
  

“Be patient, beloved, until the coming of the Lord. The farmer waits for the precious crop from the earth, being 

patient with it until it receives the early and the late rains. You also must be patient. Strengthen your hearts, for the 

coming of the Lord is near.” James 5:7-8, A reading for Advent, Week 3 

As a hospital chaplain, I start many mornings by offering prayer in the family waiting room. An 

announcement is made that those who would like to join the chaplain in prayer can find me by 

the vending machine. Slowly, folks trickle in. Some have slept and some have not. Some set 

down a book or knitting while others have nothing but thoughts to occupy their time. Some come 

alone. Some carry their children. For some, loved ones have been rolled out of surgery and they 

gather with those who’ve just arrived. The out of towners circle up with the locals. 

Waiting. All of us—waiting.  

I offer a moment of silence within the prayer and invite each family member or friend to name 

the person they are waiting for. We don’t know each other. We don’t have to. We are waiting 

people and this is enough to bring us together.  

I am fascinated by liminal spaces—airports, bus stops, lines of all sorts, and, yes, hospital 

waiting rooms—the in-between spaces with the in-between people we will never see again, who 

will walk away from us and continue to live lives of transcendence and lives that break their 

hearts. The in-between shows us something of ourselves, something of the divine, that the daily 

stride does not. There is something about impermanence and being with strangers that draws us 

into mystery. 

Like the hospital waiting room, Advent is a liminal space. To be honest I am new to its meaning 

and pace. I didn’t grow up observing Advent. There was only Christmas, not the journey to 

Christmas. While I’m a fairly new Episcopalian, from what I can see and feel, Advent is waiting 

together, for what? We don’t always know. It is a prayer with strangers in a hospital waiting 

room, the name of a loved one on our lips, every name from the circle in our hearts. It is the 

moment before we smile and return to our seats sprinkled throughout the waiting room—the 

moment we open our eyes, still in silence, and hold on together.  
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