
“Waiting for the Stars to Fall” 
 

Mark 13: 27-34 

 
“But in those days, after that suffering, 

the sun will be darkened, 

    and the moon will not give its light, 
 and the stars will be falling from heaven, 

    and the powers in the heavens will be shaken. 

Then they will see ‘the Son of Man coming in clouds’ with great power and glory. Then 

he will send out the angels, and gather his elect from the four winds, from the ends of the 

earth to the ends of heaven. 

“From the fig tree learn its lesson: as soon as its branch becomes tender and puts forth its 

leaves, you know that summer is near. So also, when you see these things taking place, 

you know that he is near, at the very gates. Truly I tell you, this generation will not pass 

away until all these things have taken place. Heaven and earth will pass away, but my 

words will not pass away. 

“But about that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels in heaven, nor the Son, but 

only the Father. Beware, keep alert; for you do not know when the time will come. It is 

like a man going on a journey, when he leaves home and puts his slaves in charge, each 

with his work, and commands the doorkeeper to be on the watch. Therefore, keep 

awake—for you do not know when the master of the house will come, in the evening, or 

at midnight, or at cockcrow, or at dawn, or else he may find you asleep when he comes 

suddenly. 37 And what I say to you I say to all: Keep awake.” 

 

I would like to take a moment and reflect on what we are waiting for this Advent season. Maybe 

a vaccine? Or healing from a surgery? Or results from a pathology report or a COVID test? We 

are all waiting for something. And we all have stories about times in our lives when we’ve 

waited.  

 

I have a friend who, when talking about how early Christmas tunes arrive on the radio, said, 

“Normally, I would complain about how Christmas songs are played the day after Halloween. 

But this year when I turned on the radio and heard the familiar jingles, I said out loud, ‘Praise be 

to God!’” After everything that has happened this year, we need those familiar melodies and 

lyrics getting stuck inside our heads—perhaps we need some familiarity in general. Familiarity is 

something we’ve been waiting for all year. But is this what it means to wait for the Lord? 

 

Maybe our waiting is less like waiting for something and more like waiting for someone. I 

remember around this time ten years ago, Joy and I were waiting for our first child to be born. 

We woke up each morning with the expectancy that this could be the day when our family of two 

might expand to three. Then came the due date. Then went the due date. We waited another 

week; then another. We did jumping jacks and ate a lot of spicy foods just trying to get that baby 

to come out. Finally, we went to the doctor who said we needed to be induced and to keep by the 

phone because someone would call us with a time when we would be scheduled to come in. We 

didn’t sleep that night, and the next day we waited. Then the hour came when the phone rang and 

Joy answered expectantly, “Hello!” I will never forget how her face dropped as the nurse told her 

they had a lot of deliveries the night before which meant there was no room for us, and we would 



have to wait some more. I remember the feeling. It was like we were on this route where we 

were hitting every single red light along the way. We’ve all probably waited expectantly for 

someone to arrive. A child from college. A lover after a trip away. A new puppy. But is this what 

it means to wait on the Lord? 

 

Perhaps some think of waiting on the Lord something like the moment while waiting outside of 

the principal’s office. You’ve imagined the scene before: the lonely chair outside the door where 

the child would sit, gulping and trying to listen to what was happening to the other child who 

was already in the office. Listening closely to get a sense for the judgement that waited. Then the 

door swings open and the kid who was just in there walks out staring at the ground, saying 

nothing. And the sound of reckoning voice from the office, “Next…” And that was one time in 

our lives when we didn’t mind waiting. Maybe when we read this juicy apocalyptic story about 

stars falling from the sky, and nations warring, and the elect carried up to the clouds, we think of 

judgement day and get the queasy feeling we had sitting outside the principal’s office. But is this 

what it means to wait on the Lord? 

 

You see, there are some people who might say, “Now Jon, those aren’t real waiting stories.” And 

you know what? They’d be mostly right. Telling you a story about the time the flight got 

cancelled from Boston to Chicago, and what sleeping on the floor of the airport under one of 

those cheap complimentary blankets was like is not the same thing as reciting a 400 year account 

of a people who have been mistreated by society—who have been given every red light along 

their route. I mean, when Isaiah looks up to the stars and begs God to, “Tear open the heavens 

and come down!” it is not because he is tired of waiting at the DMV. It is because he has 

watched day after day, the darkness of humanity being played out against his friends who are 

slaves and children who are in cages. So he says, God, do something…your people are tired of 

waiting.  

 

I remember hearing the song My Lord! What a Morning for the first time in an African American 

church. The lyrics paint a scary scene: stars falling, sinners crying, trumpets blaring. And I 

remember hearing the deep ache as they sang the blues through this song. I also remember the 

celebratory sounds and “amens!” accompanying the apocalyptic scene of the stars falling. Why? 

Because when the stars begin to fall it means the same God of Abraham and Sarah, the same 

God of Mariam and Moses, the same God of Isaiah and Mary is about to break though once 

again and do something.  

 

Now Jesus says that only God knows when this will happen, but he also gives us a clue—call it a 

bit of gospel foreshadowing. He says it could be in the evening, or in the middle of the night. It 

could be at cockcrow, or at dawn. These time stamps sound familiar, don’t they?  

In the evening—when Jesus shares his final meal with his disciples;  

or in the middle of the night—when he is betrayed and arrested;  

or at cockcrow—when Jesus is denied;  

or at dawn—the time when Jesus is put on trial. My Lord, what a morning that was!  

 

As Jesus’ own world is falling apart happens to be when he says to be on the lookout for God’s 

presence. Could it be that it is in the chaotic moments of our own lives, when it seems as if our 



world is falling apart, that it when God’s love and mercy are swooping in and breaking through 

and doing something?  

Because here’s what’s up: while we wait for God’s promises to be fully realized, we become 

Jesus’ placeholders. We become kingdom placeholders when we bring a turkey meal for 

someone who is hungry or waiting to recover. We become God’s presence when we sit with 

someone who is waiting at Hospice for their loved one to die. We share God’s vision when we 

mask up and stand in the way of injustice. The point Jesus is driving home here has to do with 

what we do while we are waiting because becoming a placeholder for the kingdom isn’t 

something we have to wait to say ‘yes’ to. 

 

So perhaps this Advent, we practice paying attention to where God’s presence is surprising us. 

Perhaps we dare to hope in the promise that there is still life beyond all evidence of death. 

Maybe we dare to hold God’s feet to the fire saying “You promised, God! Now tear open the 

heavens and come down!” 

 

Until that sweet morning when the stars begin to fall, may we ground ourselves in the one who 

promises to be with us to the very end. Whose tenacious promise will not cease as we wait, even 

as the stars fall and the earth fades away. Amen. 


