
November 30, 2014 – (Advent 1, Mat) 

Sermon Text – Habakkuk 1:1-4; 2:2-4; 3:17-19 

 

- Then the Lord answered me and said: Write the vision; make it plain on tablets, so that a 

runner may read it.  For there is still a vision for the appointed time; it speaks of the end, and 

does not lie. If it seems to tarry, wait for it; it will surely come, it will not delay.  Look at the 

proud! Their spirit is not right in them, but the righteous live by their faith. - 

 

- I will rejoice in the Lord; I will exult in the God of my salvation.  God, the Lord, is my strength; 

he makes my feet like the feet of a deer, and makes me tread upon the heights. - 

 

 Today we officially begin the season of waiting.  Some of you, I know, may have 

been waiting already, the result of the forward creep of the seasons and the fact that 

there are different things for which each one of us may wait.  You may have already 

been waiting last Thursday for the turkey to be done and the dinner to be served.  

Some of you may have been waiting for the parades to be over and the football to get 

started.  Some of you may have been waiting for the stores to open and the shopping 

to begin.  Some of you may have been waiting for all three; some of you may have 

waited for none of those things at all.  Some of you may be patient in your waiting; 

some may get anxious, fidgety and nervous as the time drags by.  Either way, we 

know that times of waiting are bound to come.  They always do this time of year.  There 

will be waiting – for the long lines that inevitably develop in the stores, for the special 

treats that appear only at this time of the year, for the lights, the decorations, the 

music, the programs and the surprises that always come at the end of the season, and 

for the day when God will intervene to make all things right! 

 

 Ok, I‘ll admit, not everyone waits for that last one; but, Habakkuk certainly did.  

He looked around at the world in which he lived and he determined that something 

had gone terribly wrong.  Things were not what they were supposed to be.  Judg-ment 

and justice have gotten all mixed up.  The righteous no longer receive right judgments 

and the judgments that did come forth from the courts were unreasonable and 

perverse.  And is that not what we have been hearing this past week in our world from 

the protestors whose images have filled our news reports and whose stories have been 

repeated in the press?  I don’t pretend to know enough about the situation to have an 

opinion about what is right and what is wrong, but the perception is that, in the minds 

of the protestors at least, the grand jury’s failure to indict a policeman who shot and 

killed a young man is unreasonable and has hindered the process of justice.  

Meanwhile, the seeming privilege of some over others and widening gap between 
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those who have and those who have not continues to frustrate the hopes and dreams 

of many in the population.  Of that, in general, there seems to be little doubt.  So, we 

can empathize with the cry of the prophet:  “O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and 

you will not listen?”  In the midst of violence and destruction, contention and strife 

continue in our world right up to the very present! 

 

 And so it was with the prophet.  Habakkuk takes his complaint directly to the 

source.  “What’s this all about, God?” he wants to know, “Why don’t you make things 

right?”  God points him to the Chaldeans, the new world power rising out of Babylon.  

This is equivalent to saying, “You thought Al Qaeda was going to be the threat to world 

peace, but look at this new group, ISIS, they’re going to be much worse, and I am 

going to use them to restore order in the world.”  But Habakkuk is not satisfied.  He will 

not settle for a future that consists only of violence and destruction.  “You’re not that 

kind of God,” he will argue.  “Your eyes are too pure to behold [such] evil, and you 

cannot look upon [this kind of] wrongdoing.”  To which God replies that there still is 

hope.  There still is a vision for the appointed time.  Habakkuk is to write it as big as can 

be, so that no one can miss it, like letters on a roadside billboard, so that a person 

running by on the road will be able to read it.   There is a new day coming, but you will 

have to wait for it.  It will come, but, in the meantime, you will have to live by faith. 

 

 I’m not sure that Habakkuk finds this answer entirely satisfying either.  The vision 

of a new day, in a new world, far off, sometime in the future, is not what he wants to 

hear.  Waiting is not easy.  Waiting is hard.  Waiting is not something that most of us 

want to do.  We want what we want, and we want it now.  But, as Habakkuk will learn, 

that is not how it works.  God will do things in God’s time, and God’s time is not the 

same as our time.  In the end, we have no choice.  We are not helpless, but we are 

limited.  We cannot bring God’s vision into being.  We cannot accomplish God’s goals.  

We cannot do the impossible.  Sin will always hold us back.  The brokenness of the 

world is too much for us to overcome.  The obstacles will always be with us.  Only God 

can make the vision a reality.  And it is in that promise that we find hope.  The prophet 

will lead the chorus in a song of faith, which he does in the third chapter of this little 

book.  When all is lost, when everything seems hopeless, when we have nothing at all 

that is left, then put your faith in God and be ready to wait, for it will come, in God’s 

time, according to God’s plan.  Listen to the prophet’s words once again:  “Though the 

fig tree does not blossom, and no fruit is on the vines; though the produce of the olive 

fails, and the fields yield no food; though the flock is cut off from the fold, and there is 

no herd in the stalls, yet I will rejoice in the Lord; I will exult in the God of my salvation.”  

Rejoice in the Lord.  Exult in God.  And wait.  Wait for the Lord.  It is all we can do! 
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          Amen. 


