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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

Third Sunday of Advent; December 13th, 2015 

Luke 1:26-38 

“Great Expectations” 

~~~~~~~~ 

Mary was expecting!   

Expecting what? 

Mary, had she been asked prior to the angel’s visitation,  

would probably have given a long list of expectations.   

Mary could and probably would have told us that she expected –  

a long, loving courtship with Joseph, 

gentle visits from her gentle man; 

long walks of quiet contemplation of wedding day,  

of wedding night. 

Joseph, though he was not rich,  

was everything she wanted –  kindhearted, faithful. 

Mary probably expected they would have children,  

if it was God’s will, blessed be God; 

Mary most likely expected a long, quiet life with a loving 

husband and loving children. 

Mary was expecting! 

And the angle Gabriel came,  

and her world (and ours!) changed forever! 

 

At first there was fear. 

Joseph will not believe this. 

My parents will not understand.   

And the neighbors, oh the neighbors, will they talk. 

This is a disaster. 

Gabriel said,  
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Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with God. 

 

Mary’s expectations had been shattered,  

her dreams undone, her world remade. 

Gabriel continues –  

And now you will conceive in your womb and bear a Son,  

and you will name him Jesus.   

He will be great, and will be called son of the Most High,  

and the Lord God will give to him the throne  

of his ancestor David.   

He will reign over the house of Jacob forever,  

and of his kingdom there will be no end.” 

Mary protests...  “Wait!  Wait!  This is not possible.   

You would expect that a mother to conceive and give birth 

would...well,  

would have more experience than I do?” 

 

Gabriel informs Mary –   

The Holy Spirit will come upon you  

and the power of the Most High will overshadow you;  

therefore the child to be born will be holy;  

he will be called Son of God... 

nothing will be impossible with God. 

 

Then Mary, quietly shedding her expectations,  

quietly releasing her hopes for securing the future of her dreams,  

embraces the freedom of a future with God.   

Mary softly sighs,  

Let it be with me according to your word. 
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Christmas is a time of great expectations –  

 the tree, the gifts, the music, the family and friends, caroling.    

At Christmas we expect that Scrooge  

will finally get it after three ghosts, 

the Grinch’s heart will grow three sizes,  

Rudolf will save the day,  

despite his narrow minded North Pole friends,  

George Bailey will realize it’s a wonderful life,   

Ralphy will get his b.b. gun and will, as foretold,  

shot his eye out,  

there will be A Child’s Christmas in Wales,  

and there will be late night sitting by the tree with no lights on 

but the little ones that hang like stars  

in the branches of the evergreen... 

Christmas holds many expectations for us.   

It is a beautiful season.   

It is a season of holy hopes of glad tidings, peace, and goodwill. 

 

Sometimes, however, our expectations for joy are lost in 

unexpected pain or disappointment. 

The family is torn by illness. 

The marriage seems fragile. 

The job is a burden. 

The plans for the future have fallen through. 

The routine of the season has lost its power. 

Sometimes, like Mary, we see our hopes brought low. 

 

But God is still God, 

and the baby, the vulnerable, fleshy love of God,  

has dwelt among us.   
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God’s love is still with us  

and the proclamation of incarnation  

is still the real power of this season.  

  

Our expectations and our dreams may be reworked,  

but in someway, goodness and love and peace prevail 

because God, through the Holy Spirit,  

has been born of Mary in the child Jesus.   

God has made intimate connection with our world to show us,  

to embody for us, divine love.   

If we listen to the season,  

we will hear with Mary  

the Word  

to our self-destructive world –   

God will always be with us!  

 

Come what may,  

in hurt as long as day,  

God will always stay the night  

and sway with us into the forever light. 


