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Freedom is Coming, Hope Remains: Third Sunday in Advent 

Isaiah 61:1-4, 8-11 

The spirit of the Lord God is upon me, because the Lord has anointed me; he has sent me to 

bring good news to the oppressed, to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the 

captives, and release to the prisoners; to proclaim the year of the Lord's favor, and the day 

of vengeance of our God; to comfort all who mourn; to provide for those who mourn in 

Zion—to give them a garland instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning, the 

mantle of praise instead of a faint spirit. They will be called oaks of righteousness, the 

planting of the Lord, to display his glory. They shall build up the ancient ruins, they shall 

raise up the former devastations; they shall repair the ruined cities, the devastations of many 

generations. For I the Lord love justice, I hate robbery and wrongdoing; I will faithfully 

give them their recompense, and I will make an everlasting covenant with them. Their 

descendants shall be known among the nations, and their offspring among the peoples; all 

who see them shall acknowledge that they are a people whom the Lord has blessed. I will 

greatly rejoice in the LORD, my whole being shall exult in my God; for he has clothed me 

with the garments of salvation, he has covered me with the robe of righteousness, as a 

bridegroom decks himself with a garland, and as a bride adorns herself with her jewels. For 

as the earth brings forth its shoots, and as a garden causes what is sown in it to spring up, so 

the Lord God will cause righteousness and praise to spring up before all the nations. 

 

Freedom is Coming, Hope Remains 

 

“Stir up your power, O Lord, and with great might come among us….” So our Collect for the 

Third Sunday of Advent begins. “Stir up your power, O Lord, and with great might come among 

us…. Let your bountiful grace and mercy speedily help and deliver us….”  

 

From the Prophet Isaiah we hear these words today: “The spirit of the LORD God is upon me, 

because the LORD has anointed me; he has sent me to bring good news to the oppressed, to bind 

up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives, and release to the prisoners; to proclaim 

the year of the Lord’s favor… to comfort all who mourn… to give them a garland instead of 

ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning….” (Isaiah 61:1-5).  

 

Upon hearing these words, as followers of Jesus we immediately remember Luke chapter 4: the 

beginning of Jesus’ ministry when he picked this scroll out of all the scrolls in the temple -- the 

eyes of everyone fixed on him -- and he read these words we have just heard, proclaiming the 
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year of Jubilee, a chance to start over. Jesus came offering freedom and giving hope away like 

offering water and calories to marathon runners. We might just be able to finish this thing after 

all! 

 

Real hope is hard to come by. We tend to prefer the cheap liquor of inspirational positivism 

which helps us drink away the very real problems which confront us. Positivism says we can just 

try a little harder, trick ourselves to success, fake it ‘til you make it. Real hope is hard to come 

by. Real hope means having both feet firmly planted on the ground in this reality and yet having 

our worth and dignity and purpose in something more. Real hope is taking the punches that come 

which make you feel worthless and yet knowing in your soul that you are of infinite worth, that 

God delights in you no matter what. Real hope is about freedom -- anticipating and longing for 

freedom so much that you can taste it and see it and touch it, and doing that again and again until 

you find yourself somehow living there in that freedom. Real hope is good news to the 

oppressed. It’s binding up the brokenhearted. It’s liberty to those held captive. Real hope is the 

Lord’s favor shining like the sunshine. 

 

Real hope is what Nathan Myers has. I heard Nathan’s story recently. He graduated high school 

in 1976 and later that year his roommate was shot and killed in their apartment. The police 

arrested Nathan who had been at a party a few blocks away at the time of the shooting. He was 

charged with murder even though there were dozens of people who could testify about his 

whereabouts when the shooting happened. His lawyer took a gamble, thinking that the case 

would be short and sweet without any physical evidence but somehow Nathan was convicted of 

a murder he didn’t do and given life in prison.1  

 

Weeks and months and years went by. Nathan wrote letters and begged the court to let him 

present evidence and show that he wasn’t there. The years turned into decades and all the time he 

researched the law, looked into similar cases, and kept on praying and pleading for a chance to 

tell his story. It wasn’t until he read in the paper about a special unit being set up by his district 

attorney to investigate wrongful convictions -- a sort of public innocence project -- that he had 

his chance. The head of the unit read his letter and began looking into this case, corroborating 

Nathan’ story.  

 

When he finally got before a judge, it took only a few hours before they released him and he was 

made a free man. He was 61 years old, having been released just a couple of years ago. He spent 

over forty years in prison for something he didn’t do. But what is remarkable about Nathan is 

that there is no bitterness in his voice. This is no anger or hatred there -- grief sure -- for he and 

his family had been praying for this day for so long and not all of them were alive anymore to 

witness the day. To paraphrase his own words, he said about his release that all he needed to do 

 
1 https://thisiscriminal.com/episode-154-the-night-of-the-party-12-4-2020. 
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when he got out was to find a nice spot where he could get on his hands and knees to kiss the 

ground and to thank his Lord and Savior for freedom. 

 

That’s some Advent hope right there. I don’t think I could have lasted like him. I don’t think that 

I could have kept hope as he did. It makes me think about this chapter of our lives with the 

pandemic a bit differently. Can we live through this challenging time and yet know that we are 

more than this and that God has more in store for us than this? Nathan Myers makes me think 

about Advent hope and about a God who promises sight to the blind, healing to the 

brokenhearted, and freedom to the captive. I wonder if we realize that Christ’s birth was the 

beginning of God setting us free. Our hopes have been realized. Our prayers have been answered 

before and will be again. Perhaps when this Advent is over -- on Christmas day -- we can all take 

after Mr. Myers and get down on our hands and knees to kiss this sacred earth where Jesus 

walked and thank our Lord and Savior for making us free and for giving us hope. 

 


