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“The Invitation” 
Rev. Dr. Martin Hall – Preaching 

Luke 1: 26-38 

December 22, 2019 
 

It was more than a month ago, in a Thursday night choir rehearsal, that the choir first sang 

through the anthem we just shared.  Rick had it in mind for our first Sunday of Advent three 

weeks ago, but I begged him to put it off until today because I wanted to preach on the subtle 

message that comes through in the poetry of the words.  It was a message and a reminder that 

flowed into my heart and mind the moment we ran through the piece.  So listen, if you will, to 

the words written by Ian Callanan… 

 

Comfort, my people, and calm all your fear; 

The day of salvation is quickly drawing near. 

The One you long to see 

Will soon set you free, 

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

Silence the thunder, silence sounds of war. 

End all destruction and comfort those who mourn. 

Your dream draws near; 

Your vision is here. 

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

Be light in the darkness; be truth for our lives. 

Be strength for the helpless, the poor and lost who cry. 

O saving voice, 

O living choice,  

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

Now, there’s a lot to be said about a lot of the words in that song, but it was the refrain that 

grabbed on to my heart and wouldn’t let go!  Each verse issues such promise and hope that was 

born in the infant Christ.  Each phrase brings to life the message of love and salvation that is at 
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the heart of Emmanuel.  But, each verse of anticipation and hopefulness ends with those repeated 

words… O come, Lord Jesus, come… O come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

Comfort, calm, salvation…Come! 

The end of war, the end of destruction, dreams and visions…Come! 

Light in the darkness, truth for our lives, strength for the helpless…Come! 

 

I think what got to me about this song, and about the poetry of the words, was the invitation that 

followed the promise.   

 

Those of you who read my December newsletter article will recall that, in mid-November, a 

group of us met to clear out a load of worn and outdated furniture from the youth room upstairs.  

Efforts have been underway for quite some time, to update that space, but one of the first major 

projects was clear the room so that new things could happen.  As I shared in my article, there 

was this moment in which I was genuinely overtaken by the potential that existed in the 

emptiness that we had created.  Suddenly, instead of looking overwhelmed into a cluttered space, 

we were confronted with the possibility and opportunity we had created for something new to 

come.  In other words, no matter how much time and energy we had spent dreaming and 

designing, it was hard (at least for me) to imagine how those dreams might come to reality until 

we actually created the space into which that reality could form. 

 

Comfort, calm, salvation…Come! 

The end of war, the end of destruction, dreams and visions…Come! 

Light in the darkness, truth for our lives, strength for the helpless…Come! 

 

Consider how much of our energy, throughout the Advent season, is spend on the opening 

portion of those phrases – the verses of that anthem that precede the refrain.  Consider how much 

of our focus is on the promises that rests in the birth that we anticipate.  Consider how much of 

our faith sets its sights on everything that we know the Christ-child to have been and still to be.  

And then, consider how little of our time is spent on the refrain…the invitation…the actual act of 

making room into which God can be born anew! 

 

One of my favorite moments of the Christmas narrative is that passage from Luke 1 in which the 

angel Gabriel visits Mary.  I love to try to imagine the look on Mary’s face as Gabriel is 

speaking; the disbelief…the shock…the awe…the terror…  We’ve heard the story so many 

times, and the narrative is such second nature to us, that I think we tend to romanticize this 

moment between Mary and Gabriel, but I imagine that, on Mary’s part, there was likely a fairly 

human reality to that exchange.  I sincerely doubt that Mary laid there, in that moment, glowing 

in faithful submission to the angelic proclamation with which she was confronted.  No, I think 

it’s far more likely that she was shocked, confused, overwhelmed, and probably more than just a 

little scared.   

 

I think the familiarity of the story causes us to forget, sometimes, the utter abnormality of what 

was going on here.  She was talking to an angel!  She was being told that she would give birth to 

a child (which is something she knew was biologically problematic).  She was being told that she 

was carrying God’s son!  Mary wasn’t there, in that moment, gleaming with joy and majestically 
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absorbing the angelic proclamation.  No, I have to imaging that Mary sat there in dubious 

consternation, utterly flabbergasted by the promises and predications that were flowing from 

Gabriel’s mouth.  But, still, she listened…she contemplated…she doubted…she worried…she 

did all of those things that anyone would do in that moment, and then, she extended the 

invitation.  “Here am I, the servant of the Lord; let it be with me according to your word.” 

 

I’m not sure we spend enough time, energy, thought, or heart, in Advent, on the importance of 

the invitation.  We spend countless moments talking about the light to be born into darkness, the 

Messiah that will come from Bethlehem, the child who will save his people from their sins and 

the one who will be Emmanuel, God with us.  We spend all sorts of time on the promises.  We 

spend all sorts of energy on the hope.  We rightly center our hearts on all that has been, is, and 

will be through the birth of the one the shepherds found in the manger.  But, how much time do 

we spend on the refrain that has to follow those verses of hope?  How much thought do we put 

into our readiness for that which can come?  How much energy do we spend actually making 

sure that we have made the room to invite this birth into our lives anew? 

 

In just over 48 hours, many of us will return to this room to join together in what is one of the 

highlight moments of worship for many of us each year.  We will listen to tales of a humble 

carpenter and a simple maiden who will find no room at the inn and birth a son in a Bethlehem 

stall.  We will sing carols that muster within us some of the richest and strongest memories of 

childhood.  And, we will light candles that shine through the darkness as we sing of the birth of 

the infant Jesus.  As we enter into that heartwarming and spirit-lifting worship, however, I think 

it is right to ask ourselves if we have readied ourselves to extend the invitation.   

• Have we engaged God in prayer…seeking God’s work and will to supersede our own?   

• Have rested in the Spirit in ways that this season may works it way in us, instead of us 

working our way through the season?   

• Have we looked for ways in which the blessed trappings of Christmas might point us to a 

new birth instead of distracting from the heart of the season?   

• Have we cleared the space?  Emotionally, mentally, spiritually…have we emptied the 

clutter to allow God to birth that which is new? 

 

What grabbed my heart, the moment we sang that anthem in rehearsal back in November, was 

the fact that every verse of promise was followed by that refrain of invitation...Come, Lord Jesus, 

come.  Every time a promise was made, the invitation followed…Come, Lord Jesus, come.  

Every time the hope of Emmanuel was proclaimed, the invitation echoed…Come, Lord Jesus, 

come.  Every time the words pointed us to that which this birth might mean in our lives, the 

invitation followed…Come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

You know the hope!  You know the promises!  You know what this birth has meant, means, and 

can mean to your life and to the life of those around you.  So, I implore you, follow the lead of 

that anthem…follow the example of Mary…look beyond the promise and extend the invitation.  

Make the room for the birth.  Take the time to open yourself to what God has in store, and then 

join in the throngs of angelic voices, this Christmas, proclaiming the wonders of his birth in you! 

 

 

   


