
Isaiah 64:1-9 
64:1 O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, so that the 
mountains would quake at your presence-- 

64:2 as when fire kindles brushwood and the fire causes water to boil-- to 
make your name known to your adversaries, so that the na@ons might tremble 
at your presence! 

64:3 When you did awesome deeds that we did not expect, you came down, 
the mountains quaked at your presence. 

64:4 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. 

64:5 You meet those who gladly do right, those who remember you in your 
ways. But you were angry, and we sinned; because you hid yourself we 
transgressed. 

64:6 We have all become like one who is unclean, and all our righteous deeds 
are like a filthy cloth. We all fade like a leaf, and our iniqui@es, like the wind, 
take us away. 

64:7 There is no one who calls on your name, or aPempts to take hold of you; 
for you have hidden your face from us, and have delivered us into the hand of 
our iniquity. 

64:8 Yet, O LORD, you are our Father; we are the clay, and you are our poPer; 
we are all the work of your hand. 

64:9 Do not be exceedingly angry, O LORD, and do not remember iniquity 
forever. Now consider, we are all your people. 



Author Anne LamoP wrote: “Hope is a conversa@on.”  I would suggest it is a 

conversa@on that is mul@-faceted.  A conversa@on with God, with ourselves 

and with others. 

Hope is a conversa@on with God where we feel free to speak the truth, not 

unlike the author of Isaiah. 

To say at one turn,  

….this is how it seems, and it doesn’t seem all that great - you seem to have 

hidden yourself and in sensing we’ve been abandoned, we have turned our 

hearts away from the pathways of love 

And then, at the other turn, 

When you did awesome deeds that we did not expect, you came down, the 

mountains quaked at your presence. 

We remember God - when you rescued us, when you blessed us with peace, 

when you gave us rest, when we had a sense of your presence. 

Hope is not an easy commodity.  We do not simply ask for it and find it arrived 

at our door the next day like a package from Amazon.   



Hope is o_en hard won.  Born out of @mes of hardship and challenge when we 

wrestle with the God who tells us we are so loved but does not then remove 

us from all the pain and suffering of this world. 

Hope is born in those moments when we realize we are not alone.  That God 

has not flown the coop and le_ us to our own devices.  Hope s@rs in the quiet 

moments when we catch a glimpse of the Almighty within us and about us, in 

the other and in the unexpected place. 

Hope is a conversa@on with God that acknowledges that we are o_en 

brokenhearted and hopeless in the face of what we see, but with our broken 

open hearts, we have room for the strange hope of God. 

Hope is also a conversa@on within ourselves. 

It is holding the difficult things we see around us - the changed and diminished 

Christmas plans, the hard, demanding work being done by our health care 

workers, the economic challenges facing many many people around the world.  

We hold these difficult, challenging and disheartening reali@es in light of what 

we choose to believe.  And what we believe is what the prophet Isaiah says,… 

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. 



You meet those who gladly do right, those who remember you in your ways. 

When we hold these abiding and eternal truths (even with shaking hands that 

are not completely certain), we find within the crevices of our heart hope. 

I think of the person who shared with me that in choosing not to come to 

church for health reasons, at first disappointed and disheartened by that, they 

have found a sense of God’s presence in the world around them in ways they 

had not before.  When out on a walk and catching sight and sound of 

chickadee, the heart sings a note of hope that we did not know lingered there. 

Hope is a conversa@on with the other.  A true conversa@on - where we listen 

and pour our heart. 

Telling the truth of the struggles, but doing so in light of the possibili@es. 

We might say to a friend how sad we are that we cannot get together for 

shared meals, only to hear the story of friends who called up others and said 

“We are making you dinner Friday night and dropping it off”. 

We share the story of caring for our loved one, more challenged than ever by 

the restric@ons of Covid-19, and when the other really hears what we are 

saying we feel a liPle bit lighter.  We can breath a liPle bit more easily.  That is 

hope. 



I have been struck in the past few months by various conversa@ons with 

others - whether parishioners, family or colleagues.  We are talking about 

mundane things, but venture into the territory of sharing more deeply from 

our hearts.  At the end of the conversa@on, people commented that they felt 

energized, hopeful.  And I did too!!!  In the midst of our honesty and 

vulnerability, hope snuck in. 

Isaiah chapter 64, verse 8, 

we are the clay, and you are our poPer; we are all the work of your hand. 

Let us pray, 

Creator God, you are the master ar@st.  Take our hearts into your hands this 

day and mold them into vessels of hope.  Whether it is by cracking open the 

hardened parts, or gently changing the shape - may your hope, - real hope, 

true hope, hope that sustains - may your hope take up residence in our hearts, 

in our lives and in this world.  Amen.


