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I have a confession to make and I would imagine it is a confession that most of you here today would make as well:  I am tired.  Granted, when I say that you might think, “Well, of course.  That comes with age, and having entered the 7th decade of your life could have a little something to do with that.”  But in truth, that is not why I am tired.  I am not physically exhausted.  I am simply spiritually exhausted.  I am spiritually exhausted by the world, the mess of the world and the mess of the world that only seems to be getting messier.  Don’t you agree?

The world, especially our own country, just seems to be in chaos, doesn’t it?  Things seem all backwards.  Up is down.  Right is left.  Left is right.  I hate to over-simplify things but the moral compass of the world is no longer pointing north.  Crime is rampant throughout our country.  Last month in St. Louis City, the number of murders exceeded the number of COVID deaths!  And that is in the middle of a pandemic!   And what do the politicians call for?  Defunding the police!  What am I missing here?  

Organizations claiming to be fighting fascism riot, loot, and destroy property.  They violently silence those who oppose them, which, if you have ever studied fascism, is actually pretty fascist!  We discover that Planned Parenthood is selling baby body parts for profit and no one blinks an eye.  In fact, those who uncovered this atrocity were the ones pursued by law enforcement.


And for goodness sake, let’s not forget the whole COVID thing.  Really, how could we?  This pandemic is just another symptom of the broken world in which we live, and it has impacted us all.  Think of what we have all been through.  Do you remember when this all first started?  Back in March we were told to shut down for eight weeks and everything would be better.  So, we did.  That changed to gatherings to no more than ten, which, to be honest, was simply not practical.  Finally, after months, we could gather at 25% capacity.  We have endured mixed messages from those in authority.  First, no masks, then masks, then no masks and then masks again!  We all must “socially distance,” except of course, if you are protesting in the streets.  That does not seem to be a problem.  On top of that, what are all those in charge talking about again?  Another shutdown.  It has all gotten to be too much and I am just tired!

Personally, it all fatigues me.  I am worn out by it.  I’ve seen too much.  Between crime on the streets, corruption and ridiculousness in politics, and dysfunction in families, I am personally ready for a change, and not just a small change.  I need a change that moves beyond candle-light vigils, neighborhood watches, and the empty assurances of politicians who, once elected, do nothing to solve any of the problems.  I want to be done with sin and evil.  I want it gone.  Do you know what I want?  I want an intervention of cosmic proportions and I’d like to have it now; the sooner the better, thank you.

In our Old Testament lesson for today, Isaiah the prophet is tired also.  And he too is looking for a cosmic intervention as well.   He too had witnessed much sin and evil while he lived in this broken world.  He too had witnessed things beyond his control; things he wanted to change but could not. And so he cried out to the only one who could help, meaning, Almighty God, “Oh that you would rend the heavens and come down, that the mountains might quake at your presence – as when fire kindles brushwood and the fire causes water to boil – to make your name known to your adversaries, and that the nations might tremble at your presence.” Do you see what Isaiah is doing here?  Isaiah, looking at all the sin and evil in his world, in dramatic fashion, begs God to tear the fabric of heaven open, to step through and make his presences known.  His prayer is for an instantaneous and forceful manifestation of the absolute power and authority of God.  “Just rip open the skies now, Lord, and don’t wait any longer.  Stand upon the earth and put an end to this curse that is upon this world once and for all.” You cannot help but get the sense that Isaiah was tired; tired of dealing with sin and sinful people and he just wanted God to intervene, as only he can, to take care of it for good. 

And, knowing Israel’s history, I can’t say that I blame him.  Isaiah had personally witnessed much evil.  He watched the expansion of the Assyrian army against the Northern Kingdom of Israel.  If you recall, after King Solomon died, Israel was split in two, and believe me, there was no love lost between the Northern and Southern Kingdom.  Assyria, which would be up around the region of modern-day Turkey, became the great enemy of the North.  At the time of Isaiah, they were expanding their territories through conquest.  They were known as a ruthless and barbaric people that showed no mercy to their defeated foes.  As the armies marched across the land and took control of a town, the inhabitants, men, women and children, were strung up on polls all around the city walls.  The limbs of conquered military officers were severed to mark their abject humiliation and defeat.   And as for those who were particularly forceful in their opposition, the Assyrian kings would routinely build scaffolding and gather the conquered people to witness their leaders being skinned alive.  The skins were then used to “adorn” the king’s palace.  

Isaiah witnessed the evil of the Southern Kingdom betraying their brothers to the north.  King Ahaz, to literally save his own skin, agreed to ally with Assyria to defeat the Northern Kingdom.  These were their kin whom they should have been defending.  But, the divisions and the hatred between the two kingdoms ran deep.  That sin eventually led to their defeat by Babylon some one hundred and twenty years later.


Isaiah also witnessed just the general sinful decline in the devotion of the people of Israel to their God.  In many ways, this was probably more disheartening to Isaiah than anything else.  His world was upside down and backwards also.  Israel was supposed to be God’s people, and as such, they were supposed to live like it.  The Ten Commandments were supposed to mean something to them.  They were to be a holy people and a light to all the Gentile nations that they too might come to believe in the one true God.  They were supposed to live as a holy people, and in so doing, all their conduct was to honor God.  But, they didn’t.  In fact, as you read through Isaiah, the people of Israel hardly resembled God’s people at all.  Isaiah describes them as harlots who prostitute themselves after every idol that comes along.  Their abandonment of God was so bad that they even went so far as to adopt the practice of human sacrifice.  How disheartened Isaiah must have been.  He watched as his own people, so enamored and entrenched in their sin, self-destructed.

Sin and evil existed everywhere Isaiah looked, and while he could very easily have stood there and pointed the finger at all those bad, evil people “out there,” he knows also that he cannot ignore the sin that exists in his own heart.  In verses 5 and 6, Isaiah writes, “Behold, you were angry, and we sinned; in our sins we have been a long time and shall we be saved?  We all have become like one who is unclean, and all of our righteous deeds are like a polluted garment.”  This is typical of God’s prophets.  They don’t stand above the people as “holier than thou” but rather stand before our holy God and confess that they too are a sinner.  Isaiah includes himself in the guilt of the nation.  “We have sinned,” he says.   And I think it is in last half of verse 5 that we get the sense of Isaiah’s fatigue, “in our sins we have been a long time and shall we be saved?”  In other words, when is this all going to stop?  Sin and the brokenness it had thrust upon the world manifested itself in many and various ways, all of them ugly and Isaiah is tired of it. “Oh, that you would rend the heavens and come down.”

And, as I said earlier, I too have grown pretty tired of just how broken this world is also.   I am fatigued by sin and all of its manifestations.  And when I say that, I mean not only the world’s sin, but also my own.  Maybe I think about this more than most.  Perhaps it is a hazard of the job.  Being a pastor, you are kind of in the “sin” business.  But in the more than half-century of my existence, I have had my fill of the destructive nature of sin and evil.  I have seen man’s inhumanity to man over and over again, and each day it seems the media reports of senseless violence and murder are endless.  I have seen families struggle with all sorts of disease and illness.  I have witnessed families filled with strife and ready to explode.  And, there is, of course, my personal daily struggle with my own sin; the wanting to live for God but then too often only living for myself; desiring to live out my calling as a Christian, as one baptized into his name, but then too often failing to live as his child for whom he died.  


I could very easily adopt Isaiah’s prayer as my own.  “Oh that you would rend the heavens and come down.” And, I am sure that you could too.  We have all seen and experienced the destructive nature of sin.  We have read about it in the papers and we have all experienced it first hand, as we are all sinners.  As Isaiah says, “We have all become like one who is unclean, and our righteous deeds are like a polluted garment.”  I am not sure whether you categorize things in your mind this way or not, but do you realize that every problem you have in life is only there because of sin?  Every problem we experience in life, whether it is an illness, anxiety, a crime perpetrated against us, an argument with our spouse, or financial hardships all ultimately find their roots in the brokenness of this world.  It is only because a broken world is all we know that we think of these things as normal parts of life.  They are not.  None of this was intended by God.  Not wars, not illnesses, not financial hardships, not sexual misconduct, and certainly not little boys being killed in their homes.  I have said this before, but wouldn’t it be so nice to wake up some day and not have to deal with sin; neither yours nor anyone else’s?  It is hard to imagine because sin and evil seem to be so entrenched in the human existence that there is nothing we can do. 

And, in truth, there is nothing we can do.  However, that does not mean nothing can be done, because it can and it was.  However, it was done by God himself.   Isaiah, knowing the magnitude of the problem turns to the only one who can help.  He turns to God and pleads with him to come down to save his people.  And that is exactly what God did.  Some seven centuries later God “rent” the heavens, if you will, and came down, but he did so, demonstrating his power not as Isaiah pictured with fire and quaking mountains.  Rather, he came in meekness, humbleness and gentleness.  “And there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks at night.  An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified.  But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid.  I bring you good news of great joy that will be for all people.  Today in the town of David A Savior has been born to you; he is Christ the Lord.  This will be a sign to you:  You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.”

In the Christ Child we see that our God in heaven chose not to remain aloof and distant to the problem of sin we face.  Instead, taking on human flesh and blood, he entered our world.  He “rent” the heavens and stepped right into the middle of all this mess.  And he did so to rescue us not only from this sinful world but from our own sins as well.  This was Jesus’ purpose.  Out of love he would not let us dwell in sin forever.  He would not permit evil to continue unchecked.  He would provide for you and me and all who believe in salvation.  He would promise deliverance from evil.

And this, of course, he did by destroying the power of sin and evil, by letting himself be destroyed on the cross and rising to new life.  As Isaiah says in his 53rd chapter, “He was pierced for our transgressions, he was crushed for our iniquities; the punishment that brought us peace was upon him and by his wounds we are healed.”  Jesus carried our sins to the cross with him and died there so that we might have peace with God.  His death won that peace for us, and that peace is to what we cling, even as sin in this world still affects us.  By his cross we know that salvation is ours.  That we are forgiven is a certainty, as is eternal life.  And as his people, we live in the hope of that time when we will no longer have to face life in a sinful world or face the struggles that come from our own personal sin.  


Yes, I am tired of sin, but I cling to what Jesus has done to solve the problem.  That event, his cross, was God’s answer to all the evil in the world and the evil that lies in my heart.  And bit by bit he is gathering sinners to himself, forgiving them and changing their hearts so that they might live for him and pursue a life that glorifies his name.  And some day, he will “rend the heavens again” as our Lord Jesus comes to correct for good all that sin has infected.  At that time, though, it will be our final rescue, and the true peace of God which surpasses all understanding will rest on all his people and best of all, sin will burden us no more.  In Jesus’ name.  Amen.   
