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This	 morning	 I	 want	 to	 begin	 by	 asking	 you	 a	 question.	 How	 would	 you	 feel	 if,	 this	
morning,	 we	 just	 ditched	 the	 sermon	 and	 sung	 a	 couple	 of	 Christmas	 carols	 instead?	
Would	that	be	ok	with	you?	I	know	the	musicians	haven’t	prepared	for	this,	but	we	could	
do	it,	couldn’t	we?	
	
I	know	that	might	be	a	lot	to	ask,	and	its	not	that	I	haven’t	written	a	sermon—I	have.	And	
even	 if	 you	 don’t	want	me	 to	 ditch	 the	 sermon—and	 trust	me,	 I	 get	 that—but	maybe	
there’s	a	good	case	for	keeping	it	a	little	shorter	than	usual	in	order	to	give	more	room	to	
the	hymns	of	the	season.	
	
So,	why	am	I	asking	this	question?	Well,	 let	me	suggest	Luke	as	my	example.	Have	you	
ever	noticed	how	often	Luke	employs	songs	in	the	first	several	chapters	of	his	story	about	
Jesus.	 Mary	 sings	 when	 she	 is	 greeted	 by	 her	 cousin	 Elizabeth	 (today’s	 reading	 from	
Luke’s	account	of	the	gospel).	Zechariah	sings	when	his	son	John	is	born	and	his	tongue	is	
finally	loosened.	The	angels	sing	of	peace	and	goodwill	when	they	share	their	“good	news	
of	great	joy”	with	the	shepherds.	And	Simeon	sings	his	song	of	farewell	once	he	has	seen	
God’s	promises	to	Israel	kept	in	the	Christ	child.		
	
There	 really	 is	 something	 significant	 about	 singing.	 Singing	 not	 only	 signifies	 joy	 and	
wonder	but	it’s	also	revolutionary.	In	today’s	reading	from	Luke’s	account	of	the	gospel,	
there	happens	to	be	a	lot	of	singing—and	the	songs	that	we	are	looking	at	this	morning	
are	both	of	these.	
	
You	see,	strange	things	had	been	happening	to	Mary.	Perhaps	she	had	an	odd	sense	that	
something	was	about	to	happen,	and	then	there	was	that	glowing	creature	visiting	her	
while	 she’s	 going	 about	 her	 daily	 chores.	 Then	 there	would	 have	 been	 those	 anxious	
moments	waiting	to	meet	with	Joseph	to	tell	him	the	(good?)	news.	Their	urgent	whispers	
of	disbelief	and	fear.	Her	heart	in	her	throat	as	she	tried	to	act	calm.	
	
Like	many	people	who	are	facing	a	difficult	situation,	she	needed	to	talk	with	someone	
she	could	trust.	How	about	her	cousin	Elizabeth?	She’d	know	what	to	do.	And	so,	we	are	
told,	 Mary	 made	 her	 way	 to	 a	 Judean	 town	 in	 the	 hill	 country,	 to	 Elizabeth’s	 house.	
Elizabeth	opened	the	door	and	stood	there,	looking	younger	than	her	years	in	the	glow	of	
her	own	pregnancy.	First,	there	was	probably	some	surprise	at	seeing	Mary,	then	after	a	
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closer	look	at	her	young	cousin,	she	bursts	into	what	might	be	regarded	as	a	song.	What	
Elizabeth	saw	evoked	a	blessing	for	Mary:		
	

Blessed	are	you	among	women,	and	blessed	is	the	fruit	of	your	womb.	And	why	has	this	

happened	to	me,	that	the	mother	of	my	Lord	comes	to	me?	For	as	soon	as	I	heard	the	
sound	of	 your	greeting,	 the	child	 in	my	womb	 leapt	 for	 joy.	And	blessed	 is	 she	who	
believed	that	there	would	be	a	fulfilment	of	what	was	spoken	to	her	by	the	Lord.	(Lk	
1.42b-45)	

	
And	all	this	before	Mary	even	said	a	word.	All	of	the	tension	of	the	past	weeks	fell	away	
from	Mary	as	the	words	washed	over	her.	She	then	felt	a	song	welling	up	inside	her	and	
heard	herself	singing:	
	

“My	soul	magnifies	the	Lord,	
47	and	my	spirit	rejoices	in	God	my	Saviour,	
48	for	he	has	looked	with	favour	on	the	lowliness	of	his	servant.	
				Surely,	from	now	on	all	generations	will	call	me	blessed;	
49	for	the	Mighty	One	has	done	great	things	for	me,	
				and	holy	is	his	name.	
50	His	mercy	is	for	those	who	fear	him	
				from	generation	to	generation.	
51	He	has	shown	strength	with	his	arm;	
				he	has	scattered	the	proud	in	the	thoughts	of	their	hearts.	
52	He	has	brought	down	the	powerful	from	their	thrones,	
				and	lifted	up	the	lowly;	
53	he	has	filled	the	hungry	with	good	things,	
				and	sent	the	rich	away	empty.	
54	He	has	helped	his	servant	Israel,	
				in	remembrance	of	his	mercy,	
55	according	to	the	promise	he	made	to	our	ancestors,	
				to	Abraham	and	to	his	descendants	forever.”	

	
Surely,	She	was	singing	about	herself.	She	was	the	lowly	one	lifted	up	to	be	the	mother	of	
God’s	special	son.	She	was	poor,	but	God	would	fill	her	needs.	She	was	the	timid	one	who	
would	be	given	a	voice,	right?	But	then,	there’s	the	rest	of	the	song.	Why	did	so	many	other	
people	enter	her	imagination	as	she	sang?	Images	of	slaves	running	free,	of	kings	limping	
and	bearing	broken	crowns,	of	bedraggled	children	feasting?	
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What	began	as	a	personal	song	of	joy	had	become	a	song	of	revolution,	and	it	would	give	
Mary	plenty	to	“ponder	in	her	heart”	in	the	months	and	years	to	come.	Yet	the	lyrics	were	
not	so	foreign.	They	were	strangely	similar	to	one	of	the	songs	she	had	probably	learned	
and	sung	many	times	in	the	circle	of	family	and	friends.	Her	song	was	so	much	like	the	
song	of	Hannah:	
	

7	The	Lord	makes	poor	and	makes	rich;	
				he	brings	low,	he	also	exalts.	
8	He	raises	up	the	poor	from	the	dust;	
				he	lifts	the	needy	from	the	ash	heap,	
to	make	them	sit	with	princes	
				and	inherit	a	seat	of	honour.	
For	the	pillars	of	the	earth	are	the	Lord’s,	
				and	on	them	he	has	set	the	world.	(1	Samuel	2:7-8)	
	

Hannah’s	song	was	only	one	of	many	songs	that	would	have	been	in	Mary’s	repertoire—
songs	she	could	sing	with	her	friends	any	time	they	worked	together	in	the	field	or	rested	
around	 the	 evening	 fires.	 Songs	 she	 knew	 so	well	 that	 she	might	 have	 hummed	 them	
without	realizing	it.	Songs	and	stories	filled	the	hours	and	lightened	the	labours	of	all	but	
the	most	stoic	people	of	her	village.	They	were	more	than	entertainment.	This	was	the	
communal	 repository	 that	 gave	 them	 their	 identity,	 fortified	 them	 with	 hope,	 and	
saturated	the	children	with	the	faith	that	would	serve	them	well	into	their	future.	Mary	
learned	to	sing	God’s	song	simply	by	being	one	of	God’s	people.	
	
But	now	this.	Hers	was	a	new	song.	It	was	a	song	of	assurance	she	might	often	sing	under	
her	breath	in	the	coming	months,	to	give	herself	and	her	beloved	Joseph	the	resolve	they	
needed.	It	was	also	a	song	of	hope	for	her	people,	even	for	those	who	would	belittle	her,	
for	those	friends	who	would	abandon	her,	for	every	person	who	averted	their	eyes	as	she	
ran	her	daily	errands.	They	did	not	know	that	the	child	she	carried	would	one	day	be	their	
saviour.	
	
It’s	amazing	how	God	uses	music	to	give	us	hope,	and	joy.	That	shouldn’t	surprise	us.	We	
sing	every	Sunday	of	the	glory	and	majesty	of	God.	We	sing	of	the	joy	of	being	God’s	own.	
We	sing	of	the	hope	of	forgiveness	and	the	redemption	of	all	creation.	
	
The	message	of	Mary’s	song,	however,	is	not	appreciated	by	everyone,	for	it’s	a	prophetic	
song—a	song	of	revolution.	
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He	has	brought	down	the	powerful	from	their	thrones,	and	lifted	up	the	lowly.	
	

I	wonder,	 though.	We	might	 think	 that	 this	 is	 all	 about	 switching	places.	The	 rich	will	
become	poor,	and	the	poor	become	rich.	The	oppressed	will	be	freed,	and	the	oppressors	
will	be	imprisoned.	We	could	get	a	sense	of	comeuppance,	or	even	revenge.	
	
But	what	if	it’s	more	about	how	things	will	even	out	in	the	end?	After	all,	the	shalom—the	
peace—the	well-being	of	the	kingdom	of	God—is	not	about	some	lording	it	over	others—
it’s	 about	 everybody	 having	 enough.	 The	 wealthy	 do	 not	 need	 to	 be	 completely	
impoverished	for	the	poor	to	receive	what	they	need.	This	is	how	things	were	meant	to	
be	from	the	creation	of	the	world.	
	
In	 church	or	 in	Sunday	 school,	we	 learn	about	 the	history	of	God’s	people	 in	 terms	of	
manna	and	mercy—God’s	good	gifts	provided	to	each	one	fairly.	Manna	was	given	to	God’s	
people	 in	the	desert,	exactly	enough	for	each	person	and	not	a	bit	more.	Mercy,	 too,	 is	
offered	to	everyone.	We	need	both	to	live.	We	need	to	avoid	greed	so	that	everyone	can	
have	 enough.	 The	 people	who	 are	 important	within	 the	 community	 have	 no	 business	
hoarding	more	for	themselves—it’s	not	the	way	God	has	set	things	up.	God	wants	every	
one	of	us	to	thrive,	to	have	enough,	and	not	to	be	weighed	down	with	too	much.	
	
And	 Mary’s	 song	 is	 about	 that.	 It’s	 good	 news	 for	 the	 poor,	 but	 also	 good	 news	 for	
everyone	if	justice	is	applied	and	all	have	enough.	The	song	in	Mary’s	mouth	lifts	us	up.	It	
gives	us	hope,	because	it	says	that	God	sees	us	when	we	are	low,	or	even	if	we	think	we	
have	it	all	together.	The	Christmas	carols	we	sing,	also	celebrate	Jesus	coming	to	give	us	
hope—light	in	a	dark	world,	provision	for	the	poor,	and	freedom	for	those	in	chains.	
	
As	we	sing	the	words	of	the	hymns	and	songs	each	Sunday	in	this	place	of	worship,	we’re	
not	just	following	tunes	and	lyrics	to	pass	the	time.	We’re	singing	the	songs	of	hope	in	a	
world	that	needs	to	hear	and	to	learn	God’s	song.	We	give	strength	to	one	another	as	we	
sing	together.	We	sing	not	only	because	we	believe,	but	so	that	we	will	continue	to	believe.	
God	puts	the	songs	of	hope	in	our	hearts,	and	no	one	can	take	them	away.		
	
To	him	be	thanks	and	praise,	honour	and	glory.	Amen.	
	
And	sorry,	I	guess	you	got	the	sermon	anyway.	


