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   From the Pulpit... 
 

Music Sunday Readings and Content 
Rev. Dr. Martin Hall 

Matthew 1: 18-25; Isaiah 9: 2-7 

December 8, 2019 – Music Sunday 

 
Note:  The following readings and prayers were shared in conjunction with a series of musical 

pieces presented by the Chancel Choir and instrumentalists of North Shore Congregational 

Church. 

 

 

Matthew 1: 18-25 
18 Now the birth of Jesus the Messiah took place in this way. When his mother Mary had been 

engaged to Joseph, but before they lived together, she was found to be with child from the 

Holy Spirit. 19 Her husband Joseph, being a righteous man and unwilling to expose her to 

public disgrace, planned to dismiss her quietly. 20 But just when he had resolved to do this, an 

angel of the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, “Joseph, son of David, do not be 

afraid to take Mary as your wife, for the child conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit. 21 She 

will bear a son, and you are to name him Jesus, for he will save his people from their sins.” 
22 All this took place to fulfill what had been spoken by the Lord through the prophet: 

 

23 “Look, the virgin shall conceive and bear a son, 

    and they shall name him Emmanuel,” 

 

which means, “God is with us.” 24 When Joseph awoke from sleep, he did as the angel of the 

Lord commanded him; he took her as his wife, 25 but had no marital relations with her until 

she had borne a son; and he named him Jesus. 
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Waiting…Watching… 

Someday…Sometime…Someway…Somehow… 

 

For generations upon generations, that had been their story.   

 

Waiting.   

 

Watching.   

 

Faithfully and restlessly standing by, in eager anticipation of the Messiah who was to come.   

 

God would fulfill his promises!  Of that, they were convinced.  They knew, so well, the 

promises that had been handed down from the ancestors of yesteryear.  Isaiah foretold the 

future of the one who would be called Wonderful Counselor…the one to come who would 

deliver the people of Israel.  They trusted in the promise that there was a Messiah who would 

bring peace to a broken world – A Messiah who would be the king of all kings, the warrior 

above all who battled, and the God-given savior who would usher in the kingdom of God.  

So, they waited. 

 

Waiting. 

 

Watching. 

 

God would fulfill his promises!  But, when?  How?  Centuries had passed since the 

prophesies of Isaiah, Jeremiah and Micah.  Again and again, they’d heard those words of 

hope…those words of inspiration…those words that would well up within their souls with 

the anticipation of that which God would do through the promised Messiah.  But, as each 

generation passed the promise to the next, it remained only that…a promise!  So, they 

waited! 

 

Waiting.   

 

Watching.   

 

Faithfully and restlessly standing by in eager anticipation of the Messiah who was to come, 

generations upon generations of God’s people stood watch, longing for that mighty warrior, 

that perfect David, that king of kings who would reign over God’s people forever and ever.   

 

They waited. 

 

They watched. 

 

They waited. 

 

They watched. 
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Until that one moment!  

 

Until that one moment when, like the sun bursting its glow into the morning sky, the cries of 

an infant echoed out from the meager surroundings of that Bethlehem stall.  Could this really 

be the one?  Could the waiting finally be over?  Could this child truly be the Messiah who 

would reign over God’s kingdom forever?  In that moment, on that quiet night, in that 

humble place, might the waiting finally be over?   

 

 

No One Could Have Understood 

“Greetings, favored one!  The Lord is with you.”  That’s how it all started!  A humble 

woman pledged to a faithful and simple man, Mary never would have seen herself to have 

been a part of such a story.  To receive a visit from Gabriel, an angel of God?  To be given 

the blessing of a child by the Holy Spirit?  What was a young woman to say about such 

things?  To do about such things?  But, there she was, looking down upon the child who had 

been born.  God’s child!  Her child!  With the adoring eyes that befit only the love of a 

mother, she gazed upon her infant son as she held him in her arms.  She giggled as he cood, 

she rocked as he cried, and she sang lullabies as she ushered her infant son to sleep. 

 

All the while, she wondered.  She knew this wasn’t just any child – Gabriel’s visit left little 

doubt of that.  She knew that somehow, in some way, this was God’s story unfolding.  But 

how could this infant be the one who would take up to throne of David?  How could this son, 

her son, be the one to reign over God’s kingdom, forever?  No one could grasp what was to 

come for the child she held in her arms.  How could she?  Did she have any understanding of 

the darkness that would be brightened by his presence…the broken lives that would be 

healed through his touch…or the wayward and lost who would find life in his words?  Did 

she have any concept of the disruption he would cause, the rancor he would inflame, or the 

dangers he would face?  Could she have ever mustered the courage to consider the suffering 

he would endure, or the fate that would be his? 

 

It’s hard to imagine Mary had any understanding, that night, of what was in store for the 

child she rocked in her arms.  The lives that would be healed, the death that would be 

resurrected, the world that would be changed, the humanity that would be saved…  How 

could one possibly imagine such things in the face of the infant child she so lovingly 

embraced?  So, she pondered, she questioned, she gazed upon the beauty of his newborn 

eyes, she wondered what all this might mean…and as any mother would, she giggled as he 

cood, she rocked as he cried, and she sang lullabies as she ushered her infant son to sleep. 
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The Shepherds Hear the News 

The shepherds couldn’t believe their eyes as they breathlessly approached the make-shift bed 

of the infant Jesus.  There were no words to put on this.  It was a night like any other night.  

In the fields, tending the sheep, watching travelers journeying in the distance for the 

census…it was a night like any other night.  The sight, however, was like nothing they could 

have ever dreamed.  No words could describe what it is their eyes had seen.  The music, the 

heavenly music, was like none they’d ever heard.  The widest reaches of their most joyous 

imagination could not fathom the majesty and glory of that moment in which the angels 

proclaimed the birth of their savior! 

 

THEIR savior!  Can you imagine that?  That such news would be proclaimed to humble 

shepherds such as them?  It felt as though their feet barely touched ground as they sprinted to 

the place where Jesus lay.  The waiting was finally over.  The glory of God had finally been 

born.  The Messiah was here!  And, the Messiah was here for THEM!   

 

Their hearts leapt with exultation the moment the angels sang…their spirits soared as they 

ran to meet him…and their eyes filled with tears of joy as they gazed upon the humble glory 

of the savior who’d been born.  They couldn’t quite find the words as they sought to tell 

Mary all they’d seen and heard, but still, as they headed back to those fields where it had all 

begun that night, there was one thing they knew for sure!  They didn’t quite understand 

everything they’d seen and heard.  They couldn’t quite put words to the majesty that had 

surrounded them that night.  But, the one thing they did know was that the world would 

never be the same again! 

 

 

The King No One Expected 

Centuries of waiting for a Messiah that would deliver the people of Israel…Mary rocking a 

baby in her arms…the shepherds running from the fields to the bedside of the infant 

Jesus…and they all had one thing in common: none could even begin to grasp the life that 

would unfold for the infant born in such miraculous, and yet such ordinary, ways.   

 

The Israelites expected a warrior king who would reign over their earthly kingdom forever.  

They found a humble child lying in a manger.   

 

The shepherds sprinted from the fields with energy befitting the angelic choir that had burst 

upon their night.  Yet, as they returned, beneath their voices of praise lingered the question of 

how such a simple child could truly be the savior of whom those angels sang.   

 

Even Mary, as she rocked that baby in her arms, had no way to grasp the majesty behind the 

newborn tears she wiped from his eyes. 

 

Generations of expectation and anticipation had preceded the moment of this birth, and still, 

the moment of this birth was so much more than any could have ever expected or anticipated.   

 

This was Jesus, the one who would save his people from their sins.   
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This was an infant who would not simply change lives, but the course of human history.   

 

This was a king not of a people, but of a heavenly kingdom that would endure forever.   

 

This was a savior not of a time or moment, but of humanity’s eternal place in the glory of 

God.  

 

Generations of expectation led to a Messiah who was anything but what was expected.  Even 

the Magi, as they followed the star to the one who had been born, had little notion of who 

this child was, or what he would become.  But, still, they came.  The shepherds ran, the 

angels rejoiced, Mary sang and the Magi journeyed – not for a child anyone expected…not 

for the worldly king so many anticipated…and not for the Messiah everyone pictured.  No, 

the shepherds ran, Mary sang and the Magi journeyed to discover the very glory of 

Emmanuel, God with us, unveiled in ways humanity could have never dreamed!   

 

 

Isaiah 9: 2-7 

The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light; those who lived in a land of deep 

darkness—on them light has shined. 

 

3 You have multiplied the nation, you have increased its joy; they rejoice before you as with 

joy at the harvest, as people exult when dividing plunder. 

 

4 For the yoke of their burden, and the bar across their shoulders, the rod of their oppressor, 

you have broken as on the day of Midian. 

 

5 For all the boots of the tramping warriors and all the garments rolled in blood shall be 

burned as fuel for the fire. 

 

6 For a child has been born for us, a son given to us; authority rests upon his shoulders; and 

he is named Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 

 

7 His authority shall grow continually, and there shall be endless peace for the throne of 

David and his kingdom.  He will establish and uphold it with justice and with righteousness 

from this time onward and forevermore.  The zeal of the LORD of hosts will do this. 

 

 

The Church at Prayer 

Loving God, to a world longing for a warrior king who would rule the earthly dominion, you 

came as a child who would open the gates to heavenly glory.  To a world expecting majesty 

and might, you came with humility and peace.  To a world yearning so deeply, you came as 

Emmanuel, that we might be reminded that we never walk alone!  So God, as we remember, 

as we reflect, as we look upon this story and march ever closer to Christmas in this Advent 

season, we pray that you might open us to the ways in which you might come again! 
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Help us, God, to look beyond our wants and wills, that we might see the presence you can 

bring!  Help us to set aside the blinders of our human limitations, that we might know the 

glory that you long to unveil.  Help us to move past our egos and expectations, that we might 

become a part of the story that you are ever trying to author throughout your creation! 

 

Like Mary and Joseph, we are humbled by the very promise of your presence and work in 

our lives.  Like the shepherds and the magi, we are ready to journey on the path that you will 

lay before us.  Like the generations of those who waited for the Messiah to be born – we 

hunger for your light to be shown into our darkness.  So help us, God, to set aside the 

expectations that blind us to your presence.  Help us to take those trusting steps that might 

lead us on your paths.  Help us to open our eyes, to peer through our darkness, and to see the 

light that you shine into this moment, in this place, on this day! 

 

God of wonder, the birth of Jesus broke the mold of every expectation, anticipation and want 

of your children.  Generations of longing were met not with what they wanted, but with a gift 

beyond anything they’d ever imagined or dreamed.  In these weeks leading up to Christmas, 

God, grant us that gift.  Work around us…work within us…work through us in ways that the 

incomparable and unexpected gift of Emmanuel might be the gift we both discover and 

deliver this Christmas.   

 

To a world in hurt, to a nation in disharmony, to lives in disarray, to each of us in ways we’d 

never imagine…come.  Surprise us, God, that we too might know what it is to discover, in 

you, more than we’d ever known could be. 

 

For we pray it in his name.  Amen. 

 


