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 It was a beautiful, crisp fall night. 100,000 or so of us had gathered on 
Thanksgiving night on the campus of the University of Texas with stomachs full of 
turkey, dressing, and pumpkin pie.  Everyone, even the people in purple sprinkled in the 
sea of burnt orange within Darrel K. Royal Memorial Stadium, seemed to be grateful, 
emerging peacefully from the unstoppable afternoon tryptophan-induced nap.  I’m not 
sure if it was the fireworks or the focus on our bounty of blessings, but everyone seemed 
to be singing out the National Anthem from the heart.  Our hearts were also filled with 
hope, with many conversations taking place about the BCS Bowls games coming up and 
what a University of Texas victory over #5 TCU would mean for team in the midst of a 
year of rebuilding with a new coach.  

It didn’t take long, however, for the good feelings and joy to shift to anxiety and 
anger as TCU began scoring and dominating the field, as Longhorn quarterback Tyrone 
Swoops started throwing interceptions, and as the referees seemed either blind or paid off. 
You could almost see the air getting sucked out of the stadium, as the hope of our team’s 
victory was disappearing quickly.  The people sitting around me, who had entered as 
pleasant and grateful pilgrims from their feast, were now yelling curses at their team and 
the refs rather than saying “Happy Thanksgiving” to one another.  I was worried about 
the guy sitting next to me, previously quiet, with the veins in his neck now bulging as he 
shouted some words I haven’t heard used so emphatically since my 7th grade gym class, 
when our coach taught us—yelled at us-- a whole new vocabulary.  Someone behind me 
yelled what we were all thinking, “Cmon Swoops, its time to show up!” Hope for a post-
half rally for our team kept us in the seats, but once the turnovers continued in the 3rd 
quarter, the aisles soon filled with people who were leaving with heads hung low, taking 
the walk of shame before things got worse.  Those of us who stayed hadn’t given up yet.  
We sat there with our hope that our quarterback would finally come alive and bring us 
back from a 21-3 lead.  It felt a little foolish, taking cues from the jumbotron to get on our 
feet and make some noise.  Chanting “Texas Fight” now sounded ridiculous.  The 
cheerleaders were giving their best, but even Bevo the longhorn had turned his back and 
sat down, as if to look the other way.  We were all at the point where hope was turning 
into despair. 

 Have you ever had that feeling?  Things start out in your life on the right note, 
with a vision of a bright future, the sweet taste of success, and the uplifting hope of a 
victory.  But then an interception happens.  The victory that was meant for you went to 
someone else.  The success you were enjoying in life had been turned over to forces 
beyond your control.  You know that feeling?  The one that comes along when you put all 
of your hope in someone or thing, only to have them let you down? 

 The people in Isaiah’s time were experiencing that feeling of hopelessness.  The 
year was around 538 BC and the Israelites’ long time in captivity had come to an end.  
King Cyrus had conquered their captors in Babylon and had set them free to return to 



	   2	  

their homeland.  This was a victory for them for sure, even though it came from a foreign 
king.  They could once again know the comfort of being at home.  Along the way, though, 
and when they returned home, they did what you and I would no doubt do—bicker with 
one another about what once belonged to who and who would be in charge.  I’m sure 
greed, territorialism, and class envy were at the core of their problems as well.  The tight 
cohesion they had developed by necessity while in captivity was challenged and loosened 
by their new freedom.  

 In the midst of all of this, they cried out to God, whom they knew had come down 
to their rescue before, to come on down and do it again.  They remembered, From ages 
past no one has heard, no ear has perceived, no eye has seen any God besides you, who 
works for those who wait for him.(v.4) They also admitted their sinful ways and were 
relying on God’s sovereign mercy to see them out of yet another kind of captivity.  They 
held on to their hope, waiting on God to show up once again. 

 That’s a place you and I might be all too familiar with—that place of waiting on 
God to show up; that place of recognizing there is no hope unless God does come down 
to intervene.  This past week, as racial tensions in Ferguson, MO erupted in the streets 
and as peaceful demonstrations against injustice turned into violence, tear gas, and 
destruction, we found ourselves in that place as a nation.  What happened there was a 
reaction to what has happened elsewhere in our nation, as black children are treated 
differently than white children by police and in some courts of law.  What a great need 
we have as a country to recognize that we still have systems of racialization in our society, 
ones whose presence perpetuates racism—a much less obvious version but even more 
damaging.  What a great need we have to say the prayer we have heard from Isaiah today, 
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down . . . 

 We also find that we are in that place of near hopelessness in our personal lives, 
where things may not be as they should between spouses, parents and children, or 
brothers and sisters.  The complexities of life today mixed with the enormous weight of 
stress on families can divide us to the point when we wonder if there ever will be better 
days ahead.  Add to that the challenge of financial strains and we end up with the kind of 
gloom the Israelites had, to the point of thinking God is against us, concluding that our 
problems are deserved, punishment from God because of our sin. O that you would tear 
open the heavens and come down . . . 

 Don’t we also teeter on the thin edge of hope and despair when we hear the news 
of another shooting in Highland or in Shreveport, of another robbery, another student 
who drops out of school, and when another family becomes homeless because they are 
behind on their rent?  Or just when we feel that we have moved the ball further down the 
field with education we encounter a 3rd grade child at the Highland Blessing Dinner on a 
Thursday night who doesn’t know how to read.  Our hope that all the efforts being made 
by so many in our community are making a difference suddenly seem naïve or just too 
lofty. O that you would tear open the heavens and come down . . . 

 That is really the best thing we can say, for in doing so we are keeping our hope 
in God, remembering that From ages past no one has heard, no ear has perceived, no eye 
has seen any God besides you, who works for those who wait for him.(v.4)  In asking God 
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to come down to us, we are remembering our need to wait.  We wait not with a passive 
posture of piety, but with an active response to what we see God already doing in our 
midst.  We express our hope in God when we take actions to disassemble structures of 
racialization in our community.  We express hope when we do what is good and 
necessary to bring healing to our broken relationships with each other, promoting 
reconciliation rather than division in our marriages, friendships, and families.  We 
embrace hope in God by addressing the needs in our neighborhood—finding that God’s 
solutions to crime, poverty, and education begin when we seek to be and bring the change 
we want to see.  We hear these words of Isaiah as a much needed charge to get up off our 
seats and make some noise with our lives, standing with our feet squarely on hope that 
God isn’t done yet.  We may be down and the score may be awfully one-sided, but the 
game isn’t over.  It isn’t over for our society. It isn’t over for you.  So, yes, we hope 
actively, allowing God to mold and shape us like clay, working us into God’s plans for 
the world.  

 As we begin this season of Advent today, we should do so by saying to God with 
Isaiah, O that you would tear open the heavens and come down . . . but ending it with the 
blessed realization that God did. And God will come down again. 


