
December 14, 2014 – (Advent 3, Mat) 

Sermon Text – Isaiah 42:1-9 

 

- I am the Lord, I have called you in righteousness, I have taken you by the hand and kept 

you; I have given you as a covenant to the people, a light to the nations, to open the eyes 

that are blind, to bring out the prisoners from the dungeon, from the prison those who sit in 

darkness. - 

 

Maybe you also remember the day.  It was 2007, August 1st.  I was watching the 

evening news.  Reports started to come in during the broadcast that something big 

had happened in downtown Minneapolis.  By the next day, I was in downtown 

Minneapolis, visiting a parishioner at the University-Riverside Hospital.  Her name was 

Lindsay.  She had been on her way home from what she calls “a pretty awesome day 

at work,” when she got stopped in the traffic on I-35w, and the bridge collapsed 

beneath her and her car nose-dived into the Mississippi River below.  For those of you 

who remember that day, her car was the one that was thrown farthest west of the 

bridge.  Trapped in her vehicle, with no air and no way out, she was sure that she was 

going to die.  Nothing that she tried led to her escape.  As she describes it, suddenly 

her car “released” her and she was in the water and swimming toward the surface of 

the water and the remains of the bridge, which was now lying in the river with her.  

When she got there, a construction worker, who had ridden the bridge down to that 

level, extended a broom handle toward her and she was able to pull herself up onto 

the bridge deck.  If you remember that day, you have seen her picture.  She is the one 

sitting on the edge of the bridge leaning against the cement barricade.  Her back was 

broken, but she was miraculously alive.  She would be hospitalized for five days, wear 

a body brace for 5 months and spend most of the next five years trying to heal from 

the trauma of that experience.  She is still healing.  She writes a blog about it.  And she 

is the founder of a non-profit organization called Courageous HeArts, which is 

dedicated to helping young people work through the trauma of difficult experiences 

by engaging in artistic expression, something that she found extremely helpful in her 

own journey back from the pain and suffering of exile caused by the bridge collapse 

to the relative health and wellbeing that she enjoys today.  She is one of the most 

insightful people I know on the subject of surviving trauma, and I read what she has to 

say quite often. 

 

 I decided to share Lindsay’s story with you today because in the past few weeks 

she has been championing a new cause and writing about a new organization which 
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has sprung up in the wake of the non-indictments by grand juries of white policemen 

whose actions resulted in the death of black men.  It is called “BlackLivesMatter.”  It is 

an organization whose purpose is to bring people together and provide support for 

one another in the wake of these tragic incidents.  It is not about rioting in the streets or 

burning police cars or smashing store windows or looting merchandise from innocent 

shopkeepers.  Yesterday, I received a Face Book post from our bishop, Jon Anderson, 

encouraging us to join with the African Methodist Episcopal Zion Church by observing 

today as Solidarity Sunday.  They are people who know what it is like to be a black 

person living in the United States in a way that I do not, just as I do not know what it is 

like to survive the collapse of a bridge from beneath me the way that Lindsay does.  I 

can drive across a bridge without being afraid.  Lindsay cannot.  I can walk down the 

street without being looked at with suspicion, or being afraid for my safety or the safety 

of my children and grandchildren, simply because of the color of my skin.  Presiding 

Bishop, Elizabeth Eaton, has also written on the subject asking us to pray for peace and 

justice and an end to the racial violence that seems to plague our world.  What seems 

to tie these two issues together for me is that we, the people of our nation, and the 

people of our world, have suffered a major trauma.  We are not the same nation that 

we were a little more than 150 years ago, at the time of the Civil War.  We are also not 

the same nation that we were 50 years ago at the height of the Civil Rights movement, 

when riots in the streets with its accompaniment of burning, smashing and looting were 

a much more frequent occurrence.  My hope is that we are much better than we were 

back then.  But our recent experience reminds us that all these issues have not yet 

been resolved.  Lindsay sees that and I trust her insight.  She is one who knows what it is 

like to be a victim, to suffer trauma, and to heal from that experience.  There is still 

much to do, and God calls us to do it – to heal from the trauma, to allow changes to 

happen in our lives, and to begin to see everyone and anyone as a brother or sister 

deserving of equal treatment in our world and as a fellow member of God’s creation. 

 

 The fact of the matter is that God’s people have always known trauma.  From 

slavery in Egypt to exile in Babylon and with numerous incidents in between, the 

people of Israel had gone through all kinds of traumatic experiences.  They had 

suffered.  They had healed.  They had relapsed.  And they had healed again.  When 

the prophet known to scholars as “Second Isaiah” addresses them with the words of 

our lesson for today, they had been in exile for nearly 50 years.  Their armies had been 

defeated.  Their nation had been conquered.  Their cities had been destroyed.  And 

many of them had been carted away to live as foreign strangers in a distant land.  

Over the years, some of them had prospered, but many longed for the day when they 

would all go back.  They would rebuild the cities.  They would reestablish the nation.  
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They would once again become the people they believed God intended them to be.  

It was like a dream to them, but it was also very real.  And then the prophet tells them 

on behalf of God, “Here is my servant, whom I uphold; my chosen, in whom my soul 

delights; I have put my spirit upon him, he will bring forth justice to the nations.”  What 

strikes me about God’s servant is the gentleness with which he will accomplish his 

purpose.  There will be no rioting in the streets, no burning or looting, not even shouting 

or screaming.  “He will not cry or lift up his voice, or make it heard in the street; a 

bruised reed he will not break, and a dimly burning wick he will not quench…”  Yet, he 

will be persistent.  He will not grow weary.  And he will not fail.  That is God’s promise.  

The people can count on it.  God will make it a reality. 

 

 There is, of course, a debate about to whom the prophet is referring.  Is it just one 

person?  Is it the whole nation?  Is it someone in Isaiah’s time?  Is it someone off in the 

future?  My answer to those questions is yes.  The servant is at one time each of those 

things and all of them rolled together.  The prophet’s words carry a depth of meaning 

and they are multi-leveled.  They speak to the immediate situation.  They point to 

individuals and to the entire nation.  And they speak to us in the future.  We cannot 

hear them without thinking of Jesus.  The church has used them since its earliest days 

as a way to understand the work of the Christ.  He is God’s chosen, the one in whom 

God’s spirit was pleased to dwell.  He is the one who took on the injustice of the world, 

suffering under its weight, and eventually dying at its hand; so that it’s trauma and 

violence might be overcome once and for all, not by a great show of power and 

force, not with its own great violence and destruction, but by taking it into himself, 

absorbing it, smothering it under his own being, so that it might no longer be a threat to 

the rest of God’s people.  There you can see it.  It is in Christ’s innocent suffering and 

death that the servant of God is at work in the world.  But, as Christ’s body at work in 

the world today, we are also called to seek justice, to do so gently, and to do so in a 

way that will bring light in the midst of the darkness.   

 

 As I have told you, Advent is the season of waiting.  When I began work on this 

sermon, I thought I would be asking the question “For whom are you waiting?”  I now 

see that I am asking “For what are you waiting?”  For the servant does not so simply 

answer the question of who, but of what.  What does God’s servant do?  What does 

God’s servant bring?  What will God’s servant accomplish?  This, I think, is the greater 

question.  God’s servant is to bring justice and light to the nations and “to open the 

eyes that are blind, to bring out…from the prison those who sit in darkness.”  The work 

of the servant is to transform and illuminate God’s world, to make it different and to 

brighten its look.  It is to make it a better place.  It is to heal it from its trauma.  And it is 
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to bring it into alignment with God’s intentions.  Lindsay’s healing from her trauma of 

the bridge collapse began when she started to draw her feelings through the creative 

process of painting.  Perhaps, we should all take the time to draw a picture of our 

hopes and dreams during this Advent Season.  We might discover in that process what 

we are waiting for God to change in our world.  But I’m not sure I can ask you to do 

that.  The traditional creative process in the church is prayer.  So, what I am asking you 

to do during these final weeks of Advent as we wait is to pray.  We can pray for a new 

world.  We can pray for a changed future.  We can pray for a healing from our trauma.  

We can pray for a release from our exile.  We can pray … for God to transform and 

illuminate our world, to make it better, to heal us from our past, and to bring about 

justice and peace among all God’s people. 

       Amen. 


