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THE SONG OF JOY, HOPE AND RESISTANCE 
Pastor Jim Dunn 

 

 

Luke 1:39-56 

Mary Visits Elizabeth 

39 In those days Mary arose and went with haste into the hill country, to a town in Judah, 

40 and she entered the house of Zechariah and greeted Elizabeth. 41 And when 

Elizabeth heard the greeting of Mary, the baby leaped in her womb. And Elizabeth was 

filled with the Holy Spirit, 42 and she exclaimed with a loud cry, “Blessed are you among 

women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb! 43 And why is this granted to me that the 

mother of my Lord should come to me? 44 For behold, when the sound of your greeting 

came to my ears, the baby in my womb leaped for joy. 45 And blessed is she who 

believed that there would be a fulfillment of what was spoken to her from the Lord.” 

Mary's Song of Praise: The Magnificat 

46 And Mary said, 

“My soul magnifies the Lord, 

47     and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior, 

48  for he has looked on the humble estate of his servant. 

    For behold, from now on all generations will call me blessed; 

49 for he who is mighty has done great things for me, 

    and holy is his name. 

50 And his mercy is for those who fear him 

    from generation to generation. 

51 He has shown strength with his arm; 

    he has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts; 

52 he has brought down the mighty from their thrones 

    and exalted those of humble estate; 
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53 he has filled the hungry with good things, 

    and the rich he has sent away empty. 

54 He has helped his servant Israel, 

    in remembrance of his mercy, 

55 as he spoke to our fathers, 

    to Abraham and to his offspring forever.” 

56 And Mary remained with her about three months and returned to her home. 

 

 

I collect stories… to use in sermons. Though, I wonder if I’ll ever use the story about the 

abandoned, rat-infested cruise ship heading for Great Britain… or the story about the 

crazy tree that bears more than 40 different kinds of fruit… or the story about the children 

who really were raised by wild animals… or the story about a Jewish man who was hired 

by the Nazis to serve as an interpreter. 

 

Now, there’s a story. Freddie Knoller, a Jewish man, now 93 years old, tells of how he 

survived WWII. He grew up in Vienna, Austria. When the Nazis took over Austria, his parents 

sent him to live with family in Belgium. When the Nazis arrived in Belgium, he fled to 

France. That was 1940. He worked in Paris, using his German to introduce Nazi soldiers to 

the nightlife of the city. That’s how he made his living, until 1943, when the Gestapo 

arrested him. But they didn’t figure out that he was Jewish. So, they actually offered him a 

job with the Gestapo as an interpreter. Well, Freddie had no intention of working for the 

German secret police. So, he made himself scarce. With the help of a friend, he joined 

the French Resistance, fighting against the occupying Nazi army. Until later that same 

year when he fell into the hands of the Gestapo again and this time was sent to 

Auschwitz. But he survived that too. 

 

It’s a good story, but how does it help me apply God’s Word to your life? What does this 

story about a Jewish man have to do with you? Indeed, this account of two Jewish 

women from even farther back in history, Elizabeth and Mary, may seem to have little to 

do with your life. What do these two women, gushing over their pregnancies, have to do 

with our rush to finish our Christmas preparations or with what’s going on in our country 

today or with what’s going on in the world today?  
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We hear Elizabeth gush over Mary: “Blessed are you among women and blessed is the 

fruit of your womb! And why is this granted to me that the mother of my Lord should 

come to me?” And we hear Mary respond to Elizabeth: “My soul magnifies the Lord and 

my spirit rejoices in God my Savior for He has been mindful of the humble state of His 

servant!” Elizabeth and Mary seem just a little too happy, a little too joyful. There’s just a 

little too much Christmas spirit here for them to seem real to us.  

 

Our own joy during this season may be a bit diminished by a number of things: he tiring 

out of our bodies as we make the mad rush towards completing our Christmas 

preparations, our concern over the refugee issue, our sad concern regarding the brutal 

and violent times in which we live, in which our children can be mass murdered while 

going through flash cards or paying their lunch money or writing arithmetic problems on 

the blackboard.  

 

Yet, these very issues were not foreign to Elizabeth and Mary. As Elizabeth made the mad 

rush towards having everything ready for her baby’s arrival, as she prepared cloth 

diapers, baby clothes, and spit-up rags for the first time, as she carried a baby for the first 

time in her advanced age, you can bet her body was tired on this day that Mary came 

to visit. As for refugee issues, Mary herself along with Joseph and the baby Jesus would 

become refugees fleeing from Herod… the same Herod who had greatly contributed to 

the brutal and violent times in which Mary and Elizabeth lived. This Herod was the same 

man who murdered one of his wives and two of his sons and would order the murder of 

all of the babies in Bethlehem. Caesar Augustus, emperor of Rome, was the one who put 

this Herod on David’s throne and kept him there, the Jews constantly living under the 

threat of Roman military intervention. A threat carried out only years after this encounter, 

when the very road Mary used to reach Elizabeth would be lined with crosses. Not empty 

ones, either.  
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Given those circumstances, not much different from our own, we wonder, then, how 

could Elizabeth and Mary be so happy? So ecstatic? Even giddy? Well, it was not just 

because they were both expecting. Rather, they were joyful because of what their 

babies would become. And what that would mean for Israel. As Mary sang, “The Lord has 

helped His servant Israel, remembering to be merciful to Abraham and his descendants, 

even as He promised…”  

 

But the promise to Abraham was that all the nations of the earth would be blessed 

through His seed. By faith in Mary’s son, a new branch would be grafted onto Abraham’s 

family tree. A branch of Gentiles. All of God’s people, Jew and Gentile alike, through faith 

in Jesus, would receive what had been promised to Abraham. The Land. But even Mary 

could not imagine how much land that would mean. God’s people were to receive not 

just the land that lies between the Mediterranean Sea and the Jordan River, between the 

Sea of Galilee and the desert, the Negev, south of the Judean hill country. God’s people 

were to inherit the earth. “The meek shall inherit the earth.”  

 

Mary could not have imagined that, nor did she know how long that would take… for we 

are still waiting for that promise to be fulfilled. She simply sang it as prophecy, as if it had 

already been accomplished. “He has brought down rulers from their thrones but has lifted 

up the humble. He has filled the hungry with good things but has sent the rich away 

empty.” Those prophecies are not yet fulfilled. In Mary’s day, Herod and Caesar still sat 

their thrones when Mary sang this song. The power structures and the power brokers of 

the world still held sway, and still do, still marching to the pied piper tune of greed and 

power.   

 

But rulers, being pulled down from their thrones to be replaced with the promised King 

was the promise being renewed to Mary and Elizabeth in those days. The promised King 

through whom God would deliver the Land into the hands of His people. The King who 

would bring prosperity and peace, the end of injustice and evil and darkness. The King, 

the son that had been promised to David. The King, the son promised to Mary through the 

angel Gabriel. “You will be with child and give birth to a son, and you are to give Him the 

name Jesus. He will be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the 
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throne of his father David, and He will reign over the house of Jacob forever. His kingdom 

will never end.”  

 

Mary was already pregnant with this King. The time was NOW for the light to obliterate the 

darkness. The time to give birth was NOT YET. She was expecting. THE TIME WAS BOTH NOW 

AND NOT YET. Which has been the case for these last 2000 years… now and not yet. Now 

we have life, but not yet. Not as it will be.  

 

So, the tone of Mary’s song was not like the tone of so many of our Christmas carols, that 

sound like lullabies. Her song had a tone more like that of our Advent hymns. Many of 

which are written in a minor key… in a tone not of sadness but of something not yet 

complete. The tone of hope! The tone of a fight not yet completely won but whose 

outcome is certain. The tone of resistance!   

 

Like the songs the French Resistance must have sung during WWII. Like the spirituals the 

slaves sang in the days before the Emancipation Proclamation. Mary’s song had a tone 

like that. A tone of resistance! A tone like that of our Advent hymns, a tone that says, 

“We’re down but not beaten, Devil. You can horsewhip us and treat us as less than 

human, but you can’t keep God from treating us as His very own. You can’t keep God 

from taking us home to Himself. You cannot and you will not win. 

 

“Because a Jewish man fell into your hands, devil, and you horsewhipped Him and 

treated Him as less than human, and He still beat you. He survived your worst. He rose 

again. So, when He comes back, devil, you’re gonna fall into His hands. And that will be 

the end of you and your cronies. Now our King reigns from a cross. And our resistance 

takes the form of showing mercy and kindness towards all. But it’s done in the defiant 

hope that on that Last Day, our King will reign in power and glory. We will reign with Him. 

We will inherit the new earth. So, devil, even now we join Mary and Elizabeth in singing 

songs of Advent, songs of joy and hope and resistance.”   Amen 

 


