
Advent 4 C 2021 

 

Micah 5:2-5a 

Canticle 15, Magnificat 

Luke 1:39-45 

 

One morning, about this time of year, 

But quite a few years ago, 

I was walking round and round the house  

With a fussy baby, 

Stepping over discarded toys 

And skirting a half-folded pile of laundry, 

When the doorbell rang.  

 

There stood the dapper realtor 

Who had sold us the house, 

A family friend,  

With an immaculately turned-out woman about my age, 

But clearly unencumbered by a fussy baby. 

 

The house down the street  

That is a twin of this one 

Is about the come on the market, he said, 

And I thought Mrs. Immaculate might like to see this one, 

Before the other is open.  

But, perhaps this is not a good time? 

Looks like maybe you’re not ready for visitors?  

 

How many of us are ready,  

At any moment, 

To open the door to an unexpected guest? 

 

How many of us have wished, 

When the doorbell rang, 

That we kept our house a little more ready 

To receive stranger or friend?  

 

What is it like, 

Inside your home? 

Not just the home  

You can see and touch, 

And yes, smell, 

But the home inside you? 

 

What do you find, 

If you walk through the mansion of your soul, 
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Your Interior Castle,  

As Teresa of Avila called it?  

 

Is it a place that Jesus might call home, 

As today’s collect invites us to pray? 

Hear those words again: 

Purify our conscience, Almighty God, 

By your daily visitation, 

That our Lord Jesus Christ, at his coming, 

Might find in us 

A mansion prepared for himself. 

 

There is a mansion within us, 

Each and every one of us.  

A mansion fit to welcome  

The guest friend who is always welcoming us.  

 

And yet, we are, so many of us, so often, 

reluctant to open the door of our hearts.  

What keeps the mansion of your soul 

From being a place  

Where you would be ready, 

Eager, to welcome the one who is to come? 

 

Something you have done, 

Something that has happened to you? 

Sorrow, laziness, 

Anger, inattention, 

Guilt, 

Or, whether we want to admit it or not, 

Shame? 

Shame that seems to go along with being human – 

Shame that tells us we are not good enough, 

Not worthy of love, 

Not welcome. 

 

Shame that tells us 

Who we are  

Is not what is wanted.  

 

If we believe the voices of shame, 

How would we trust 

That the mansion within our fragile, 

Wounded, all too fallible selves 

Is a fitting home for the holy?  
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This is where Mary and Elizabeth  

Come into the story. 

 

We forget, because they’re famous now, 

Revered and loved and misunderstood, 

We forget that Mary and Elizabeth  

Were no strangers to shame.  

 

Shame is a harsh master. 

That unshakeable sense that we are not good enough 

Not worth looking at 

Not worth loving. 

 

We feel guilty over things we have done. 

We feel shame 

When we think about who we are. 

 

Elizabeth had known the greatest shame 

A woman in her culture had to face. 

She could not give her husband the child 

Who would keep his name alive  

Beyond his death. 

Perhaps they loved each other, 

Probably they respected each other, 

but Elizabeth and Zechariah were a family with no future, 

Doomed, a dead end. 

Her fault, somehow, 

And her shame. 

Too old, now, to have a baby. 

All hope gone, 

Until the Holy Spirit arrived, 

Spoke a challenging and healing word, 

And a new life began. 

 

Elizabeth was too old, 

And Mary was a little too young, 

And not quite married. 

And still the Holy Spirit  

Invited her, enticed her 

Welcomed her 

Into a world  

Where things would never be the same. 

 

The Holy Spirit 

Happened upon a humble girl, 

And offered her the riskiest gift, 
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The most glorious gamble 

Any of God’s beautiful broken creatures 

Has ever encountered. 

 

Let yourself be worthy of God’s love, 

That’s what the angel’s message says. 

You have found favor with God. 

God feels at home with you. 

Don’t be troubled. 

Don’t make excuses. 

You are good enough. 

You are worth looking at. 

You are worthy of love. 

 

She didn’t let anything  

Get in her way. 

One simple, sensible question, 

And then she let it all go, 

And said yes. 

She faced down the shame 

That haunts us all. 

She let herself be worthy of love. 

She let herself enter the mystery, 

Let the mystery have its way with her. 

 

When we encounter mystery, 

We tend to belittle it 

To keep ourselves safe. 

We want to explain it to keep ourselves secure. 

But not Mary. 

She let the mystery happen. 

 

Mary breezes past the questions  

And the attempts to explain, 

And takes to the hills. 

 

Fresh from the encounter 

That changed her life – 

And ours – 

Mary went to see the only person who might understand, 

Another courageous woman 

Who had said yes to God. 

 

The unsung courage of Mary and Elizabeth is this – 

They broke through shame, 

Or the threat of shame, 
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Kept themselves open and alive and responsive 

To the God who wants to assure us 

That we are worthy of love, 

Worthy of the life   

That is given us. 

They, and we, are fitting vessels 

For the priceless breath of life 

That flows through us 

By the grace of God. 

 

They are prophets, 

These courageous women, 

Shouting out the goodness of the God 

Whose heart beats within us 

And makes us leap for joy, 

Proclaiming the justice of the God 

Who throws over all the power  

that keeps us from breathing 

and all the imbalance  

that keeps us from walking into freedom. 

 

These women know what God cares about, 

And they make it their care. 

They are prophets;  

They are mothers of God’s future, 

And models of human responsiveness to the divine. 

When we become who we are, 

We will look more like them. 

 

The Holy Spirit filled them up 

And set them free to pour out God’s truth, 

And show forth God’s wonders. 

Friends of God, 

And prophets, 

Women bursting with the new life  

God wants to plant in each of us, 

Mary and Elizabeth show each of us, 

Women and men, 

Children and the childless, 

They show each of us 

What can happen 

If we let the Holy Spirit in. 

We’ll be more like them 

When the Holy Spirit  

Brings us back to life. 
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How does it happen? 

 

How does it happen, 

In a world that is filled with fear, 

And resentment, and shame? 

A world that is filled with longing for justice, 

But perhaps a lack of will, 

A vision of change, 

But few ideas what it really looks like? 

 

In a world that could make us fearful and ashamed, 

How do we respond as Mary and Elizabeth did? 

 

How do we let the Holy Spirit 

Bring us the message of love? 

How do we let the Holy Spirit 

Enter us with every breath, 

So that we become clear and sound, 

Free of all the clutter and dust 

That try to keep us away from God? 

How do we clean our inner houses 

Of the heaps of guilt and sorrow and fear 

That leave no room for God? 

 

The tradition tells us  

That Mary was reading scripture 

When the angel arrived. 

And Elizabeth’s husband was serving in the temple 

When the message came to him, 

That their prayers had been answered – 

A message he doubted, 

And she believed. 

 

Prayer, and worship, 

And scripture, 

And the works of justice. 

These open us up  

To the God who is waiting 

To come in. 

 

When we can be still, 

When we pray the words of scripture, 

When we break the bread and lift up the cup, 

When we speak truth to power 

And make homes for the homeless 

Then we make a space 
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Where the Holy Spirit can get in. 

 

These are the ways we clean our house, 

These are the ways we open ourselves up 

And make ourselves ready 

To receive the word so freely offered 

So joyfully, so fearfully, 

So wondrously received. 

 

When we let the Holy Spirit come to us 

Day by day 

When we fill our lungs  

With the breath of God, 

Then at last we may find, 

All of us, men and women, 

Children and the childless, 

That there so much room within us, 

So open and airy a space, 

That even the infinite vastness of God could find a home. 

 


