
 
 
Dear Friends,  
 
Today I am reading Isaiah 40:1-11: (and singing to myself parts of Handel's Messiah): 
 
Comfort, O comfort my 
people; says your God.  Speak 
tenderly to Jerusalem, and cry 
to her that she has served her 
term, that her penalty is paid, 
that she has received from the 
Lord's hand double for all her 
sins. A voice cries out; "In the 
wilderness prepare the way of 
the Lord, make straight in the 
desert a highway for our 
God.  Every valley shall be 
lifted up, and every mountain 
and hill be made low; the 
uneven ground shall become 
level, and the rough places a 
plain.  Then the glory of the 
Lord shall be revealed, and all 
people shall see it together, 
for the mouth of the Lord has spoken." A voice says, " Cry Out!" And I said, "What shall I cry?"  All 
people are grass; their constancy is like the flower of the field.  The grass withers, the flower faces, 
when the breath of the Lord blows upon it; surely the people are grass.  The grass wither, the flower 
fades; but the word of our God will stand forever.  Get you up to a high mountain. O Zion, herald of 
good tidings, lift it up, do not fear; say to the cities of Judah, "Here is your God!"  See, the Lord God 
comes with might; and his arm rules for him; his reward is with him, and his recompense before him, 
He will feed his flock like a shepherd; he will gather the lambs in his arms, and carry them in his 
bosom and gently lead the mother sheep.   
 
"Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of finding himself surrounded by some 
fifty or sixty fathoms of iron cable: but he could see nothing.  
 
'Jacob,' he said imploringly.  'Old Jacob Marley, tell me more.  Speak comfort to me, Jacob.'  
 
'I have none to give,' the Ghost replied , 'It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is 
conveyed by other ministers, to other kinds of men.'  
 
On Christmas Eve, miserable, stingy, curmudgeonly (don't you love that word) old Ebenezer Scrooge 
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finds himself bound by invisible cables and unable to move--he calls out to the ghost of his old 
partner, Jacob Marley, asking for words of comfort and Marley has NONE to give him.  
 
Isaiah says, "Comfort, O comfort my people, says your God.  Speak tenderly to Jerusalem and cry to 
her that she has served her term; her penalty is paid.   
 
Held captive, strangers in the strange land of Babylon, the children of Israel call out to God for 
respite from their imprisonment, and God speaks through the prophet Isaiah.  Unlike Jacob Marley, 
however, Isaiah brings words of comfort, hope, and joy.  
Tragedy and injustice don't take a vacation at Christmastime.  Grief, illness, loneliness - all make their 
mark on the season.  The people in Ferguson Missouri are crying out for words of comfort, as are 
those families affected by the school bus accident in Knoxville yesterday.   
We are called to speak tidings of comfort and joy.  How can we be so bold.  Isaiah tells us that our 
courage to speak words of comfort is found not in the makeup of the messenger but in the 
message.  The events in Ferguson Missouri are troubling at best.  There are those who insist that a 
grave injustice has been done and punishment must follow.  Others are just as insistent that what 
happened on that August night in Ferguson was a tragedy, but not an injustice.  Both are longing to 
hear a prophetic voice from People of God.   
When we think of the "prophetic voice" we think of the prophets in the Bible who ranted and railed 
against the injustices of their time.  We think of Isaiah preaching against the arrogant and corrupt 
aristocracy of his time.  We think of Jeremiah warning King Zedekiah, and Nathan rebuking David, 
and John the Baptizer accusing Herod.   
There is a softer gentler prophetic voice in the Scriptures as well-- the voice of comfort in times of 
grief, pain, and struggle.  It is a voice of reassurance, like the voice of a mother comforting a fearful 
child: 
I will go with you.  
I am on my way.  
I can fix it.  
Here, let me help.   
I love you.  
 
Maybe you have seen the photograph taken last week of 12 year-old Devonte Hart, with tears 
streaming down his face, hugging police Sgt. Bret Barnum.  Sgt. Barnum said he saw Devonte 
holding a sign offering free hugs and crying because of the violence occurring between white police 
officers and young black men.  Devonte and Sgt. Barnum's hug has gone viral, probably because it 
speaks so clearly to the universal need we read of in Isaiah:  
Comfort, O comfort my people... Speak Tenderly to Ferguson, and cry to her that she has served her 
term; her penalty is paid.   
 
We might not agree on whether an injustice was done, but we can all agree that there was a 
tragedy.  And in the midst of tragedy, we are called to speak with the prophetic voice announcing 
that the time of suffering has ended.  The time of reconciliation and restoration has begun.   
 
For Unto Us a Child is Born. Unto us a Son is given.   
 
PRAISES AND PRAYER REQUESTS: 
 
Please pray for  
John Collins and his family in the death of John's brother, Eddie Johnson 



Nancy Hopson in the death of her aunt  
Those affected by the bus wreck in Knoxville 
Ferguson, Missouri 
Mike Scott's father Darrell Scott, in Peoria Illinois  
 
 
CALENDAR:  
 
We have MUCH on our church calendar this month.  Please pick up a copy of the Advent guide that 
Karl Kapoor has prepared.  :)  
Highlights are:  
A Taste of First Sunday Dec 7  
Cantata Sunday Dec 14  
Christmas Eve services 4 pm and 6:30 pm.   
 
"Preach the gospel at all times and when necessary use words."  

 St Francis of Assisi 
 
Blessings,  
 
Jane Taylor 
First United Methodist Church  
Johnson City TN  
 


