
Third Sunday of Advent  
December 10/11, 2016 – Reflection 

 

Every span of time – every second, every minute, every hour – is 

exactly one second, one minute, one hour – no more, no less. When 

you’re in great pain and the time passes agonizingly slowly; when you’re 

late for your flight and it seems the clock is racing against you; when 

you’re waiting for the day of your trip to Disney but the weeks pass so, 

so slowly; then, when you’re in line at Disney and the minutes of waiting 

seem an eternity – yet, all of these periods, these seconds and minutes 

and hours and days take exactly the same amount of time. We’re the 

ones who make it feel long or short. 

There’s a coupla people in my family who are ALWAYS late for 

everything: late for parties; late for holidays; late for graduations; late 

for First Communions; late for weddings; and, God forbid, they’ll be 

late for their own funerals!! The rest of us try to treat the situation 

with humor: we run pools to guess when they’ll finally show up … closest 

guess to the actual arrival wins a prize. But as the delay stretches on, 

and the half-hours become one hour, then two, then three or more, the 

dinner gets cold and dried out, tempers get frayed, and too many 

drinks get poured. By the time they finally make their grand entrance, 

sweeping in with holiday cheer and love all around, the rest of us feel 

more like strangling them than hugging them!! The waiting takes its toll 

and the relationships suffer. 

Patience is a challenge for most of us, and when it’s tried repeatedly, it 

usually leads to anger, loss of faith in someone, even giving up. 



Have you ever rushed to get to the doctor’s office to be a little early 

for your scheduled appointment (like they ask you to be) and then sit in 

the waiting room sometimes for two hours? When they finally call your 

name, what’s the first thing they do? They take your blood pressure 

which is now going through the roof and they wanna put you on meds!!! 

Wouldn’t it be better if they just put themselves on a clock??!!! 

Ya wanna know what I do now? I bring a book that I have on my phone 

or I-pad, or I play games, or – and this is my absolute favorite – I pick 

up a trashy magazine like People or Us and read away about all the 

Hollywood dirt. I never mind the wait any more and, if they take me 

right away, when I’m done, I sit back down in the waiting room and 

finish my magazine. I feel guilty, but great! 

We don’t like waiting, and waiting on God is no different: waiting for 

God to answer my prayers; waiting for God to reveal Himself to me; 

waiting for God to fix the messes in my life; waiting for God to change 

the world – it all gets pretty tired, then it gets me mad, then I just say 

the heck with it, and I stop waiting and just walk away. 

Well, here’s an idea: maybe the wait IS God’s answer to my prayer. 

Maybe waiting allows me to grow, gives me time to learn a thing or two, 

time to work out a coupla things, time to smell the coffee … and then, 

when I calm down, I can notice that God was with me all along – I was 

just too impatient, too rushed, too angry, too busy, too wrapped up in 

my own self … to notice. 

The Scriptures tell us: “Wait for the Lord. Be stouthearted and wait 

for the Lord.” He will come to you … probably while you’re just waitin’ 

around, coolin’ your heels! 


