4th Sunday of Advent 2025

Before we hear our reflection today, I’d like to invite us to imagine something.

We hear Mary’s story every year, but often at a distance, as though she is someone almost too holy, too perfect, too unlike us.
But the Mary of Scripture was an ordinary young woman,
living an ordinary life,
caught up in extraordinary grace.

Today, instead of analysing her life,
we’re going to listen with her,

to step for a few moments into her shoes 
her hopes, her fears, her courage,
and what it meant for her to make room for Jesus.

This is not a historical reconstruction.
It’s a prayerful imagining,
a way of hearing the Advent story from a human heart.
So I invite you to sit comfortably,
to breathe deeply,
and to listen for God speaking to us today
through Mary’s voice.


I have been called many things.
Blessed.
Holy.
Favoured.
Silent.
Submissive.
An example for women.
A problem for Protestants.
A plaster statue.
A queen.
A girl who didn’t question anything.
But may I tell you something?
I was just… Mary.


A girl from a small town that people joked about.

A girl with chores and plans and the ordinary worries of an ordinary life.
I didn’t glow.
I didn’t walk three inches above the ground.
I didn’t understand everything God was doing.
I didn’t always feel brave.
When the messenger came, I felt my stomach twist.
I felt my heart race.
I felt fear.

You know that feeling, when life turns a corner you didn’t expect?

When what you thought was secure suddenly isn’t?

When God steps into your life in a way you didn’t choose?
That was me.
And yet… into my very human fear, God whispered:
“Do not be afraid. Love is coming close.”

People think the hardest part was the angel.
But do you know what was harder?
Telling Joseph.
Facing the neighbours.
Wondering how this child would change everything.

Holding the calling of God in one hand
and the uncertainty of life in the other.
I wasn’t chosen because I was perfect.
I was chosen because I was willing.
Because I made room.
You have been told through the centuries that I was meek.
Quiet.
Pure in a way that made me almost untouchable.
Some forgot my humanity.
Others avoided my name because it made them uncomfortable.
But I sang the Magnificat —
a song about the mighty being brought down
and the lowly lifted up.
A song about justice and mercy.
A song about the world turning upside down.
I wasn’t meek.
I was a young woman who believed God cared about the poor,
about the hungry,
about those overlooked by power.
And I still believe it.
You see, GOD did not ask for my perfection.

Only my yes.

My willingness to make room
for a life I did not yet understand
and a hope I could not yet see.
I suspect you know something about that kind of yes.
Some of you are holding uncertainty right now.
Waiting for clarity.
Carrying fears you don’t say out loud.
Longing for God to be born again in the middle of
grief,
change,
busyness,
or the mess of daily life.
Like me, 
You don’t have to glow either.
You don’t have to feel holy.
You don’t have to understand everything.

You are invited, as I was,
to make room.





Room for peace in anxious hearts.
Room for hope when the world seems dark.
Room for love where relationships are strained.
Room for courage in places where you feel small.
Room for Jesus who still comes quietly,
unexpectedly,
into ordinary lives.
If you remember anything today, remember this:
I was human.
I was frightened.
I was young and unsure.
And still God came near.
God dwells in people like that.
People like me.
People like you.
Jesus was not born in a palace,
or among the perfect,
or into certainty and safety.
Jesus was born through me, a young woman
who made room in her life,
in her very body,
for the hope of the world.
So as you wait in Advent,
do not worry about having the right words,
the right feeling,
or the right level of faith.
Just make room.
For Jesus still comes.
Into human vulnerability.
Into imperfect families.
Into communities longing for justice.
Into hearts that whisper a very small, very honest,
“Yes… let it be.”
And that is enough.

2

