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Taylor Field, an inner-city pastor, tells of a woman in his church named Fresca.  Fresca 

had been a drug addict living on the streets of New York City when he first met her, but gradually 

the church he served drew her in and introduced her to Jesus.  Fresca’s own account was that “The 
people at this church are so gentle.  They hold my hand; they pray with me.  They joke with me 

and make me laugh”1 – which sounds like a lovely description of a church being and doing exactly 

what Jesus intended.  Step by step, like ice thawing on a sidewalk, Fresca began to warm up to the 

realization that God loved her, even in her struggles.  Step by step, says Field, Fresca became a 

new person.  Over the course of several months, she entered rehab and quit her addiction, she got 

back in touch with her family, and she accepted Jesus Christ as her Lord and as her Savior. 

 

Sometime later, one Sunday after church, Fresca was in the basement restroom when the 

sexton unknowingly turned out the lights in the basement and locked her in.  Fresca stepped out 

of the restroom into complete darkness and began to panic.  She screamed, but no one could hear.  

It was as if, in an instant, all the old nightmares of life on the street had come to reality – she was 

trapped and couldn’t get out.  She began to try to feel her way along the wall – but in the darkness 

only banged her head on a pipe and tripped and fell over some boxes.  Finally, she got hold of her 

panic, saying to herself, “All right, I am trapped.  I can’t see and I can find absolutely no way out.  

So I am going to pray.”  And she got down on her knees there in the darkness.  And no sooner had 

she bowed down on her knees in prayer than she was able to see something she had not able to see 

while standing up.  There, bowed down on her knees, she could see just a thin sliver of light coming 

from beneath the door leading to the outside.  On her knees, she crawled toward the light, found 

the door, and was free. 

 

Later, as she recounted that story, she said it had become for her a symbol of everything 

that had happened to her since she had come to that church – and since that church had, by its 

gentle love, led her to Christ.  In her life on the streets, she had been lost and trapped in a darkness 

she could not escape on her own.   But just as on her knees in that basement she had been able to 

see the light which led to her freedom, so on her knees before Christ she had been able to see the 

Light which had set her free from her old life.  The light of God’s love for her, His mercy upon 

her – the light of His power to raise her up and overcome all that had been holding her down.  

Christ had come to her, while she was bowed down by hopelessness – and lifted her up into a new 

hope, purpose, and joy.2 



2 

 

 

Blessed is he whose help is in the God of Jacob, 

 whose hope is in the Lord his God . . . 

[For] The Lord sets the prisoners free; 

 the Lord opens the eyes of the blind. 

The Lord lifts up those who are bowed down. 

 

My story of how Jesus Christ became my help and my hope is nowhere near as dramatic 

as that of Fresca – I’m guessing that is probably so for most of us.  But one thing we all share in 
common with her story is the fact that life, at one point or another, does indeed bring us all down 

to our knees – bows us down in some sorrow or sadness or fear or loneliness or inadequacy or 

overwhelmingness or need or frustration or one hundred and one other things.  Life just does that 

to us – bows us down, brings us to our knees – simply because, first of all, we are sinners who get 

so much of life wrong to begin with; and second, simply because we live in a world which is fallen, 

which is so far from the way God meant for it to be.  We are, in fact, broken people – all of us – 

living in a broken world.   

 

We all desperately try to maintain the illusion that this is not so – that we in, in fact, large 

and in charge and impervious to the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune.  But life always finds 

a way to interrupt, to intrude upon, to invalidate that illusion.  Life’s messiness just keeps creeping 

in through the cracks in our defenses – and then there we are, brought low, wounded and weak and 

afraid.  And, the ultimate illusion buster, at the end comes our dying and our death – the ultimate 

loss of the illusion of control. 

 

So we, too, like Fresca, are to be numbered among those who, in this life, find themselves 

bowed down and in need of a savior.  But where shall we turn to find one?  The psalmist says, 

“Put not your trust in princes, in a son of man, in whom there is no salvation.”  I take him to mean 

this both literally and symbolically.  That not just princes, but that no human being, not even we 

ourselves, can save us.  And further, that there is, in fact, nothing at all in this world which can 

save us.  That when it all falls in, nothing earthly we possess can put it back together again.  We 

have learned to put our trust in money – but what does money do for a broken heart?  We have 

been taught to put our trust in technology – but what can technology do for the hole which has 

opened up in our souls? We scramble about, like Fresca in the dark, grabbing hold of whatever we 

think will lift us up and out – but, in the end, none of it (whatever it is) can bear the weight of our 

sorrow and suffering, our hopelessness and hurt, our loneliness and lostness.  “Put not your trust 
in princes, in a son of man, in whom there is no salvation.” 

 

So where, then, shall we turn when life has bowed us down, brought us to our knees?  

“Blessed is he whose help is the God of Jacob, whose hope is in the Lord his God.”  And why?  

Because “The Lord lifts up those who are bowed down.”  The Lord lifts up those who are bowed 

down.  There are certain great truths that we can only learn when we are on our knees – and this, 

I think, is chief among them, that truly, “Blessed is he whose help is the God of Jacob, whose hope 
is in the Lord his God . . . The Lord lifts up those who are bowed down.” 

 

Which, when you think about it, is precisely what Christmas is all about.  The Lord our 

God looked down from heaven and saw our plight, heard our cries – and answered our prayers.  
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He saw that we were bowed down by life, by our sin and by the fear of death.  And then He didn’t 
even wait for us to try to lift ourselves up to Him somehow – He knew we couldn’t do it no matter 
how hard we tried.  So, instead, He came down to us, as we are, bowed down by life and by the 

fear of death.  He humbled Himself, left His throne in Heaven and came down to us as a little child 

in a manger in Bethlehem.  He came down to us who are bowed down by life and by the fear of 

death – all so that He could become for us our Help, our Hope, and our Salvation.  He came down 

to us in order to lift us up: 

 

Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die, 

Born to raise the sons of earth, 

Born to give them second birth.3 

 

He came down to us, who are bowed down by life and by the fear of death, so that He 

might lift us up from our sins and sorrows into His all-powerful care.  He came down to us, who 

are bowed down, so that His love could conquer our loneliness and lostness.  He came down to us, 

who are bowed down, so that His gift of hope would overcome our sadness and despair.  He came 

down to us, who are bowed down, so that life, His Life, would forever conquer our death.  “The 
Lord lifts up those who are bowed down.”   

 

Therefore, “Praise the Lord, O my soul!  I will praise the Lord as long as I live; I will sing 
praises to my God while I have my being.”  For the Good News of Christmas is that because Jesus 

Christ has come down to us to lift up those who are bowed down, blessed indeed this day and 

forevermore are those whose help is the God of Jacob, whose hope is in the Lord our God. 

 

 
1 Taylor Field, Mercy Streets (Nashville: Broadman & Holman, 2002), p. 66. 
2 Field, pp. 66-67. 
3 From Charles Wesley’s beloved hymn, “Hark! The Herald Angels Sing.” 


