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Isaiah 2:1-5 Romans 13:11-14 
Psalm 122 Matthew 24:36-44 

As a child growing up on a dairy farm in Iowa, we did not travel much. Most of 

our trips had to be done within a day. We’d leave after Dad was done with the milking, 

and we had to arrive back late in the afternoon or early evening so that Dad could milk 

the cows that night. I can remember only a few times our going anywhere overnight. 

Only twice did we leave the state of Iowa, and in both cases they were one day trips. 

The only times I left Iowa was on church mission trips to Chicago, South Dakota, North 

Dakota, and northern Minnesota. 

As you look at that list of states, you will recognize that I had not yet been 

anywhere to see mountains. Yes, I had been to the Black Hills of South Dakota on one 

of our church mission trips. The Black Hills are not as majestic as the Rocky Mountains. 

They are called the Black Hills, not mountains! South Dakota may have the Great 

Faces, but Colorado has the Great Places! I had never seen the Rocky Mountains. 

Attending college in mid Kansas, I was halfway there. During spring break of my junior 

year, I was invited to participate in a touring worship group. Every year during spring 

break, the Sterling College sent about 5 or 6 of the students to various parts of the 

Midwest to lead special worship services. That year we were going to Colorado. I was 

really excited for I was going to finally see the mountains. As we crossed over into 

eastern Colorado, traveling through the high plains of Colorado on Interstate 70, I kept 

my eyes peeled to the western horizon. I kept asking when were we going to see the 

mountains. I was about as bad as a four-year-old constantly asking, “Are we there yet?” 

Are we going to see them, yet? Are we going to see them, yet?” I kept thinking I saw 

snow-peaked mountains off on the horizon, only to discover they were clouds. Finally, 
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finally, I got to see the mountains. And I am sure the others in the car were glad too! I 

was a deprived child, almost twenty-one before I saw the mountains. 

The prophet Isaiah wrote of another mountain, a mountain that the Judeans were 

anxiously looking for. This mountain was a source of hope for the Judeans. And boy did 

they need some glimmer of hope. Their land was devastated and many of them were 

living as strangers in a strange land. They have been conquered by the Babylonians, 

who left destruction and forcibly took many of the Judeans to a strange land as exiles. I 

cannot imagine what that would be like. I cannot imagine the despair! When the great 

civil rights leader Martin Luther King, Jr. gave his “I Have a Dream” speech, he was 

doing what Isaiah was doing with this passage. Isaiah is anticipating a future for Judah 

in the midst of their despair. Dr. King, like Isaiah, gave them an alternative vision, a 

vision of a better time. Walter Brueggemann points out that in God’s good time, 

Jerusalem was going to loom large and tall as a reference point for the nations. The city 

of Jerusalem will be a place that is commodious for widows and orphans. It will be a city 

that will know justice and righteousness. Jerusalem will be like a magnet, drawing all the 

nations of the world toward its particular authority. Norman Gottwald suggests that this 

poem is something of an effective United Nations, where nations can come in concert, 

drawn by a shared offer of well-being, where war will be unnecessary and no longer an 

available practice of the nations. The nations will want to come to Jerusalem. Here the 

nations will find the God-given secret for peace and justice. The nations will accept 

God’s verdicts for God will be so obviously effective, wise, and just. Political and 

economic oppression and threat will be no more. There will be an end of a hateful, 

divisive ideology. I need to add that Isaiah was not speaking about modern day Israel 
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and Jerusalem we know today. Isaiah here is not describing modern-day Israel. Modern 

day Israel is far from this vision. What we are given here is a vision of a perfect world, a 

vision which provides us with hope. This is God’s alternative vision. 

One of Martin Luther King, Jr. speech has been popularly known as “I’ve Been to 

the Mountaintop.” He did in that speech what Isaiah was doing in his. Dr. King delivered 

that speech on April 3, 1968 in Memphis, Tennessee. The speech primarily concerned 

the Memphis Sanitation Strike. The Civil Rights leader was calling for unity, economic 

actions, boycotts, and non-violent protest while challenging the United States to live up 

to its ideals. He stated that the issue was injustice; it was the refusal of the city of 

Memphis to be fair and honest in its dealings with its public servants, who happened to 

be sanitation workers. Memphis, like so many cities of the time, needed an alternative 

vision, one like Isaiah’s. In that speech Dr. King said: “I just want to do God’s will. And 

He’s allowed me to go up to the mountain. And I’ve looked over. And I’ve seen the 

Promised Land.”  

Dr. King used this imagery of the mountaintop to communicate his sense of 

expectancy and hope that someday the African Americans would be treated with justice 

and equality. Dr. King was looking forward in hope. His hope was the very hope that 

God gave in Isaiah’s passage. Dr. King never did see that day. This was his very last 

speech. The very next day he was assassinated. He knew that someday they would get 

to the Promised Land. 

Our Advent invitation is to look toward that realm with joyful expectancy. Advent 

is a season of expectancy. It is more than just a season of preparation for Christmas. It 

is more than a time of shopping frenzy. It comes from the Latin “advenio” which means 
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“coming.” Advent looks back to when Christ came as the Babe of Bethlehem, the Christ 

Child. And advent looks forward to when Christ will return. There is a note of 

expectancy to Advent. Just as Jesus came two thousand years ago, we wait for when 

Christ will come again.  

In the meantime, we wait. Like the Judeans, we look up to the mountain from the 

valley of our despair. One thing is very clear; we are not yet on God’s holy mountain. 

We are stuck in valleys of sorrow and loss. Too many people are in economic despair, 

with unemployment and under-employment, the lack of affordable health care, concerns 

about their children and their education, and concerns about their own retirements. Not 

too long ago you could pretty well plan to work for one company your entire career, a 

company that would keep you employed until your retirement, provide you with medical 

care, and pension plans. Fewer and fewer people can rely on that any more. Can we 

even expect to have decent careers, get ahead a little, buy our own homes, educate our 

children, and provide for our own retirements? For so many today, they are lucky just to 

get through another day, make it another day. We may wonder if the world is a safe 

place anymore, with climate change, terrorism, and wars displacing so many people. 

What will the future be like for us? What kind of a world are our children inheriting? 

Like the Judeans, we look to the mountain. We may not see it yet. But we keep 

our eyes to the horizon, with great expectancy that we will eventually see the mountain. 

Sometimes we may think we see a snow capped mountain, only to discover yet another 

cloud. Even though we may question it, and honestly question it, there will be a 

mountain, and God will be there. 

Blessed be the name of the Lord forever; 
may the glory of God fill the earth. Amen.  


