
December 20, 2020 Sermon 
Luke 1:26-38 
 
I remember, way back at the beginning of the 21st century (sounds like a long time 
ago, huh?), sitting quietly in my seat in the Old Testament class that was required 
of me as a student, working on a Masters of Church Music at Trinity Lutheran 
Seminary. I am that student who fears being called upon, lest my answer be 
incorrect, or insufficient, or just plain different from the answers of others. It 
comes with being an introvert. 
 
We were studying the book of Ruth. I love the story of Ruth just the way it is. It’s a 
great story of faithfulness and maybe a little hero worship, so digging into the 
story at the request of the professor wasn’t all that appealing to me. I listened as 
the other students presented their theories on this part and that part, and, just as 
I feared, I was called upon to give my “thoughts.”  
 
I said to the professor, “You know, I think sometimes we should just take stories 
at face value.” “Maybe,” I continued, “it was written to be a feel-good kind of 
thing that we should just let ride on its own merits.”  
 
To all future seminary students who may be reading this, I would like to say that it 
became acutely aware to me this was not the best answer I could or should have 
given. But I stood my ground and gave thanks to God that I would surely NEVER 
preach. (Remember, I was working on my Masters in Church Music) 
 
As I write this, I find myself echoing Mary in our reading for today, as I say “How 
can this be?” How can this be that I have gone from the piano and the podium to 
the pulpit? In my mind, things were not supposed to be this way, but sometimes 
God sends the Holy Spirit to us with other ideas. 
 
And upon reading the scripture for today, I would love to say, that we should just 
take this story at face value. It’s a simply BEAUTIFUL story! It’s full of mystery and 
wonder and delight, and it ends with a promise! Who would want to mess with a 
story like this? Just let it stand. Let us have that feel good moment, and ponder 
the mystery that is Mary, conceiving through some divine providence, the “Son of 
the Most High.” 
 



I get tingles just hearing Gabriel’s words, “Greetings, favored one! The Lord is 
with you!” because I know what’s coming next! This is why I’ve been wading 
through Sunday after Sunday of Advent (I know there are only 4, but I still wait 
with the expectations of a child when it comes to Christmas). I want that tingling 
sensation that comes with the expectation of the Christ Child, and it never fails. 
But I must say, there is a whole lot more to this story than what we’re getting on 
the surface.  
 
Mary wasn’t very old. We hear this every year. She was just a teenager, and what 
were the neighbors to think about her becoming pregnant out of wedlock? And 
my questions go a little bit differently. How was she going to cope with being 
pregnant at such a young age, and still doing what females had to do in a time of 
the women being in charge of all the household chores? 
 
How would she manage helping with carrying water, feeding animals, and general 
helping around the house? There was so much more to do in Mary’s time. She 
couldn’t just go to the oven and turn it on, there had to be fuel for the fire, so 
hauling wood or other necessary items to build a fire would be required, oil for 
the lamps, and you couldn’t just pull the Shark vacuum cleaner from the closet 
and plug it in. Work in Mary’s time was true work, and those chores were not 
shared with the males. They were solely in the hands of the females. 
 
I know that’s not what she was thinking about when she said to Gabriel, “How can 
this be?” Because she follows it with the even more thought-provoking 
statement, “I am a virgin.” And then the angel explains to her how all of this will 
happen, and also shares that Elizabeth, in her old age, has ALSO conceived a son, 
which in itself is pretty amazing because Elizabeth was said to be barren.  
 
Then, the angel gives us the big finish by saying, “For nothing will be impossible 
with God.” 
 
Follow me, if you will, back to the question, “How can this be?”  
 
How many times have we used some form of this question throughout the past 
year?  
 



How can it be that a virus that we thought would most likely stay in some other 
place, land itself in the good old USA? In March we asked, how can it be that 
restaurants are closing down, only offering meal pick up or delivery? How can it 
be that theatres have shut down? How can it be that some people have a really 
hard time with this virus and some have simple symptoms that seem like it’s just a 
cold? 
 
How can it be that something as simple as wearing a mask could keep us safe and 
keep people from actually dying, and yet be so controversial? And yes, here’s the 
bigger question, how can it be that some people who are so healthy were here, 
living among us one minute and gone in the next? HOW CAN THIS BE? 
 
But wait! I have even more questions! How can it be that a vaccine is being 
created and there are those who are not willing to try it? How can we see the 
vaccine as a bad thing when we know that nothing will be impossible with God?  
 
My dad used to say, “How can you look at a small seed that’s sprouting, that will 
be able to feed others in a big way, and not believe in God?” Well, how can we 
look at hundreds of scientists who have gone through so much training and have 
come up with a vaccine and not still believe that God is behind it? Didn’t God give 
them the nudge to become scientists? Didn’t God give them the ability, through 
their studies to figure out how to help in dire times of need? Isn’t this part of our 
daily bread for which we ask and are given every single day?  
 
How can this be that Mary will give birth to a child that will be called the Son of 
the Most High? How can this be that we find this easy to believe but we can’t put 
our trust in scientists and medicine and frontline workers and a disease that is put 
clearly in front of our eyes? The disease, to me, is a mystery, but the idea that we 
are all children of God and answer the call to be whatever we need to be to help 
others, tells me that nothing will be impossible with God.  
 
Those same people who say “Miracles happen every day” are some of the same 
people I am hearing dispute that we cannot be made well by what I am 
considering as clearly a miracle in the scientific world. I am acutely aware that we 
all have different belief systems, even if we believe in the same God.  



And it’s okay to see things differently, because God made us that way, too, but I 
would feel remiss if I didn’t give you something upon which to chew during this 
holiday season.  
 
How can this be? How can it be that we have a roof over our heads and food to 
eat? How can it be that we were able to grow from being that small child that had 
to be taken care of to a grown up who now cares for others? How can it be that 
even when we fall, we rise again? How can it be that there is so much injustice 
and poverty and hunger in the world? How can it be that we can care about one 
thing and not another? Again, these are things we should ponder. 
 
We could all stand to be a bit like Mary. Quiet, thoughtful, loving and willing to do 
what is asked of us by the power of the Holy Spirit. God looks upon each one of us 
with favor. We need not do anything at all to receive this favor. We simply need 
to live our lives and show love to one another as God in Christ shows love to all of 
us. Maybe we could live each day by waking up and saying to God, “How can this 
be that you have given me yet another day to serve you?” And then give thanks 
that we WERE given yet, another day.  
 
Let us allow Mary’s words to fill our thoughts through what’s left of Advent and 
into Christmas: “Here I am, the servant of the Lord; let it be with me according to 
your word.”  
 
Happy Fourth Sunday of Advent! Amen!  


