Isaiah 35 Peace for the Weary December 14, 2025

[The text that is written in purple was not spoken at the 10 o’clock service as the
children’s pageant took place during that service and took several wonderfully

appreciated minutes. It was spoken at the 8 o’clock service.]

You know that famous, universally understood image of a flower growing through
a crack in the hot, dry concrete? A symbol of hope and possibility and the kind of
stubbornness that screams, “I belong here!” when the rest of the world says, “this

should be a parking lot! What on earth are you doing here?”

Well, this poem in Isaiah is a bit like that flower. It's a message about a time
when survivors of tragedy return to the promised land with singing, and the land is
restored to abundant green beauty, and life is amazing. It's a beautiful vision of strength
being restored to weak bodies and courage flowing back into hearts that were afraid.

The blind able to see, the deaf able to hear, the lame able to run and jump.

It's an absolute beauty of a poem, but it doesn’t really belong between chapters
34 and 36.

You see, modern Christian and Jewish scholars who study the “book” of Isaiah
contend that it is actually 3 separate books, written in three separate periods of time, by
three different authors. Isaiah One is believed to be Isaiah, son of Amoz, who lived in
the 8™ century BCE and wrote about the period of history before the Babylonian exile. It

is suggested that he wrote the first 39 chapters of Isaiah.

Then, we have an anonymous writer who scholars call Isaiah Two, who is said to
have written chapters 40-55 during the Babylonian exile, and finally Isaiah Three, who
wrote, after the return to Jerusalem, the final ten chapters. Three different times, three

different messages, three different authors, three different historical settings.

If this is true, then our poem today, from chapter 35, seems out of place. A
message about the ransomed people of the Lord returning to Zion with singing and

things being restored seems more appropriately to describe what was happening at the



end of Isaiah when the captives were returning to Jerusalem after living in Babylon for

decades — an Isaiah 3 chapter.

So. .. either someone dropped parchments of Isaiah’s works on the ground and

put this page in the wrong section, or something else is happening here.

Professor Barbara Lundblad of Union Theological Seminary says, “Some things
even our best scholarship cannot explain.” [All | can say is,] “The Spirit hovered over the
text and over the scribes [and whispered]: “Put it here, before anyone is ready. Interrupt

the narrative of despair.”
Interrupt the narrative of despair. | love that line and | love that instruction.

If you ever tried to read through the Bible, you know that there are some tough
sections to get through. The first 34 chapters of Isaiah have been a narrative of despair-
tough reading. Isaiah, the OG Isaiah, is not living in a time in which there is much to
sing about. The ten tribes of Israel to the north have been destroyed by the Assyrian

army and now Jerusalem is threatened. The government is corrupt and weak.

And for chapter after chapter, Isaiah is pointing out injustice, wickedness, and
woe. He’s prophesying about a difficult present and a horrific future. He’s foreseeing the

destruction of Judah.

In chapter one he says, “Ah, sinful nation, people laden with iniquity, who have
forsaken the Lord, why do you continue to rebel? Your princes are rebels and
companions of thieves.” In chapter two — “O house of Jacob, the haughty eyes of the
people shall be brought low, and the pride of everyone shall be humbled.” In chapter
five, “Ah, you who call evil good and good evil . . . Ah, you who are wise in your own

eyes, . .. [a nation from far away will come] Here they come, swiftly, speedily!”

Then, in chapter eight, we have a tragedy. For Isaiah has a son and names him
“Maher-shalal-hash-baz.” That’s the tragedy, the name. Poor kid probably couldn’t write
it until he was eleven, but it gets worse. The name means “The spoil speeds, the prey

hastens.” And in verse four, Isaiah explains what that means, saying, “Before my son



can say, “Dada” the Assyrian army will carry away the spoils of Damascus.” This is so

dark and sad.

Chapter after chapter he spreads his doom and gloom. He warns his neighbors -
Philistia, Moab, Damascus, Ethiopia, Egypt, Edom and Tyre — bad things are going to
happen to us all.

In chapter 24 he says, “Now the Lord is about to lay waste the earth and make it
desolate, and he will twist its surface and scatter its inhabitants.” In chapter 28 he

specifically says, you rulers, priests and prophets are corrupt, drunk and ignorant.

In chapter 31 he warns the women, if you are complacent in this moment of trial,

if you don’t stand up for justice and worship the Lord, you, too, will suffer.

And then in chapter 34, he is arguably at his darkest. | won't read it all. It's not
pretty. It's apocalyptic and nauseating and sorrowful. But essentially, he says, the
people will perish. The streams will be undrinkable mud. The soil will burn with sulfur.
Smoke will rise from the scorched earth. It shall lie waste and only buzzards and jackals

and goat-demons (that’s literally what the Bible says — goat-demons) shall live there.
Isaiah needs a hug and a Xanax. Maybe some chocolate.

And then, suddenly, chapter 35 bursts in like a wildflower in a crack of a sidewalk.
Like a pink balloon floating in a thunderstorm. Like a piece of cake offered in the midst

of a salad bar.

So, here it is: a message that couldn’t wait until it might make more sense.

The wilderness and the dry land shall be glad;
the desert shall rejoice and blossom;

like the crocus 2it shall blossom abundantly
and rejoice with joy and shouting.

The glory of Lebanon shall be given to it,

the majesty of Carmel and Sharon.



They shall see the glory of the Lord,

the majesty of our God.

3 Strengthen the weak hands
and make firm the feeble knees.

4 Say to those who are of a fearful heart,
“Be strong, do not fear!

Here is your God.
He will come with vengeance,

with terrible recompense.

He will come and save you.”

3Then the eyes of the blind shall be opened,
and the ears of the deaf shall be opened;
®then the lame shall leap like a deer,
and the tongue of the speechless sing for joy.
For waters shall break forth in the wilderness
and streams in the desert;
"the burning sand shall become a pool
and the thirsty ground springs of water;
the haunt of jackals shall become a swamp;

the grass shall become reeds and rushes.

& A highway shall be there,

and it shall be called the Holy Way;
the unclean shall not travel on it,

but it shall be for God’s people;

no traveler, not even fools, shall go astray.
®No lion shall be there,

nor shall any ravenous beast come up on it;
they shall not be found there,

but the redeemed shall walk there.

19 And the ransomed of the Lord shall return



and come to Zion with singing;
everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;
they shall obtain joy and gladness,

and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.

This is the word of the Lord. Thanks be to God.

This inbreaking of good news startles us out of our melancholy. But then, just as
quickly, the next chapter talks about how the Assyrian army threatens Jerusalem. It's

not much of a break in the narrative, which is why it seems so out of place.
But we all need a little bit of interruption in the narrative of despair, don’t we?

Recently, | was doom scrolling, (that’'s when you run your finger across the
screen of your phone and hear nothing but bad news.) and | came across a content
creator named by Jacob Simon. Simon’s whole purpose is to seek to interrupt the
narrative of despair by quickly recapping some good things that happened recently. |
look for him now. | love hearing some good news. Like flowers in the cracks. We need

to interrupted the narrative of despair.
Just think of how it . . .

Breaking news: On Thursday, the U.S. Congress rejected two different bills that
would address looming health care premium spikes. Individuals are already planning to
go without healthcare next year as they cannot afford the rising costs. GoFundMe is
expected to become a primary way people pay their medical bills. Even as the norovirus
sweeps the nation and Connecticut has its first confirmed measles case we cannot

solve our healthcare crisis.

Inbreaking good news: On Thursday, in San Antonio, research was presented on
a vaccine that, so far, in its Phase One study, has been successful at preventing
recurrence of triple negative breast cancer. We are nearing the day when breast cancer

will be something we can prevent all together with a vaccine.



Breaking news: For the second time in four years, the people of in the state of
Washington are facing flooding homes and businesses because of an unusual climate
occurrence called an atmospheric river. 100,000 people have been forced to evacuate

as mudslides, washed out bridges, and flood waters destroy infrastructure.

Inbreaking news: The state of Texas recently declared that the state now gets
more power from solar panels than coal-powered plants. This milestone demonstrates
that renewable energy is not a partisan issue but a practical and efficient use of natural
resources and will be better for our environment. It's not too late to respond to climate

changes.

Breaking news: The U.S. has seized a Venezuelan oil tanker and is rattling its

saber about putting troops on the ground there.

Inbreaking good news: One day there will be true peace. Weapons will be
dismantled. Our military forces will be retrained to respond to natural disasters and

humanitarian needs instead.

Breaking news: The majority of Americans report feeling lonely and isolated. In
2023 loneliness was declared an epidemic adding to risks of heart disease, dementia,

and depression.

Inbreaking good news: There is a church near the intersection of Post Road and
Dunn’s Corners where members are not strangers but part of the family of faith. We will
love one another as we love ourselves. We will celebrate joys and share burdens. We

will not be alone.

Breaking news: A mass shooting took place at Brown University yesterday. Two

have died. Nine are injured.

Inbreaking news: One day, students will be able to pursue their education without
fear of an active shooter. One day, this will be a nightmarish chapter in our history

books. Eradicated like polio and smallpox.

What audacity to declare such things. Such promise don’t belong here. Our news

headlines are doom after gloom after sorrow after panic. Yet, we declare Good News.



We interrupt the narrative of despair. We throw seeds into cracks in the pavement. We

refuse to give up.

Isaiah 35 doesn’t make sense where it is. This poem of peace does not belong
here. It is almost certainly a mistake, an accidental editors oops. But the Christmas
message is the same. The pageant. The candlelighting. What audacity we have to

declare peace and hope and joy and love in the midst of the darkest days of the year!

We’'re dragging ourselves to church on the last fumes of energy we have left.
We’'re feeling weary. We're feeling dizzy and numb and tired. Author Annie B Jones
speaks for us when she says, “I (almost) always come limping into Advent, desperate
for light, but almost too tired to look for it. [But] Then | remember: the light came looking

for me, and that’s the whole point.”

The light of the world is coming toward us. Peace for our weary hearts. It comes
when we least expect it. It comes in the midst of deep darkness and sorrow. It breaks in
and startles us and when we hear it, we think, “That doesn’t belong here.” But that’s
been God’s game plan throughout history. Rahab the prostitute didn’t belong in the
genealogy of Jesus. The boy David didn’t belong on the battlefield with Goliath. Baby
Jesus, God Incarnate, didn’t belong in the arms of an unmarried girl who gave birth in a
barn. And Isaiah’s vision didn’t belong in the first volume of woe and warning. But God
keeps disrupting the narrative. Showing up where we least expect. And the people of

God keep offering good news where there is very little. Amen



