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Luke 1:46-55 
46And Mary said, “My soul magnifies the Lord, 47and my spirit rejoices 

in God my Savior, 48for he has looked with favor on the lowliness of his 
servant. Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed; 49for the 
Mighty One has done great things for me, and holy is his name. 50His mercy 
is for those who fear him from generation to generation. 51He has shown 
strength with his arm; he has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their 
hearts. 52He has brought down the powerful from their thrones, and lifted up 
the lowly; 53he has filled the hungry with good things, and sent the rich away 
empty. 54He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his mercy, 
55according to the promise he made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to his 
descendants forever.” 
 
 Most of the time, I fast forward through the commercials or use that 

time to check my email or give the dog another scoop of food, but a while ago I 

got caught watching a commercial for a new computer operating system and I 

found the commercial really offensive. Apparently, I found it so offensive that 

I immediately went into what my husband, Steve, might call my “preaching 

mode.” If pressed, he’d probably tell you it has nothing to do with my vocation 

as a pastor and everything to do with my role as a wife! At that point, I plead 

the fifth! But, I have to admit, in one sense, he’s right … because here I am 

preaching on it!   

 The commercial begins with a woman, a mother, at a computer and we 

see her family sitting on a couch in matching khaki pants and blue plaid 

shirts. Family photos have just been taken and she’s looking at the results on 

her computer screen. “Let’s see,” she says, “we’ve got Jen texting, Cody 

sticking an action figure in Hunter’s ear and, Joe (he’s the dad), Joe, what are 

you doing?” “Trying to get the action figure out of Hunter’s ear,” Joe replies 

from the couch.   



 

 The mom immediately goes back to the computer screen and begins to, 

in essence, cut and paste her family together. She says the computer system 

allows her to take “unruly shots and swap in some smiles.” All that is good 

and fine. What person hasn’t wanted to photoshop a picture to remove those 

scary looking red eyes, or reduce the shine on a forehead or the glare of a pair 

of glasses? It’s the mom’s closing line that pushed my “preaching mode” 

button. The commercial ends with a camera shot of the dad and kids hanging 

their heads low as the mom says, “This operating system gives me the family 

nature never could.”   

 In other words, the computer gives her the perfect family … who all 

wear matching outfits, smile at all the right times, and who pretend that they 

love being with their family all of the time because everyone is just so perfect 

all of the time. And, I understand wanting a nice picture … I really do … but 

the mom affirms this unrealistic idea that unless we have the perfect family, 

we can’t be happy and we can’t share our lives, even with our friends.   

 We often travel this Advent season under the influence of a desire for 

more perfect; more shopping; more travel; more planning; more cleaning and 

baking. More making sure that everything is in its right place so that we can 

have the perfect Christmas celebration … one that we can tell people about 

when we return to the office on Wednesday. And the pressure builds and it 

becomes increasingly difficult to find quiet time for our relationships with one 

another and our relationship with God. As we brush elbows with more and 

more people who are more and more anxious in this season, we hear again 

our call to a different focus as people of faith, because the fact of the matter is 

that we don’t get to choose our families … and the reality is that even if we 

did … life still wouldn’t be perfect.   

 Mary receives a visit from an angel and is told that she will bear the 

Son of God. As far as choosing family goes, it probably doesn’t get any more 



 

perfect than, you know, the Son of God. Even so, she’s young, she’s 

unmarried, and she’ll be homeless by the time the baby is born. So often, 

Mary is portrayed as being meek and mild, obedient, passive, even 

submissive because of her “yes” to God when the angel appears. But today, I 

can’t help but think about how prophetic this young woman is because to say 

“Yes” to God means that she has to say “No” to everything else that negates 

God’s purposes; all of her dreams for a normal life; her desire to just be a 

young, engaged woman who gets married and has a family, the normal way. 

She says no to the cultural norms of the day, and to the pressure of not 

bringing shame to her family. She says YES to God, but it means that she’s 

saying no to a lot of other expectations, and dreams, and hopes.   

 Just when the pre-Christmas frenzy has reached its height … just when 

everyone is doing all they can to prepare for a “perfect” Christmas gathering, 

we are treated to the voice of a young, poor woman who sings a song that tells 

us that the great mystery of this season is that our own personal holiness 

touches the lives of all those with whom we come into contact. Her voice says 

that when we make a small place for God to dwell in us, the whole world 

reaps the reward.   

 Mary, this unlikely candidate, is given a theological title, “Theotokos,” 

the “God bearer.” It reminds me a little of one of the neighbors we had while I 

was serving the church in Waukesha. Bobby would sometimes stop in asking 

for a little help with rent or gas money or even just some peanut butter, jelly, 

bread and prayer because he knew that the church cared for our neighbors.  

But one week, in mid-December, Bobby came to the church three days in a 

row asking for peanut butter and jelly. On the third day, when I looked a bit 

surprised to see him, he made sure to tell us that the sandwich fixings 

weren’t just for him … he was feeding his friends and neighbors in need, too.  

Bobby had his own little meal program going … feeding those who couldn’t 



 

quite make ends meet while the rest of us prepared for elaborate holiday 

celebrations. Reading today’s text about Mary, I thought about Bobby, who 

made a small space available for God to enter in, and live, and grow.   

 Mary’s song in Luke addresses the ways we set ourselves apart from 

one another, which is all the excuse we need to set us over and against one 

another. “For the Mighty One has done GREAT things for me, and HOLY is 

his name,” Mary sings. “He has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their 

hearts. He has brought down the powerful from their thrones, and lifted up 

the lowly; he has filled the hungry with good things, and sent the rich away 

empty.” She sings about a time when power, and money, and pride no longer 

separate us.   

 Mary sings the joy that she is feeling after she has said yes to making a 

small place for God to dwell and when she sings, she sings blessing for the 

oppressed … whether the oppression comes from being underprivileged or 

over privileged … whether the oppression comes from having resources for 

nothing or resources for everything … whether the oppression comes from the 

pressure of having no gifts or too many gifts or needing to get the perfect gift.   

 Mary’s song announces the reality of a both/and kind of world. She is 

both a young, unmarried woman and a mother. She is both a small place and 

a place where the maker of all things can dwell. She tells us of a world that is 

both already filled with God’s presence and still in need of that presence.  

Mary begins to show us how we can be people of both head and heart, both 

contemplative and justice oriented, both spiritually alive and socially active.   

 Mary creates a space for God to enter into her life and it causes her to 

sing a song that announces with a word of hope that all the wrongs of history 

have already been made right in that moment … and she calls all future 

generations to be the change agents that work for a better world for all. The 



 

time that Mary sings of, when God will dwell among the people is both 

already here and still to come.   

 We sometimes catch a glimpse of what that both already here and still 

to come world is like. I caught a glimpse of it here this month when we had 

representatives from local service agencies join us for the Mission Gift 

Festival. The Waukesha County Community Dental Clinic, The Women’s 

Center Emergency Shelter, United Methodist Children’s Services, Northcott 

Neighborhood House, the National Alliance on Mental Illness … these 

representatives, and others, joined us for a couple of brief hours of time. A 

couple of brief hours of talking with you about the needs they are seeing in 

our community and over twelve thousand dollars was raised in two weeks to 

help ensure that families have safe places to live, that young people have 

positive role models and job training and safe places to hang out in the city, 

that individuals struggling with mental illness have peer support and that 

their families can also find resources and a place to know they are not alone.  

Twelve thousand dollars in two weeks … that, my friends, is a sign of God’s 

kingdom already here.   

And yet, we know there are still people who will be homeless this 

Christmas; parents who will be struggling to buy even the smallest gift for 

their kids; families whose health is impacted by a lack of dental care. There 

will still be parents and grandparents grieving the loss of their young men 

and women to drugs or violence in the city and our country still experiences 

123 deaths by suicide every single day. I believe that God is both already here 

and still to come. 

I believe that we are all called to make a space, even a small space, for 

God to come and live and grow within us. I believe that making that space 

can be as easy as offering peanut butter and jelly sandwiches to those who 

are hungry, or as simple as offering an invitation to someone who is having a 



 

hard time this season. I believe that sometimes, making a space for God to 

live means loving yourself and your family enough to give up the need to try 

and make everything perfect for the holidays. I believe that we can be better 

friends, better partners and spouses, better mothers and fathers, better sons 

and daughters, better siblings and grandparents and neighbors when we say 

yes to making room for God to dwell in us and no to all those things that take 

our focus away from the meaning of this season.   

“My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior.  

Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed; for the Mighty One 

has done great things….”  

I believe that every time we provide a place, offer a meal, open a door, 

build a bridge, speak a word of hope, extend an invitation, sit quietly with 

someone grieving, make room or provide a home, Mary’s song becomes OUR 

song and we, too, become God-bearers. And I believe that when we make 

space for God to dwell in us, the Mighty One will do great things. May it be 

so. Amen.   


