is intellectual; they must have answers. So they look into existential philosophy and 
linguistic analysis. But there is no final answer there. Other people have a deep longing for beauty. So 
they try to produce beauty out of their own fallenness and self-expression of fallenness. But the final 
answer and true comfort are not there.  

A hunger for beauty. A hunger for answers. Still other men are hungry for moral realities. Many modern 
sociologists for example are troubled by the lack of firm basis for moral and social form. How is man to 
find firm categories to distinguish social good from social evil? They try relativism, the concept of 
social contract, and various types of totalitarianism, and comfort slips through their fingers.  

And many men are hungry for love, for God has made man to love. So our generation has turned to 
sex as a fulfillment of the need for love in the human heart. It doesn't work. I have known couples who 
have talked half through the night and for many nights. What for? Because being consistent in their 
non-Christian, post-Christian world, they were seeking some kind of human relationship in trying to 
find just one sentence that they could say and could exhaust together to begin to have meaningful 
human contact. But being finite they failed. So man cries out, "I am starving."  

...  

As the Jews of Jeremiah's day were hungry for bread and had no comforter, our post- Christian world 
is hungry in state and society and in the individual longings of the heart, for it too has turned in our 
own day from the only sufficient Comforter.  

Therefore, if we are going to understand anything about reformation, revival, and real constructive 
revolution in our own hearts and in the evangelical church, if we are going to start thinking about it 
and praying for it, we must be realistic. The place to begin is to understand that you and I live in a 
post-Christian world. Because man has turned from God, there are hungers on every side...  



December 18  
Paul David Tripp:  Whiter Than Snow  
Read:  Psalm 51  

Deliver me from blood guiltiness, O God, O God of my Salvation.  
–– Psalm 51:14 

  
It is dramatic anticipation at its finest. It is the best of foreshadowing. Every line drips with the drama 
of the necessity of what's to come. It's one of those moments when it's very clear that the present 
makes no sense without the future. If you know your Bible at all, you can't read Psalm 51 without 
feeling it. If this Psalm has no future, then it's cries are the vain screams of the tormented heart of a 
desperate man and little more. David's entire hope in the present is tied to an event in the future. No 
future, no hope. Welcome to the story of redemption.  

You see, David's sin, Nathan's confrontation, and the resultant conviction and confession are a mini-
chapter in the grand, origin-to-destiny story of redemption. David's prayer for forgiveness cries for 
more than a God who's willing to forgive. David's plea reaches out for an actual means of forgiveness. 
You may say, "There was one. God had instituted a system of sacrifices for the atonement of sin." But 
the sacrificial system clearly was not enough. There was one dead give-away; everyday the offerings 
had to be made over and over and over again. The repetition of the sacrifices was necessary because 
the blood of bulls and goats couldn't atone for sin. The whole system of sacrifice itself looked forward 
to the offering of the ultimate sacrifice that would finally and completely satisfy God's' holy justice and 
anger, resulting in no further need for sacrifice.  

David didn't fully understand it, but the cries he prayed and penned in Psalm 51 were a cry for the final 
Lamb, the Lord Jesus Christ. This is the drama of this Psalm. In acknowledging the power and 
pervasiveness of his sin, David isn't only reaching out for full and complete forgiveness, but for 
deliverance as well, the kind of deliverance that can only be found in the spilt blood of the promised 
Messiah, who would someday hang willingly on the hill of Calvary. Psalm 51 is a hymn of longing. 
Psalm 51 longs for Jesus.  

As David prayed for mercy, unfailing love, and great compassion powerful enough to wash away 
transgression and create purity of heart, he wasn't praying for a thing, no he was praying for a Person. 
Jesus is the mercy for which David prays. Jesus is the unfailing love that is his hope. Jesus is the 
compassion for which he cries. Yet, David can pray with confidence because the decision had been 
made. The end of the story had already been written by a sovereign, Savior God. Jesus would come at 
the precisely planned time. His whole life would march toward that dramatic moment when he would 
in agony cry out to his Father, "It is finished!" "Father I have done what you sent me to do. I have 
offered myself as the final sacrifice. Redemption is accomplished."  

Every time you acknowledge your sin, you long for Jesus too. But you're not longing for the final 
sacrifice, because it's been made. No, you and I long for the final deliverance. We long for that 
moment when we'll be taken to the place where sin will be no more. We long to see Jesus, to be with 
him, and to be like him. Isn't it comforting to know that that final deliverance has been written into the 
story as well? It is our guaranteed future. And so we long with hope.  



December 19  
Jonathan Edwards:  Heaven, a World of Love  
Read:  Revelation 21:1-6, 22-27  

Heaven itself, the place of habitation, is a garden of pleasures, a heavenly paradise, fitted in all 
respects for an abode of heavenly love; a place where they may have sweet society and perfect 
enjoyment of each other’s love. None are unsocial or distant from each other. The petty distinctions of 
this world do not draw lines in the society of heaven, but all meet in the equality of holiness and of 
holy love.  

All things in heaven do also remarkably show forth the beauty and loveliness of God and Christ, and 
have the brightness and sweetness of divine love upon them. The very light that shines in and fills that 
world, is the light of love, for it is the shining of the glory of the Lamb of God, that most wonderful 
influence of lamb-like meekness and love that fills the heavenly Jerusalem with light. “The city had no 
need of the sun, neither of the moon, to shine in it; for the glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb is 
the light thereof” (Revelation 21:23).  

The inhabitants of heaven shall know that they shall forever be continued in the perfect enjoyment of 
each other’s love. They shall know that God and Christ shall be forever with them as their God and 
portion, and that his love shall be continued and fully manifested forever, and that all their beloved 
fellow-saints shall forever live with them in glory, and shall forever keep up the same love in their 
hearts which they now have. And they shall know that they themselves shall ever live to love God, and 
love the saints, and to enjoy their love in all its fulness and sweetness forever. They shall be in no fear 
of any end to this happiness, or of any abatement from its fulness and blessedness, or that they shall 
ever be weary of its exercises and expressions, or cloyed with its enjoyments, or that the beloved 
objects shall ever grow old or disagreeable, so that their love shall at last die away. All in heaven shall 
flourish in immortal youth and freshness. Age will not there diminish anyone’s beauty or vigor; and 
their love shall abide in everyone’s heart, as a living spring perpetually springing up in the soul, or as a 
flame that never dies away. And the holy pleasure of this love shall be as a river that is forever flowing 
clear and full, and increasing continually. The heavenly paradise of love shall always be kept as in a 
perpetual spring, without autumn or winter, where no frosts shall blight, or leaves decay and fall, but 
where every plant shall be in perpetual freshness, and bloom, and fragrance, and beauty, always 
springing forth, and always blossoming, and always bearing fruit. The leaf of the righteous shall not 
wither (Psalm 1:3). And in the midst of the streets of heaven, and on either side of the river, grows the 
tree of life, which bears twelve manner of fruits, and yields her fruit every month (Revelation 22:2). 
Everything in the heavenly world shall contribute to the joy of the saints, and every joy of heaven shall 
be eternal. No night shall settle down with its darkness upon the brightness of their everlasting day.  

If heaven be such a blessed world, then let it be our chosen country, and the inheritance that we look 
for and seek. Let us turn our course this way, and press on to its possession. It is not impossible but 
that this glorious world may be obtained by us. It is offered to us. Though it be so excellent and 
blessed a country, yet God stands ready to give us an inheritance there, if it be but the country that we 
desire, and will choose, and diligently seek. God gives us our choice.  



December 20  
Saint Augustine:  Yearning Makes the Heart Deep  
Read:  Psalm 84  

[Augustine] realized that he was doomed to remain incomplete in his present existence, that what he 
wished for most ardently would never be more than a hope, postponed to a final resolution of all 
tensions, far beyond this life. Anyone who thought otherwise, he felt, was either morally obtuse or 
doctrinaire. All a man could do was to 'yearn' for this absent perfection, to feel its loss intensely, to 
pine for it. Desiderium sinus cordis: It is yearning that makes the heart deep. This marks the end of a 
long-established classical ideal of perfection: Augustine would never achieve the concentrated 
tranquility of the supermen that still gaze out at us from some mosaics in Christian churches and from 
the statues of pagan sages. If to be a 'Romantic,' means to be a man acutely aware of being caught in 
an existence that denies him the fullness for which he craves, to feel that he is defined by his tension 
towards something else, by his capacity for faith, for hope, for longing, to think of himself as a 
wanderer seeking a country that is always distant, but made ever-present to him by the quality of the 
love that 'groans' for it, then Augustine has imperceptibly become a 'Romantic': and the Confessions 
which he wrote soon after, when he was the Catholic bishop of Hippo, will be a monumental statement 
of that most rare mood:  

"Let me leave them outside, breathing into the dust, and filling their eyes with earth, and let me enter 
into my chamber and sing my songs of love to Thee, groaning with inexpressible groaning in my 
distant wandering, and remembering Jerusalem with my heart stretching upwards in longing for it: 
Jerusalem my Fatherland, Jerusalem who is my mother..."  



December 21  
Valley of Vision:  To Be Fit for God  
Read:  1 Timothy 4:7-10  

Thou Maker and Sustainer of all things, 
  
Day and night are thine,  
heaven and earth declare thy glory;  

But I, a creature of thy power and bounty,  
have sinned against thee by resisting the 
dictates of conscience,  
the demands of thy law,  
the calls of thy gospel;  
yet I live under the dispensation of a given 
hope.  

Deliver me from worldly dispositions,  
for I am born from above and bound for glory.  

May I view and long after holiness  
as the beauty and dignity of the soul.  

Let me never slumber, never lose my assurance,  
never fail to wear armor when passing through 
enemy land.  

Fit me for every scene and circumstance;  
Stay my mind upon thee and turn my trials into 
blessings,  
that they may draw out my gratitude and praise  
as I see their design and effects. 

Render my obedience to thy will holy, natural, 
and delightful.  
Rectify all my principles by clear, consistent,  
and influential views of divine truth. 
 
Let me never undervalue or neglect any part of 
thy revealed will.  
May I duly regard the doctrine and practice of 
the gospel,  
prizing its commands as well as its promises. 
 
Sanctify me in every relation, office,  
transaction, and condition of life,  
that is I prosper I may not be unduly exalted,  
if I suffer I may not be over-sorrowful.  

Balance my mind in all varying circumstances  
and help me to cultivate a disposition  
that renders ever duty a spiritual privilege.  
Thus may I be content,  
be a glory to thee  
and an example to others.  



December 22  
Timothy Keller:  Prodigal God  
Read:  Luke 15:11-32  

In Jesus's parable the younger brother goes off into a distant country expecting a better life but is 
disappointed. He begins to long for home, remembering the food in his father's house. So do we all...  

The strong feelings that surround [home] reveal some deep longing within us for a place that 
absolutely fits and suits us, where we can be, or perhaps find, our true selves. Yet it seems that no real 
place or actual family ever satisfies these yearnings, though many situations arouse them...  

Many of the people in my church have shared with me how disappointing Christmas and Thanksgiving 
are to them. They prepare for holidays hoping that, finally, this year, the gathering of the family at that 
important place will deliver the experience of warmth, joy, comfort, and love that they want from it. 
But these events almost always fail, crushed under the weight of our impossible expectations...  

Our life-long nostalgia, our longing to be reunited with something in the universe from which we feel 
cut off, to be on the inside of some door which we have always seen from the outside, is no mere 
neurotic fancy, but the truest index of our real situation.  

There seems to be a sense, then, in which we are all like the younger brother. We are all exiles, always 
longing for home. We are always traveling, never arriving. The houses and families we actually inhabit 
are only inns along the way, but they aren't home. Home continues to evade us...  

We were created to live in the garden of God. That was the world we were built for, a place in which 
there was no parting from love, no decay or disease. It was all these things because it was life before 
the face of God, in his presence. There we were to adore and serve his infinite majesty, and to know, 
enjoy, and reflect his infinite beauty. That was our original home, the true country we were made for.  

However, the Bible teaches that, as in Jesus's parable, God was the "father" of that home and we 
chafed under his authority. We wanted to live without God's interference, and so we turned away, and 
became alienated from him, and lost our home for the same reason the younger brother lost his. The 
result was exile.  

The Bible says that we have been wandering as spiritual exiles ever since. That is, we have been living 
in a world that no longer fits our deepest longings. Though we long for bodies that "run and are not 
weary," we have become subject to disease, aging, and death. Though we need love that lasts, all our 
relationships are subject to the inevitable entropy of all time, and they crumble in our hands. Even 
people who stay true to us die and leave us, or we die and leave them. Though we long to make a 
difference in the world through our work, we experience endless frustration. We never fully realize our 
hopes and dreams. We may work hard to re-create the home that we have lost, but, says the Bible, it 
only exists in the presence of the heavenly father from which we have fled...  

The message of the Bible is that the human race is a band of exiles trying to come home. The parable 
of the prodigal son is about every one of us.  



December 23  
John L. Bell:  O God, You Are My God Alone  
Read:  Psalm 63  

O God, you are my God alone, whom eagerly I seek,  

Though longing fills my soul with thirst and leaves my body weak.  

Just like a dry and barren land awaits a freshening shower, 
I long within your house to see your glory and power.  

Your faithful love surpasses life, evoking all my praise.  

Through every day, to bless your name, my hands in joy I'll raise.  

My deepest needs you satisfy as with a sumptuous feast. 
So, on my lips and in my heart, your praise has never ceased.  

Throughout the night I lie in bed and call you, Lord, to mind;  

In darkest hours I meditate how God, my strength, is kind.  

Beneath the shadow of your wing, I live and feel secure;  

And daily as I follow close, your right hand keeps me sure.  



December 24  
Dietrich Bonheoffer:  The Coming of Jesus into Our Midst  
Read:  Revelation 3:17-20  

When early Christianity spoke of the return of the Lord Jesus, they thought of a great day of judgment. Even 
though this thought may appear to us to be so unlike Christmas, it is original Christianity and to be taken 
extremely seriously. When we hear Jesus knocking, our conscience first of all pricks us: Are we rightly prepared? 
Is our heart capable of becoming God's dwelling place? Thus Advent becomes a time of self-examination. "Put 
the desires of your heart in order, O human beings!" (Valentin Thilo), as the old song sings.  

"Our whole life is an Advent, a time of waiting for the ultimate, for the time when there will be a new 
heaven and a new earth, when all people will be brothers and sisters."  

It is very remarkable that we face the thought that God is coming so calmly, whereas previously peoples 
trembled at the day of God, whereas the world fell into trembling when Jesus Christ walked over the earth. That 
is why we find it so strange when we see the marks of God in the world so often together with the marks of 
human suffering, with the marks of the cross on Golgotha.  

We have become so accustomed to the idea of divine love and of God's coming at Christmas that we no longer 
feel the shiver of fear that God's coming should arouse in us. We are indifferent to the message, taking only the 
pleasant and agreeable out of it and forgetting the serious aspect, that the God of the world draws near to the 
people of our little earth and lays claim to us. The coming of God is truly not only glad tidings, but first of all 
frightening news for everyone who has a conscience.  

Only when we have felt the terror of the matter, can we recognize the incomparable kindness. God comes into 
the very midst of evil and of death, and judges the evil in us and in the world. And by judging us, God cleanses 
and sanctifies us, comes to us with grace and love. God makes us happy as only children can be happy.  

God wants to always be with us, wherever we may be - in our sin, in our suffering and death. We are no longer 
alone; God is with us. We are no longer homeless; a bit of the eternal home itself has moved unto us. Therefore 
we adults can rejoice deeply within our hearts under the Christmas tree, perhaps much more than the children 
are able. We know that God's goodness will once again draw near. We think of all of God's goodness that came 
our way last year and sense something of this marvelous home. Jesus comes in judgment and grace: "Behold I 
stand at the door! Open wide the gates!" (Psalm 24:7) ...  

Jesus stands at the door and knocks, in complete reality (Matthew 25:40). He asks you for help in the form of a 
beggar, in the form of a ruined human being in torn clothing. He confronts you in every person that you meet. 
Christ walks on the earth as your neighbor as long as there are people. He walks on the earth as the one through 
whom God calls you, speaks to you and makes his demands. That is the greatest seriousness and the greatest 
blessedness of the Advent message. Christ stands at the door. He lives in the form of the person in our midst. 
Will you keep the door locked or open it to him?  

Christ is still knocking. It is not yet Christmas. But it is also not the great final Advent, the final coming of Christ. 
Through all the Advents of our life that we celebrate goes the longing for the final Advent, where it says: 
"Behold, I make all things new" (Revelation 21:5).  



December 25  
C.S. Lewis:  The World’s Last Night  
Read:  Acts 1:6-8  

In King Lear there is a man who is such a minor character that Shakespeare has not given him even a 
name: he is merely "First Servant." All the characters around him - Regan, Cornwall, and Edmund - 
have fine long-term plans. They think they know how the story is going to end, and they are quite 
wrong. The servant has no such delusions. He has no notion how the play is going to go. But he 
understands the present scene. He sees an abomination (the blinding of old Gloucester) taking place. 
He will not stand it. His sword is out and pointed at his master's breast in a moment: then Regan stabs 
him dead from behind. That is his whole part: eight lines all told. But if it were real life and not a play, 
that is the part it would be best to have acted.  

The doctrine of the Second Coming teaches us that we do not and cannot know when the world 
drama will end. The curtain may be rung down at any moment: say, before you have finished reading 
this paragraph. This seems to some people intolerably frustrating. So many things would be 
interrupted. Perhaps you were going to get married next month, perhaps you were going to get a 
raise next week: you may be on the verge of great scientific discovery; you may be maturing great 
social and political reforms. Surely no good and wise God would be so very unreasonable as to cut all 
this short? Not now, of all moments!  

But we think thus because we keep on assuming that we know the play. We do not know the play. We 
do not even know whether we are in Act I or Act V. We do not know who are the major and who the 
minor characters. The Author knows. The audience, if there is an audience (if angels and archangels 
and all the company of heaven fill the pit and the stalls) may have an inkling. But we, never seeing the 
play from the outside, never meeting any characters except the tiny minority who are “on” in the same 
scenes as ourselves, wholly ignorant of the future and very imperfectly informed about the past, 
cannot tell at what moment the end ought to come. That it will come when it ought, we may be sure; 
but we waste our time in guessing when that will be. That it has meaning we may be sure, but we 
cannot see it. When it is over, we may be told. We are led to expect that the Author will have 
something to say to each of us on the part that each of us has played. The playing it well is what 
matters infinitely.  


