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St. David’s Episcopal Church, Fourth Sunday of Advent, Romans 16:25-27, Luke 1:26-38,  Luke 

1:46-55 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

When in-person worship is canceled due to COVID-19, we have to plan things a bit further in 

advance. So even though today is only the fourth Sunday of Advent, some of us are looking 

ahead to Epiphany. In the past few years we’ve used “star words” at Epiphany, so we’re figuring 

out how to do that this year when we aren’t meeting in person so can’t pick them off a tree or 

draw them out of a box in the greeting line. How will we make it work? Stay tuned. 

My star words since we started this practice have had enormous meaning for me, particularly the 

one I drew for 2020: “strength.” Back on January 6th I thought I would need strength to get 

through my recent diagnosis of breast cancer, but I hadn’t yet had an MRI or genetic testing, and 

of course I had no idea that a pandemic would soon change church, not to mention that lung 

cancer and more surgery and chemotherapy were on the horizon too. Deaths without funerals or 

receptions. Not seeing my Arizona family With each new bit of bad news, I remembered that star 

word. Strength. I kept it on my desk at work. I looked at it last Thursday while writing this 

sermon when Connie came screaming into my office because a baby snake was outside of hers. 

Our Romans reading today is the conclusion of that letter from Paul. Paul closes by mentioning 

God who is able to strengthen you.  

God who strengthens us. I have needed strength this year, particularly with my health, 

particularly being down half a lung. Any strength I had this year came from God, as my star 

word reminded me. How about you? How do you need strength? 

On the fourth Sunday of Advent we remember Mary. We lit the fourth candle on our wreath in 

her honor. Imagine the strength this young woman needed when an angel showed up and told her 

that she was going to conceive and bear a son who would reign over the house of Jacob forever, 

even though she was a virgin. 

Today Bonnie will play “The Angel Gabriel From Heaven Came,” and for once I am glad we 

aren’t singing because that song irritates me due to its erroneous lyric claiming that gentle Mary 

meekly bowed her head. That’s not what we read in the Bible. Mary asked a question, then after 

hearing the answer said, “let it be with me according to your word.” That’s not meek. That’s 

strong. The angel appears to be announcing, not asking; yet Mary carefully considers, the offers 

her consent. 

Then Mary shows even greater strength when she goes to her cousin Elizabeth’s. After baby 

John the Baptist leaps in Elizabeth’s womb and Elizabeth greets Mary with “Blessed are you 

among women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb,” Mary responds with the Song of Mary, 

the canticle we prayed together a few moments ago. This is not a gentle meek song. This is a 

song or strength. A fight song. Mary is calling for justice for the little people, for the poor, the 

oppressed. 

So, how much does the mother of our Lord matter? We’re Christians, after all, not Marians. Why 

does Mary matter? 
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We have a lot of former Catholics in the congregation who are horrified right now, because of 

course Mary matters. But to those who consider ourselves more Protestant than Catholic, it’s a 

fair question.  

Mary is a model for us, but not because today’s hymn calls her meek. I’m confident that Mary 

would be irritated by the way women have been called to model themselves after her by being 

“meek.”  

No. Mary was a prophet. Prophets, remember, were never popular. Think about Jeremiah. Hosea. 

Micah. They annoyed people by voicing uncomfortable truths. Mary sang about how by 

selecting her, someone who wasn’t rich or famous or important, God was scattering the proud in 

their conceit and casting down the mighty from their thrones. 

We can probably convince ourselves that Mary isn’t addressing us here, because we aren’t 

royals. We are ordinary people in Virginia who worship in a small church, not a cathedral. We 

can’t possibly be the rich God has sent away empty. 

But if Mary were here today, singing her song, I think we would all feel fear. Are we the rich? 

Are we privileged? 

Would we have said yes if the angel showed up and asked us to make a sacrifice? 

By saying let it be with me according to your word, Mary was resigning herself to a life 

overshadowed by shame. She was losing her reputation, at least for her lifetime. Sure, we have 

Marys in our homes right now in nativity scenes, and she is revered by Catholics like no other 

woman. As the hymn we didn’t sing because we are in a pandemic says, “For know a blessed 

Mother thou shalt be, all generations laud and honor thee.” But not her own generation. In 

Mary’s lifetime, how many people, do you think, believed that she was a virgin when she 

married Joseph pregnant? People would have thought things about Mary her whole life that 

weren’t true. Her contemporaries would not have thought of her as a “most highly favored lady.” 

But Mary said yes anyway. She was a model of faithfulness. She discerned what God was calling 

her to do, and Mary said yes. 

But there’s one other thing I want us to focus on about Mary. Mary didn’t just say yes. Luke 

gives her a couple lines in this story. First, before the whole let-it-be-with-me thing, Mary 

questioned the angel.  

Do you have questions? Do you feel unfaithful when you express them? Do you think that good 

Christians should just accept everything meekly? 

That is not what Mary teaches us. The angel told her stuff that sounded impossible, and Mary 

asked, “But how can this be?” 

It’s OK to doubt, you saints of St. David’s. Who wouldn’t doubt once in a while in the year 

we’ve all just had? Mary questioned the angel, and in doing so, Mary questioned God. It is OK 

to have questions. I always welcome your questions, but please know that I am short on answers 

and tend to have a lot of questions myself. It’s OK to question God. Church is the place for 
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questions, a place to worship God and to question God; and Mary for us is a model of faith: of 

faith that is not blind, or meekly accepting. Mary asked questions, and then Mary charged ahead, 

toward a world she was hoping to help change.  

 

 


