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ADVENT FROM A PROPHET’S PERSPECTIVE: JOY
Isaiah 35:1-10

I’ve been telling you now for the last couple of weeks what I want to do this Advent Season 
... and that is to challenge us to think about “taking some action” and doing that through the 
perspective and the words of the Prophet Isaiah.  The overriding theme of today’s passage from 
Isaiah is JOY.  Do you need some JOY in your life?  

Isaiah sees a world where: 
“...everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;

they shall obtain joy and gladness,
and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.”

And so ... if Isaiah’s vision of a JOY that is everlasting is to become a reality ... then YOU and I
have to DO SOMETHING!  


It is a classic story I want to share again with you this morning ... one that awakened the 

inner core of a man who had been lost for so long.  A true story of one who needed to find “a 
highway” in the midst of the “wilderness,” the “dry land,” and the “desert” of which his life had 
become.  George Mason needed to find “JOY.”

It was Christmas Eve, and, as usual, George was the last to leave the office.  He walked over 
to a massive safe, spun the dials, and swung the heavy door open.  Making sure the door would not
close behind him, he stepped inside.  A square of white cardboard was taped just above the 
topmost row of strong-boxes.  On the card a few words were written.  George Mason stared at those 
words ... remembering.

Exactly one year ago, he had entered this same vault.  And then, behind his back, slowly, 
noiselessly the heavy door swung shut.  He was trapped ... entombed in the sudden and terrifying
dark.  He hurled himself at the unyielding door, his hoarse cry sounding like an explosion.  Through 
his mind flashed all the stories he had heard of men found suffocated in time-vaults.  No time clock 
controlled this mechanism; the safe would remain locked until it was opened from the outside.  He 
would have to wait until tomorrow morning.  Then the realization hit him.  No one would come 
tomorrow ... tomorrow was Christmas.

Once more he flung himself at the door, shouting wildly, until he sank on his knees 
exhausted.  Silence came ... high-pitched, singing silence that seemed deafening.  More than 36 
hours would pass before anyone came, 36 hours in a steel box, three feet wide, eight feet long, 
seven feet high.  Would the oxygen last?  Perspiring and breathing heavily, he felt his way around the 
floor.  Then, in the far right-hand corner, just above the floor, he found a small, circular opening.  
Quickly he thrust his finger into it and felt, faint but unmistakably, a cool current of air.  The tension 
release was so sudden that he burst into tears.  But at last he sat up.  Surely he wouldn’t have to stay 
trapped for the full 36 hours.  Somebody would miss him.  But WHO?

George was unmarried and lived alone.  The maid who cleaned his apartment was just a 
servant and that is how he had always treated her.  He had been invited to spend Christmas Eve 
with his brother’s family, but children got on his nerves, and expected presents.  A friend had asked 
him to go to a home for elderly people on Christmas Day and play the piano since George was a 
good musician, but he had made some excuse or other.  He had intended to just sit at home with a 
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good cigar, listening to some new music he was giving himself.  George dug his nails into the palms 
of his hands until the pain balanced the misery in his mind.  NOBODY would come and let him out.  
Nobody, NOBODY.

Miserably the whole of Christmas Day went by, and the succeeding night.  On the morning 
after Christmas, the head clerk came into the office at the usual time, unlocked the safe, then went 
on into her private office.  No one saw George Mason stagger out into the corridor, run to the water 
cooler, and drink great gulps of water.  No one paid any attention to him as he left and took a taxi 
home.  There he shaved, changed his wrinkled clothes, ate breakfast and returned to his office, where 
his employees greeted him casually.

That day he met several acquaintances and talked to his own brother.  Grimly, inescapably
the TRUTH closed in on George Mason.  He had vanished from human society during the greatest
festival of Christian fellowship ... AND NO ONE HAD MISSED HIM.  

Reluctantly, George began to think about the true meaning of Christmas.  Was it possible 
that he had been blind all these years with selfishness, indifference, pride?  Wasn’t giving, after all, the 
essence of Christmas since it marked the time God gave His own Son to the world?

All through that next year that followed, with little hesitant deeds of kindness, with small, 
unnoticed acts of unselfishness, George Mason tried to prepare himself.  Then, once more, it was 
Christmas Eve.  Slowly he backed out of the safe and closed it.  He touched its grim steel face lightly, 
almost affectionately, and left the office.

There he went in his black overcoat and hat, the same George Mason as a year ago ... or WAS
he?  He walked a few blocks, then flagged a taxi, anxious not to be late.  His nephews were 
expecting him to help them trim the tree.  Afterwards, he was taking his brother and his sister-in-
law to a Christmas play.  WHY was he so happy?  WHY did this jostling against others, laden as he 
was with bundles, exhilarate and delight him?  Perhaps the card has something to do with it ... the 
card he taped inside his office safe last New Year’s Day.  On the card is written, in George Mason’s 
own hand: 

“To love people, 
to be indispensable somewhere, 

THAT is the purpose of life.  
THAT is the secret of happiness.”

For a period of some 36 hours, George Mason had been lost to the world ... locked in a vault 
with no way out.  There had been no doorway to freedom, no window, no escape hatch, no road to 
lead him away from his personal misery and darkness.


Just like the people of Isaiah’s day, there was no road for them.  They were in a desert 

wasteland with no water for survival.  There was no fertile soil to grow crops.  They were trapped, 
doomed in a barren place, with no apparent way to be liberated from their bondage ... they were 
LOST.  So in a vivid and prophetic manner, Isaiah tells them that “A highway will be there...”  A HIGHWAY
... a road to FREEDOM ... a road to JOY, a road that would LEAD them from their despair.  It was a road
where there would be JOYFUL SINGING ... one that would lead them to EVERLASTING JOY.

The highway for THEM is the same as it was for George Mason.  It was opened when there was 
a change of heart ... when God’s people began to realize that God was always there for them and that 
they could indeed depend upon their God.  When God’s people CHOOSE to take the paths that God
provides... they will be led to new life ... on roads to JOY.


And so I’m here to tell you today that there IS a ROAD for anyone who is feeling trapped or 

stuck or lost.  But, before that road can be traveled ... there must be destruction of the old.  The old 
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George Mason had to die before the new George Mason could travel that new road.  Isaiah’s listeners 
had to have their world destroyed before they could understand the new world that God was 
creating.

Listen to Isaiah’s description of the destruction of the old and the creation of the new:
For waters shall break forth in the wilderness,
   and streams in the desert;
the burning sand shall become a pool,
   and the thirsty ground springs of water;
the haunt of jackals shall become a swamp,
   the grass shall become reeds and rushes.

A highway shall be there,
   and it shall be called the Holy Way...

the unclean shall not travel on it,
   but it shall be for God’s people...

everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;
   they shall obtain joy and gladness,
   and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.


Did you ever think that the construction at the intersection of I-10 and I-95 would ever be 

completed?  I sure didn’t!  I mean, it has been an ongoing project for the entire time that we’ve lived 
in Jacksonville.  And do you remember that exit ramp that seemed to go to nowhere for such a long 
time?  It was finally completed and is the ramp to I-10 West.  It’s all done and it is soooooo nice, but 
now they’re working on I-10 making 3 lanes [or maybe 4, I’m not even sure] instead of 2.  I’m 
anxious for the construction to end because of the cement barriers that line the current road.  It 
seems like it would be simpler to just add a lane along side the existing ones ... it’s taking forever
and the traffic through that area is dangerous.

But, like I said, instead of just adding a lane they are totally digging up the old road and 
replacing it with a new one.  I guess that’s the only way a new road can be constructed.  I realize it 
will be much safer to travel when it is completed, with less congestion and obviously nice and 
smooth.  We just have to be patient and allow the old road to be removed as we anticipate the new road
that is being built.

You know, our lives are like that.  We want newness, but are we willing to bury the old?  And
so if Isaiah’s vision of a JOY that is everlasting is to become a reality for YOU and for ME ... then we
have to DO SOMETHING!  

George Mason was trapped and that forced him to take a look at his indifference and 
selfishness.  Yes, it took being locked up in a safe in order for him to see himself as he really was.  
Well, YOU and I don’t have to spend 2 days in a safe to travel a new road and there find JOY.  There is 
a new highway for ALL of us ... when we are willing to allow our old ones to be destroyed.  


Let me finish my sermon by telling you about another George I knew in my church out in 

Colorado.  My boss, John Ross wanted me to get a full range of experience while I was the Associate 
working with youth in the church, and so he challenged me to go visit George.  George was in a 
nursing home, his wife had died several years earlier and George was, well, let’s just say he was a 
very unpleasant man.  I would stop by to see him occasionally and he constantly complained 
because he had no visitors and felt lonely and neglected.  Yes, life was difficult for George, no 
question there.  

Well, it was getting close to Christmas and because I worked with the board of Deacons in 
the church, I suggested we send him some Christmas cards and take a poinsettia by.  When our
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youth group went Christmas caroling a couple days before Christmas, we made a special stop to 
see George and sing to him.

A few weeks went by and I decided to stop and see how George was doing.  When I walked 
into his room, the Christmas cards we had sent were still on his wall and the poinsettia plant, albeit 
devoid of any red pedals, was sitting on the table beside his bed.  I walked into his room and I asked 
George how he was doing?  Right away I noticed something seemed different.  He was smiling and he 
said, “You know, at Christmas time ... I am somebody.  People seem to care.”

Interesting, a nobody is a somebody at Christmas. And George continued to be a “somebody”
who truly seemed to be happy and content up until he died a couple of years later when I did his 
funeral.  George was a “somebody” who had found JOY in the midst of his circumstances.  

Each Sunday of Advent, you see the Advent candles being lit.  They represent all of the 
things surrounding the birth of Jesus that are for YOU: HOPE, PEACE, JOY, and LOVE. In your 
ordinariness ... right where you are ... God comes to you. That is the promise of Christmas ... you are 
somebody ... you are LOVED!


My friends, it is Christmas time.  New relationships, new understandings, new opportunities can 

all be realized when we LET GO of the old ones that are keeping us from being FULFILLED and
experiencing the JOY of life.

As Isaiah promises:

A highway shall be there...

everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;
   they shall obtain joy and gladness,
   and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.

But you have to do something ... you have to do something...
Amen and Amen.


