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The view through my window has changed. In place of a vibrant vegetable garden, and trees of
green, there is brown grass and barren limbs. I can see the pasture where our animals have resorted
to dry hay to replace the lush grasses of summer. Things look drab and lifeless through my window
these days.
I'm a project guy. I want to be outside going, seeing, doing. Circumstances these days dictate
that staying put is my best choice. So, I look out my window and wait.
This year's season of Advent is more poignant than most. We really are sentenced to a life of
waiting and anticipation. I am reminded of the poem by John Milton, written after years of physical
blindness:
Sonnet 19
When I consider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one Talent which is death to hide
Lodged with me useless, though my Soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest He returning chide;
“Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?”
I fondly ask. But patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts; who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best.
His state is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o'er Land and Ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait.”
(Italics added for emphasis.)

There is something else in the view through my window. Beyond the blandness of the current
landscape there is a field of vibrant, green winter wheat. I'm glad that my window affords a longer
vista. In truth, it is the Advent message of Christmas. Beyond the current circumstance of life, there
is hope. In the words of the old hymn, “There's a land that is fairer than day, and by faith we can see
it afar.” So, we wait, heeding the poet's admonition, “God doth not need either man's work or his
own gifts; who best bear his mild yoke, they serve him best.”

