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Songs of the Season: The Wait-- December 3, 2017 

Rev. Dr. Linda Even 
United Church of Fayetteville 

310 E. Genesee St., Fayetteville, NY 
 
For Reflection:  "We can only really wait if what we are waiting for has already begun in us.  So waiting is never a 
movement from nothing to something.  It is always a movement from something to something more."    

Henri Nouwen 
 
Gospel Reading :  Luke 1:26-38  
In the sixth month the angel Gabriel was sent by God to a town in Galilee called Nazareth, to a virgin engaged to a 
man whose name was Joseph, of the house of David. The virgin’s name was Mary. And he came to her and said, 
“Greetings, favored one! The Lord is with you.” But she was much perplexed by his words and pondered what sort 
of greeting this might be. The angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with God. 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 the 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 said to the angel, “How can this 
be, since I am a virgin?” The angel said to her, “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.  And now, your 
relative Elizabeth in her old age has also conceived a son; and this is the sixth month for her who was said to be 
barren. For nothing will be impossible with God.” Then Mary said, “Here am I, the servant of the Lord; let it be 
with me according to your word.” Then the angel departed from her.  
 
Sermon:  Songs of the Season:  The Wait 
 
"Then the angel departed from her."        
 
We have all seen paintings of this text known as “The Annunciation.”     Perhaps the most important painting 
never painted is the one which would be called “The Departure.”  If that moment was captured in a painting, it 
might look like this: Mary's mouth half-open, arm half- raised in an attempt to detain him as he disappeared from 
view.   
 
 "Wait!  It will be according to your word, but I have questions.   
 
Wait!  What will I tell my mother?  What about Joseph? 
 
Wait!  How will he rescue his people?  How will he become King?  Don't you have to be a warrior or the son of a 
king?  I know nothing is impossible with God, but will I have to help?   
 
Wait! Will I need to do more than just bear this child? 
 
Wait…"  
 

Her arm drops slowly to her side.  It would be nice to know, but she has already signed on.  What will be, 
will be.   
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It will not be long before Mary discovers the problem isn't that the angel didn't wait long enough to 
answer her questions.  The problem is that she will have to wait.  She will have to wait with promises and angel 
visits and the faith of her people that is hers and try to see how the word of God is coming true without a clear 
idea of what to expect and whether or not that is different from her hopes or the hopes of those around her.   The 
problem is she will have to wait.    
 
 
 
She will wait to see what Joseph will say and do.   
 
She will wait to have the baby, growing heavy with child, the last month lasting a year.   
 
She will wait in Egypt in the land of her ancestors' exile. 
 
She will wait, hovering at doorways, for her son, now deemed dangerous. 
 
She will wait on the days she is rejected by her son.    
 
She will wait to see how long it takes for a baby to become a king. 
 
She will wait to see how it is that her son will sit on the throne of David and rule forever.   
 
She will wait while he dies. 
 
She will wait for people to believe her as she tells of an empty tomb.   
 
She will wait with the promises of God, the word of an angel and all her questions. 
 
She will wait in faithfulness and hope, for decades, as her people waited for centuries.      
 
She will wait with straining eyes and a prayerful heart – trying to discern the fulfillment of God's promises in ways 
she never imagined.    

She will never wait standing still.  She sang.  She bore.  She named.  She escaped.  She returned.  She 
followed.  She watched.  She wept.  She ran.  She told.    As she promised, through all the waiting, it was with her 
according to the word of the angel of God.  

History has told us some of this things he might have told Mary: that Joseph would stick by her;   that she 
will be called upon to do more than simply bear a child; that the world will learn a new way to picture a savior… 
and that it will be a very long time before God's rule on earth is established. 

Yet for all the years, all the knowledge that history and time have supplied, we too might wish we had 
been able to delay the angel's departure long enough – that he had waited long enough for us to get answers.   
But like Mary, we discover that ultimately our problem is not that the angel didn't wait but that we have to. 

A very long time.   In the more than two millennia since Jesus' birth, the faithful have waited:  
We have waited through famine and plague. 
 
We have waited over the millennia through more wars to end all wars than we can count. 
 
We have waited through flood and fire and earthquake – through destruction wrought by creation and 
destruction wrought by human endeavor.   
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We are waiting still. 
 
We wait while Syria and Somalia die different deaths; while somewhere in the world, ethnic cleansing and 
genocide are someone’s solutions.  
 
We wait while North Korea builds bombs and world leaders scream hatred.  
 
We wait while a wounded creation groans. 
 
We wait while many who have power use it for tearing down instead of building up the poor, or people of color or 
women or strangers. 
 
We wait while too many choose guns and violence as antidote to pain or a means of political expression.  We wait 
with people in the Sinai, in Iraq and Iran, in the cities of England and France; in our own cities – Orlando,  New 
York,  Sutherland Springs and sadly too many towns and cities to name.      
 

As we wait, Advent reminds us to follow Mary's example.  Like Mary, we are favored ones, given the gift 
of hope to bear into the world.   Like Mary, we have a choice about whether it will be with us according to God's 
word and whether we will accept the gift along with the responsibilities it brings.  Like Mary, we will find that as 
circumstances change and new challenges arise, we will be called to choose again and again to be vessels of God's 
love and compassion in the world.   Like Mary, we will need to be able to measure the words we hear against 
what we know of the word of God as it is spoken to us through scriptures and through people of faith unto our 
own day.  Like Mary we will need to struggle with the difference among the world as we expect or want it to be, 
as it is, and as God might have it be.  Like Mary, we will be obligated to be caretakers of the gifts we are given and 
to use them according to God's good purposes.    Like Mary's our waiting is not to be a passive thing.  We wait as 
healers; as dispensers of mercy; as workers for justice and peace; as servants who make sacrifices; as those who 
build up the poor, the powerless and the sick; as tellers of the good news; as visioners and bearers of hope.   Like 
Mary, we need to recognize these gifts are not given to us for self alone but for the sake of the whole weeping 
world.  

As Scripture tells the story, it took Mary only a few minutes to integrate all this and break into song about 
the wonder of the opportunities before her.  It was the first song of many.  Again and again the faithful would lift 
their voices in dark days, creating music to raise the spirit of hope, even as text raised the images of that hope.   

We are the descendants of a woman and a bay born long ago.  We are heirs of the promises, of the 
Scripture, of sacrifice and witness, and of the faithful, hopeful music  of all who have gone before us.    

 
As we raise our voices in song this Advent, let the songs be to us not nostalgia for days gone by, but Spirit-

empowered vehicles reminding us of promises already kept; words come true and vision projected.  In our 
worship and singing, let us be energized for active waiting as we move toward the vision which is already being 
fulfilled by the Word, power and purposes of God.       

 
Invitation to the Table 
The angel has departed from us. The Lord has not.  We have been invited to share this meal, prepared by Christ, in 
order that we might be lifted into communion with God and one another, and so wait in hope.    Come to the 
Table, everyone.   


