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Isaiah 64:1-9                December 3, 2017 

1 Corinthians 1:3-9 

 

A Time to Dream Again: 

Come, Lord Jesus! 
 

 Earlier this week in my morning quiet time, I was musing on why it is that 

Advent is my favorite season of the church year—and when I say Advent, I don’t 

mean the extended Christmas party that December has come, but the four 

weeks leading up to Christmas Eve and Christmas Day.  In my musing on this I’ve 

come to the conclusion that a lot of the credit goes to the prophet Isaiah—

because so much of the language of this season is a playlist of some of Isaiah’s 

greatest hits: 

 They shall beat their swords into plowshares and their spears into pruning 

hooks … 

 The wolf shall lie down with the lamb, the leopard shall lie down with the 

kid, the calf and the lion and the fatling together, and a little child shall 

lead them …” 

 A voice cries out in the wilderness, prepare the way of the Lord … 

 Behold, the virgin shall conceive and bear a son, and his name shall be 

Immanuel … 

 For a child has been born to us, a son given to us … Wonderful Counselor, 

Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace … 

 

Advent is the season of recalling these visions of the future God has for his 

people and for his world—so I’ve come to think of Advent as a time to dream,  

or maybe it would be better to say “a time to dream again.” 

 This morning’s reading, however, doesn’t take us to any of these visionary 

texts that inspire us.  So where does Isaiah 64 fit into this? 
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 I’m going to suggest that the desperation in the prophet’s voice as the 

chapter begins is the response of someone who has lost his ability to dream.  He 

has lost sight of the possibility of things getting better short of some sort of 

dramatic, apocalyptic divine intervention.  I’m also going to suggest that crying 

out to God like this is the beginning of recovering the hope that comes when we 

are able to dream the dreams God has for the world. 

 Scholars have a variety of theories about how the book we know as Isaiah 

came into being, but all agree that the last chapters of the book speak to the 

time after the people of Israel had returned to Jerusalem after a generation in 

exile in Babylon. 

 They came home inspired by Isaiah’s words in those earlier chapters.  They 

came looking forward to a return to the golden years of David, restoring the 

temple built by Solomon to its former glory, to Israel taking its rightful place 

among the nations.  But they found it hard going.  There were conflicts between 

those who returned from exile and those who had been left behind.  The rebuilt 

temple was only a dim reflection of the one the Babylonians destroyed.  And 

there were deep divisions about the nation’s identity.  Should they lock the 

gates and keep out the foreigners, or should they be a light to the nations? 

 Things like this have a way of taking away a person’s ability to imagine 

that things are really ever going to get better. And when confronted with that, 

it’s human nature to make what I would call a “non-decision decision” to settle 

for status quo.  
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 We might give up hope for ourselves.  We’ve heard a lot over the past 

few weeks about high-profile men who have been accused—and in many 

cases have admitted to—sexual misconduct in the workplace.  But we’ve 

actually known about this for a long time. Although accurate statistics are hard 

to come by, some reports say that one woman in three has experienced sexual 

harassment at work—and it’s not just in high profile jobs. In fact it’s at its worst in 

low-paying jobs in food service, hospitality, and retail. We know that when an 

incident occurs only a small fraction of women report it—out of fear for making 

things even worse for themselves.  Without hope that things will get better, many 

end up putting up with abuse to keep a job or to advance in a career, or they 

just give up on their dreams to get ahead in the world. 

 When we come to this “non-decision decision” that the world isn’t going 

to get any better, it’s also tempting to stop caring about anyone but ourselves. 

Especially if things are going ok for us, it’s tempting to grow complacent and 

stop striving for the world to become a better place for others.   

Another issue that’s been in the news a lot lately is health care. My family 

has always been blessed with having medical insurance—from the time I was 

born until today I can only think of a couple of very brief times when I might not 

have been covered.  And since Lorri’s cancer diagnosis, we’ve been all the 

more acutely aware of this.  Just this week Lorri picked up her first month’s worth 

of new prescription that hardly anyone could afford without very good 

insurance.  But what about the 27 million Americans who don’t have any 
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insurance, and the millions more who can’t afford the insurace they have?  If 

you don’t believe anymore that things can get better, if you stop dreaming, it’s 

easy to just hunker down and protect yourself.  

It would be easy to add to the list of ways in which people give up their 

dreams, and the forces that seem to conspire against them.  But how can 

someone begin to dream again?  

 This is where Isaiah 64 fits in. Isaiah’s prayer is the prayer of a person who 

has finally had it.  He has reached the point where he is so dissatisfied with the 

ways things are going that he’s no longer willing to accept it. That’s the first step 

toward being able to dream again.  It has often been said that change only 

really happens when the status quo becomes intolerable.  And as a person of 

deep faith Isaiah turns at last the Lord his God and cries out, “O that you would 

tear open the heavens and come down,  so that the mountains would quake at 

your presence!”  He’s recognized that the people’s efforts to fix things have 

reached a dead end—that only God can restore the fortunes of his people and 

enable them to fulfill their calling. 

 All of this is to say that if we have reached that point where we have 

made the non-decision decision to settle—our journey back to being able to 

dream begins with being willing to be dissatisfied once again.  To risk saying 

something that may seem contrary to much of what Scripture teaches, there is 

a time to stop burying our injuries and pain and anger and putting on a good 
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face—there is a time to claim it and to say to the Lord that we’re not willing to 

settle for things the way they are.   

 This begins by opening ourselves once again to our own suffering and to 

the suffering of the world around us.  I’m reminded too of Paul’s stirring words in 

the eighth chapter of Romans where writes about the whole creation groaning 

in its longing for God’s promises of redemption to be fulfilled.   

 Isaiah’s cry opens the floodgates as he unburdens himself to the Lord and 

allows himself to complain about how bad things are. But as he does this 

something changes.  He begins by calling for the Lord to strike down his enemies 

and make the nations tremble.  But by verse 6 he’s saying, “We have all 

become like one who is unclean … we all fade like a leaf, and our iniquities, like 

the wind, take us away.”  Opening our hearts to God in honesty opens the door 

to repentance.  And that is next step toward being able to dream again. 

 By the end, Isaiah puts himself fully in the Lord’s hands.  He says in verses 8 

and 9, 

Yet, O LORD, you are our Father;  

      we are the clay, and you are our potter; 

      we are all the work of your hand. 

Do not be exceedingly angry, O LORD,  

        and do not remember iniquity forever. 

Now consider, we are all your people.  

 Advent is the season of new beginnings; it’s a time to dream again.  It’s a 

time to look up from the daily struggle, a time to stop settling and begin 

believing again.  Where in your life are you settling?  In what ways have you 

given up hope for yourself, your loved ones, or the church, or the world?  May 
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this be a season of lowering the barriers, of opening hearts, of calling out to 

God, and being set free to dream again. Amen. 


