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     Five years ago I spent a week in Chicago visiting my son Ben, enjoying 

all the sights and sounds that make Chicago one of the best cities in the 

world to visit.  We sat on the first row of the upper deck at Wrigley Field 

on a perfect summer night.  We went to Second City, and listened to jazz 

at the Green Mill.  We toured Frank Lloyd Wright homes in Oak Park, but 

my favorite outing had to be the architecture cruise along the Chicago 

River.  It was the goal of our talented tour guide to teach us about the 

famous Chicago School of Architecture in the 1880’s and 1890’s that 

would influence commercial design around the world.  Architects of the 

Chicago School were the first to promote steel frame construction with 

masonry cladding (usually terra cotta) allowing large expanses of plate-

glass windows with limited exterior ornamentation. 

     There’s no doubt that cruising along the river was the best possible 

vantage point for this lecture and I was an eager student, but the single 

observation that completely transformed my perspective came from my 

son Ben.  “The clouds are awesome!” he said.  I looked up to admire a 

brilliant blue summer sky with puffy clouds, an assortment of birds gliding 

on wind currents.  But I wondered why Ben is observing the sky instead of 

the buildings.  And then I see it, too—the perfect summer sky reflected in 

every single building.  Here I was hanging on every word of the tour 



guide, observing the shape of the buildings, taking in the history of the 

buildings, but completely missing the view. 

     In scripture, it is the peculiar assignment of the prophets to remind 

God’s people to look up, to help us see beyond the here and now, to 

encourage us to frame current events always with an eye to purposes and 

priorities of God. 

     The words that Isaiah speaks to us today appear in almost identical 

form in the scroll of the prophet Micah and it is quite possible that both 8th 

century prophets are quoting from an earlier source.  It is an ancient text 

filled with all the current hope and future longing that marks this holy 

season of Advent. 

 
ISAIAH 2:1-5 
 
In days to come 
    the mountain of the LORD’s house 
shall be established as the highest of the mountains, 
    and shall be raised above the hills; 
all the nations shall stream to it. 
3     Many peoples shall come and say, 
“Come, let us go up to the mountain of the LORD, 
    to the house of the God of Jacob; 
that he may teach us his ways 
    and that we may walk in his paths.” 
For out of Zion shall go forth instruction, 
    and the word of the LORD from Jerusalem. 
4 He shall judge between the nations, 
    and shall arbitrate for many peoples; 
they shall beat their swords into plowshares, 



    and their spears into pruning hooks; 
nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 
    neither shall they learn war any more. 
 
     Isaiah here is using his holy imagination as a prophet of God to see 

beyond the events in his day that plagued the holy city of Jerusalem.  His 

city was tossed and turned this way and that based on who was sitting on 

the throne.  What Isaiah can see here isn’t the ultimate victory for the 

hometown team.  Isaiah’s vision is the end of factions and tribes and us vs. 

them rivalry because the nations are streaming to God. 

     They will delight in the presence of God. 

     They will unite in the purpose of God 

     No need for an increase in the defense budget.  No weapons, no war, no 

politics, no rooting for one side against the other.  Can you even imagine 

that? 

     It is our assignment during this holy season of Advent to hold Isaiah’s 

impossible vision in our hearts and to engage our minds in a renewed 

exploration of God’s teaching. 

     Listen to the words of a poem by Ann Weems and see if you don’t hear 

a prophetic voice this time from the present calling God’s people to look 

up and see beyond the here and now.  This poem is entitled The Coming of 

God… 

 

 



THE COMING OF GOD* 
 
Our God is the One who comes to us 
     in a burning bush 
          in an angel’s song 
               in a newborn child. 
Our God is the One who cannot be found 
      locked in the church, 
      not even in the sanctuary. 
Our God will be where God will be  
     with no constraints, 
     no predictability. 
Our God lives where our God lives, 
     and destruction has no power 
        and even death cannot stop the living. 
Watch, that you might be found 
      whenever 
          wherever 
              God comes. 
 
 
*From Kneeling in Bethlehem by Ann Weems (Philadelphia: Westminster 
Press, 1980) 


