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Isaiah 40:3-4
A voice of one calling in the wilderness: …
Observe the appointed time

God preparing creation for the sending of His Son
 Advertising, forecasting His advent
Listen for His voice. 

Every year, always new.
Always fresh for you.

Look ‘round, witness the passage of time
Migrating waterfowl transverse sunsets, fanning ‘cross horizons
Silhouetted ‘gainst speckled clouds backlit by azure dreams
Hidden forces guide their glide path through Spirit realms
Seeking haven till dawn once more beckons their lofty sojourn

Where only angels tread.

Creation calls for you.

Far below, high country woods withstand autumn’s brisk breeze

Her plummeting degrees
Leaves broadcast reds and golds 
Spilling down to dusty destiny.
Do you recall the hues? 
Can you still smell the morning dew?

Destined now for you.

Jaded forests, draped o’er cliffs and high places
Swaths of hoary yellows release lightning bolts of radiant laughter

Invading glens and meandering meadows
Igniting fiery bows of quaking curtains
Ascending alpine’s steep inclines
Assuring notice of Jacob’s jacket’s royal display.
Custom tailored for you.

Finally colors fade, flakes floating from heaven’s storehouse
Frozen flurries fly in unison, performing their windblown ballet
Draft-swept drifts defying darkened desert hollows
Bringing brilliance where shadows once obscured
Winter giftwraps His wilderness in white

Icicles point heaven’s gaze toward earth.

Foretelling the King coming for you.
Purified powder perfects the landscape
Silvery streams swirl ‘neath polarized passages cutting through canyons
Iridescent bands of rivers icy runways reflect glory from on high
Beaver and bobcat scurry home hauling their daily bread
Decorating their dens hence the soon-coming sleet
None foresee Heaven’s soon song.
To be sung for you. 
Firmament’s frosty furrows illuminate concealed corridors

Santa swings wide through heaven’s gates
Sleigh bells ring shrill shortening the distance
Promising giggles and glee come Christmas
Children set out milk and freshly baked chocolate chip charms
Near rosy hearth anticipating St. Nick’s descent.

Heralding gifts for you.

There in the fields, all is at peace
Sleep surrounds unexpectant shepherds
Sheep huddle ‘gainst the chill
Caves shield their companions from fear
Angelic hosts mistily disguised sneak ‘cross pastoral plains
Taking their assigned places adjacent David’s house of bread.

Heaven holds Her breath for you.

Trumpets about to blast
Shofars daring to divulge
Earth waits in wonderment 
Mary’s Secret Soon Revealed

Will be Born Again in Bethlehem
Come All Ye Faithful.
Come hear the Immerser’s forecasts fulfilled:

“Prepare ye the way for the Lord;

Make straight in the desert a highway for our God.

Every valley shall be raised up, every mountain and hill made low;

The rough ground shall become level, the rugged places a plain.”
