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Twenty-five years ago this month, pictures of the earth were taken by the Voyager 1 
spacecraft from a distance of about four billion miles.  The pictures, from a location still 
within our solar system, showed our planet as what astronomer Carl Sagan later called a 
“pale blue dot.”  From his book with that title, he wrote, “From this distant vantage point, 
the Earth might not seem of particular interest. But for us, it’s different. Look again at that 
dot. That’s here, that’s home, that’s us. On it everyone you love, everyone you know, 
everyone you ever heard of, every human being who ever was, lived out their lives. The 
aggregate of our joy and suffering, thousands of confident religions, ideologies, and 
economic doctrines, every hunter and forager, every hero and coward, every creator and 
destroyer of civilization, every king and peasant, every young couple in love, every mother 
and father, hopeful child, inventor and explorer, every teacher of morals, every corrupt 
politician, every ‘superstar,’ every ‘supreme leader,’ every saint and sinner in the history of 
our species lived there – on a mote of dust suspended in a sunbeam.”1 

The psalmists and the prophets wrote about how small humanity is.  In our passage from 
Isaiah, even the most powerful humans are compared to grasshoppers, when seen from 
God’s perspective.  As we learn more about how vast our galaxy and universe are, perhaps 
we feel smaller than grasshoppers. At the time the Hebrew scriptures were written, it has 
been estimated that there were something close to 70 million people on the planet.2 Of 
course, now there are about a hundred times that many people in the human population.  
The questions to which Isaiah was responding, may have only gotten bigger about whether 
God can keep up with so many individuals that take up such a miniscule part of the cosmos.   

And yet, it might not be how small we are in comparison with the universe or how many 
humans there are, that may cause us to wonder whether God is paying attention to our 
needs.  It’s the situations that challenge us that may have us wondering whether God is 
paying attention to our concerns and going to use Godly power to address them.  These 
words were first written to a people in despair almost fifty years after Jerusalem had been 
ransacked and many of its people taken to exile in Babylon.  Cut off from the temple and 
land in which they believed God lived, they thought of themselves as also having been cut 
off from God.  Convinced that they were beyond God’s purview they languished in the 
notion that God had forgotten them.  Or perhaps it was that they were living beyond the 
range of the Lord’s reach and were instead under the power of Babylon’s star gods.They 
saw nothing that gave them hope that they would be able to return to their homeland.  They 
were not physically weary, but spiritually, they were heartsick and sapped of strength.   

I suspect not many of us have been held captive away from our homeland.  But there may 
have been times when it felt like we were doing something hoping for a response, and it 
didn’t seem to come.  We adjusted the thermostat in the cheap hotel room and nothing 
happened.  We pushed the nurse call button in the rehab center and no one came.  We 
prayed for God’s deliverance of some sort, and it felt like God had forgotten about us.  It 
could have been when a loved one was sick, when a job came to an end, when a relationship 
fell apart.  It could have been when there was some kind of natural or human-made disaster 
and we scratched our heads about the innocent people that were killed.  It could have been 
when we were just worn down by the challenges that met us each and every day.   



We love progress.  We like to see things getting better: stronger, faster, easier. We want 
problems to get dealt with and disappear.  We want advancement, improvement.  Into such 
a mindset, a chronic illness – or even natural aging – lands with a thud.  And we find 
ourselves asking, “Where in the heavens or rather where in our life are you God?  Where is 
your resurrection, transformational power?  Do you care about what is going on with me?”  

In response to such a mindset, to such a heart-set, we hear Isaiah’s words, that could speak 
to us: “Have you not known?  Have you not heard?  The Lord is the everlasting God, the 
creator of the ends of the earth. (Yes, we know.  Yes, we’ve heard).  This is the God who does 
not faint or grow weary, whose understanding is unsearchable.  This is the God who gives 
power to the faint and strengthens the powerless.”  (Have we heard and do we know that?)  
God would deliver the Hebrew people who had been held in captivity.  It wasn’t according 
to their desired timing, but eventually, even suddenly, Persian troops swept into Babylon, 
taking control even without a war.  The Persian leader, Cyrus, then decided the Hebrew 
people not only should be allowed to go back to their homeland, but should be given 
materials to rebuild the temple in Jerusalem. 3 

Even before this all happened, the people were told, “Those who wait for the Lord shall 
renew their strength.”  But waiting for the Lord did not mean sitting still.  There is an 
African proverb: “When you pray, move your feet.” 4 Isaiah said, when they waited for the 
Lord and tried to move forward, at times they would, by God’s grace, be able to soar, 
mounting up as with eagle’s wings.  At times they would be able to run and run and not 
even grow weary.  And at times they would only be able to walk and be allowed to keep 
from fainting on the way.  But however quickly or slowly they would be enabled to move 
forward, it would show a renewal of strength.  It would show that God was empowering 
them to not just be stuck. 

Mary Oliver is one of the great poets of our time.  “More Beautiful than the Honey Locust 
Tree Are the Words of the Lord” is one of her poems.  It ends this way: 

I had such a longing for virtue, for company. 

I wanted Christ to be as close as the cross I wear. 

I wanted to read and serve, to touch the altar linen.  

Instead I went back to the woods where not a single tree turns its face away. 

Instead I prayed, oh Lord, let me be something useful and unpretentious. 

Even the chimney swift sings. 

Even the cobblestones have a task to do, and do it well. 

Lord, let me be a flower, even a tare; or a sparrow. 

Or the smallest bright stone in a ring worn by someone brave and kind, whose name I will 
never know. 

Lord, when I sleep I feel you near. 

When I wake, and you are already wiping the stars away, 

I rise quickly, hoping to be like your wild child the rose, the honey-maker the honey vine;  

A bird shouting its joy as it floats through the gift you have given us: another day.5 



And on those days when we for whatever reason can’t float like a bird, or when we can’t run 
without getting weary, perhaps our waiting on the Lord can involve putting one foot in front 
of the other while hoping we won’t faint and our faith won’t evaporate.  Cyrus finally took 
the throne, which in addition to all of creation and many other indications, that it was God 
who ultimately reigned and delivered.  It was God, who enabled the people of God to 
continue to move forward even when they saw little reason for hope.  Keep waiting on the 
Lord.  It is the very One who created the vast heavens and the amazing earth who gives us 
another day and helps us take the next step.  And when our feet won’t race, perhaps our 
hearts can race ahead inspired by God’s loving care, perhaps our imaginations and prayers 
can soar, aroused by God’s faithfulness and dedication.  Yes, we know.  Yes, we have heard: 
“Those who wait for the Lord shall renew their strength.”  Alleluia. Amen. 

  

1 Carl Sagan,  Pale Blue Dot: A Vision of the Human Future in Space, Random House, 1994. 

2https://www.census.gov/population/international/data/worldpop/table_history.php 

3http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cyrus_the_Great_in_the_Bible 

4Broadly quoted.  I’m not sure anyone knows the original source of this proverb. 

5Mary Oliver, “More Beautiful than the Honey Locust Tree Are the Words of the Lord,” 
Thirst, Beacon Press, 2006. 

 

https://www.census.gov/population/international/data/worldpop/table_history.php
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cyrus_the_Great_in_the_Bible

