
The Rev. Bill Blaine-Wallace 

Advent III / Luke 3:7–18 

St. Mark’s Episcopal Church 

Waterville, Maine 

December 12, 2021 

 

Words of Victoria Loorz: Facing the reality that we’re standing on a precipice right now, 
as a species and as a whole planet, is sobering, to say the least. But facing what is real 
opens the heart to grief, which somehow opens the heart to love even more deeply. . .. 
 

These days, hope is hard to hold onto in my neck of the woods.  

The blue-red divide is so divisive that the Farmington Lions club has resorted to printing 

yellow yard signs that simply read “Be Kind.” 

Monday afternoon, I went to Walmart. A Salvation Army worker was ringing the bell for 

spare change. As I walked by, I heard an especially loud ring. I looked down at the worker just as 

he exclaimed, “I’m done. I’m out of here.” The Salvation Army no less! Well, it was a nasty day. 

Holding onto hope sometimes is like wrestling a greased pig. 

Each Advent, I turn to my patron saint of hope’s slippery hide: the artist Jackson Pollock. 

Pollack turned to throwing paint on canvases. Reminds me of a shop where customers paid to 

throw discarded china against a wall to relieve anxiety. Tempting, huh? 

Underneath the bouts of acute brooding and boozing, stormy relationships and premature 

death, Pollack was a rough neck from Cody, Wyoming. Pollack would more likely be caught in a 

bar fight at a truck stop near Presque Ilse than a meaningful conversation in a Parisian café. 

A scene from a movie about Pollack stands out. Pollack expresses a post-2nd World War 

obsession—having a baby. Pollack is entangled in a weighty dialog with his wife, Lee Krasner. 

He tried to persuade her to have his child while he pouted about her refusal to do so. Krasner 

pleaded for him to hear how hard it was just to stay married to him, how impossible it would be 

to add anything whatsoever to the tempestuous storm of their relation. 

A chronology of Jackson Pollack’s art leads me to imagine that his desire for a child was 

symbolic of a fading hope.  Anything within himself could not occasion serenity for himself. A 

child may have represented a manifestation of a hope outside an ensnared life. 

Pollack’s1934 painting of a frontier journey is pregnant with hope. A wagon train of 

buoyant people and bouncing carts pulled by resolute horses heads toward a moonlit horizon. 

The moon, long a mythic symbol of mother heavy with child, pulls the viewer along with the 

wagon train towards hope for a bountiful future. The painting captures on the horizontal what 

Van Goth’s Starry Night does on the vertical.  

Seven years later Pollack painted Orange Head, about as bleak a picture of bottled-up 

anguish that I’ve seen in modern art. Move over Edvard Munch! Munch painted The Scream. 

The trajectory of these two paintings reflects the waxing of despair and the waning of 

hope—a dreadful trajectory that Pollack might re-direct with a shot at progeny. 

The Third Sunday of Advent re-directs a season of wilderness adventure. John the Baptist 

looks up from his obsession with sin and outward with a brief obbligato of anticipation: "I 

baptize you with water; but one who is more powerful than I is coming; I am not worthy to untie 

the thong of his sandals.” Brief but poignant. 

Following T.S. Elliot’s cue from the Four Quartets, at the still point of Advent III’s 

turning is a child that is to come, the cosmic child.  
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For me, the cosmic child is not so much the final answer to long-asked messianic 

questions. Rather, the cosmic child encourages us to mutter long-asked messianic questions with 

child-like innocence and persistence. Advent III fans the flame of hope for those whose flame is 

a dimly burning wick. 

In other words, what Lee Krasner understandably couldn’t say to Jackson Pollack, an 

Eternal voice can. If heaven can look at tired and torn history and still see a point to getting 

pregnant, there’s something going on that I can’t readily see or know with my own faculties of 

perception and will. The heart of God clarifies our fuzziness. Therefore, we may thrust that love 

consumes and completes history after all. I like the way sister Elia Delio says it: Hope must be 

born over and over again, for where there is love, there is hope. 

So, today we borrow the flame of heaven’s inexhaustible anticipation of a brighter future 

to light a pink candle. In so doing, we acknowledge trust in a trajectory that represents the 

waning of despair and the waxing of hope.  

We light a pink candle at a time when tornadoes in mid-December kill dozens of people 

in the Southeast and Mid-west, particularly Kentucky. Climate change is real. Speaking of 

Kentucky, United States Congressman Thomas Massie’s Christmas Card to his constituents 

reads “Merry Christmas! PS: Santa, please bring ammo.” Below the greeting is a photo of his 

family. The setting is like the cover of an LL Bean Christmas catalogue. Well-manicured mom 

and dad and their 5 children each embrace various kinds of assault rifles.  

The heart of God acts on her biological clock in and for our histories regardless of the 

apparent foolishness of the act. Our 20-month-old granddaughter Parry embodies holy 

foolishness. She’s been in an out of hospital with lung issues. As you know, she’s just over a 

bout of Covid. Parry still, I say especially, laughs and giggles amidst life-the-way-it-really-is.  

Heinz Kohut, the father of self-psychology, witnessed children survive the fire of 

misdirected seductions, beatings, intrusions and manipulations, the ice of abandonment and 

disregard. When asked how these children survived, Kohut answered: “How do these children 

become reasonable, well-functioning and clearly non-psychotic adults? They never quite give up 

hope.”  

Such is the wisdom born in and through the world in the archetype that is the holy child, 

known to and experienced by us as the baby Jesus. 

Advent III invites the pained Jackson Pollack part of us to yearn for the cosmic child 

ahead of us. The Christ child gives birth to a renewed hope amidst the seemingly intractable 

trials of daily living. 

Advent III mirrors what my spiritual director said about the posture of my prayerfulness. 

Bill, you seem to pray downward, into yourself. Pray with your head up and your eyes focused 

out and a bit upward. 

Amen. 

 


