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 If you‘re like me, when you’re busy doing something, and are trying to concentrate, and 

maybe are under pressure, you don’t much like intrusions.  Intrusions can be annoying.  

Especially if the intruder is a telemarketer. 

 Do you get calls from telemarketers?  Let me see your hand if you’ve gotten one in the 

last 2 weeks.  (You live on a different planet than me.)  Since returning from China about a year 

and a half ago, I’m convinced that telemarketing calls have increased exponentially.  We get 

them nearly every week, sometimes more than once a week.  (I just got one yesterday morning 

at 8:50 a.m.)  Even though I went onto a website and signed up for a “Do not call” listing, they 

still keep coming—like the squirrels to my birdfeeders,  there seems no way to keep them 

away.   I know, I try to tell myself, “Now Phil, just keep your cool, be understanding, these are 

just ordinary people trying to make a living, they’re just doing what they’re told.”  But in my 

heart I also feel, “ the nerve of these intruders!”  I cannot tell you how often I’ve been invited 

to have my furnace air ducts cleaned.  Or to apply for a new credit card.  Or to subscribe to a 

newspaper.  It’s gotten to the point where I can identify which telemarketer is calling by the call 

display prefix number.  416 prefix, that’s the Toronto area, it’s the Globe and Mail subscription 

department.  855, it’s the credit card services of Scotiabank.  And if it’s a 519 prefix, you can be 

sure it’s the Miracle Cleaning Services or one of its clones.  Watch out especially for those 

unknown 519 numbers, because—unless you are suffocating from dirty furnace air—that call 

will almost certainly be an unwelcome intrusion. 

 Even when it’s not a telemarketer, our culture doesn’t much like intrusions.  Security 

alarms on the doors of house, office, and car, with their screeching sirens and flashing lights, 

warn off unwanted intruders.  We are urged to make our internet passwords very complex, 

because cyber intruders may be infiltrating our computer as we type, trying to steal those 

passwords.   I’m thinking of popping in with a surprise visit to you, but no, I'd better call first, 

because I don't want to intrude.   Used to be that a telephone call would be a pleasant break 

from the routine…”the phone’s ringing, now who could that be calling?”  Now, that call display 

feature on our phones—as we’ve noted—helps us sort our telephone visitors into welcome and 

unwelcome intruders. 

 Sometimes, though, we wish for an intruder, a divine intruder. The prophet Isaiah 

certainly did.  We heard his cry for God to “tear open the heavens and come down.”   He and 

his people are in a dire situation.  They are captives in alien Babylon, displaced from their 

homes, torn from their roots, cut off from their temple.  So the prophet sends a desperate 911 

appeal to God:  ‟God, we have an emergency.  We need you, now.  Tear open the heavens that 

hide you, and get down here fast, so fast that it will make the mountains shake.  O that you 

would come and intrude and set things right.” 

 What kind of situation would you and I have to be in to pray a prayer like that, a 

desperate prayer for a divine intrusion?  I can think of one.   Do you remember those 276 

school girls in Nigeria who were kidnapped back in April?  We’ve prayed for them several times.  

They’ve long ago dropped out of the news, they’ve been replaced by more exciting crises.  But 

they are still missing.  Were I the father of one of those girls, I could imagine myself imploring 



God to rip open the heavens and come down and make the mountains shake and bring back my 

daughter. 

 In fact, I wonder whether Isaiah’s prayer for a divine intrusion is a prayer that parents 

quite often pray.  A relative of mine certainly has prayed for such an intrusion multiple times 

over the years, after her teenage son got in trouble with the law, then dropped out of 

university in his first year, then married to someone he did not respect, then quickly divorced, 

then had more brushes with the law, then remarried and divorced again, then got in trouble 

with the law again, and all along the way kept telling his mother how bad a mother she was.  

Her ongoing prayer continues to be, “God, rip open the heavens and come down.” 

 Maybe children sometimes pray a prayer like that:  “God, rip open the heavens and 

come down, and intrude, and make my parents, my friends, understand me.”   And sometimes 

we pray:  “God come down and intrude and save my loved one who is dying.  Oh God that you 

would come down and intrude and give me a sense of direction in my life.  O God, that you 

would come down and intrude and….”   You fill in the blank. 

 And sometimes God does.  Sometimes God intrudes in an earthshaking way.  Sometimes 

God intrusion comes wrapped in a trial or crisis—a health crisis, a shattered relationship, a job 

loss, a death—and it feels like the sun and moon being darkened and the stars falling and the 

heavens shaking, which Mark in our first reading describes.  Sometimes when our familiar and 

secure world collapses, God intrudes, and, out of the rubble, offers new possibilities, new hope, 

new life. 

 And, then, sometimes, it seems, God stays away.  Sometimes God for a while makes 

himself painfully absent, silent, aloof, not wanting to intrude.  Sometimes God—as the prophet 

Isaiah puts it—hides his face, maybe because we are too comfortable, to satisfied with the way 

things are, too hard of heart, too unrighteous.  Or maybe just too busy, even too caught up in 

Christmas.   

 This is the first Sunday of Advent, which, in our culture, means that we have entered the 

Christmas season.  Actually we’re a little late, because, as you likely have noticed, many of the 

stores have been decked out in Christmas trees and lights and Santas and Christmas carols for 

some time.   The run up to Christmas is an enchanting season, a nostalgic season, our familiar 

traditions of decorating and feasting and gift buying giving us a welcome respite from the 

darkest, coldest time of year.  And for me, these traditions take me back to the happier parts of 

my childhood. 

 But in the church, Advent is not Christmas with its lights and delights.  The traditional 

colors for Advent are purple and blue, not red and green, because Advent feels deeply the dark 

and the cold, because Advent is the time for waiting.   Isaiah suggests that Advent is a time of 

restless waiting, of painful yearning, of fervent praying for God to tear open the heavens, and 

intrude in power into this messy, unfair world, and set things right.   The prophet might tell us 

that during Advent we would better resist the rush to Christmas, that it would be better to 

make this season a time to feel our painful longings, a time to name the suffering in the world, 

a time to speak the pain in our families, the brokenness in our relationships, the dark places in 

our own lives.   Advent is a time to pray, “Oh, that you would tear open the heavens and come 

down, and reveal your hope.” 



 May I suggest a spiritual discipline for us this Advent.  That discipline is to name, each 

day, one place of struggle and suffering, either far away or close at hand.  Each day to name 

that dark place in need of healing, and lift it to God in prayer, asking God to enter into it, and to 

bring light and hope.   Naming our darkness during Advent might make us more ready to 

receive the God who will come in a surprising way at Christmas.  The God who sooner or later, 

like those telemarketers, has the nerve to intrude.   


