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ADVENT IV St. Bart’s 

Elizabeth said, “For as soon as I heard the sound of your greeting, the child 

in my womb leaped for joy. And blessed is she who believed that there would be a 

fulfillment of what was spoken to her by the Lord."  Luke 1:44-45 

 

I have a practice in spiritual direction.  One of my directees came in recently 

and started talking about something that had happened at the parish where she 

serves as pastor.  I exclaimed in what might have seemed a non-sequitur and was 

certainly an intuitive leap, “I don’t know how you survived your family!”All I 

really knew about her family was that both parents had married and divorced 

multiple times, more than once to each other.  

 

 So she began to talk about her family. Her mother, a lawyer, had been 

writing a brief when she went into labor with this girl, my directee. She refused to 

get an extension or go to the hospital.  “The opposing attorney won’t get an 

extension,” she yelled at her husband.  She was still writing in the ambulance. 

 “So that’s my birth story,” my directee said glumly. 

 

 I am the oldest of my siblings. My next brother had a birth story.  “The 

minute I saw him I knew he was different, “ my mother said to me once. “ He was 

so quiet and peaceful, like a little Buddha.” Different from what or whom?” one 

might ask.  

 



 So that was my birth story too, in a way. My Buddha brother is a guy about 

whom my lawyer once said, “I’m not sure he shouldn’t be in jail, “ after he took a 

million dollars out of a family trust to finance a building for his business without 

informing his siblings, the 4 other beneficiaries of that trust. And so it goes, so it 

goes.  

 

Some people have fortunate and maybe predictive birth stories, others of us 

not so much. And of course the most renowned and beloved birth story of all is the 

one we celebrate later this week, the birth of the baby Jesus.  Even my buddy John 

the Baptizer is excited! He kicks his mother for the first time, in joy. That’s kind of 

John’a predictive birth story; he will be a rugged and thorny prophet all his life. 

 

Of course the story of Jesus’ birth is a myth.  I don’t mean it’s not true, 

although we really know it isn’t.  What I mean is that it’s a foundational story, an 

origin story, a story around which we build meaning and understanding. 

 

In my first job I once said in a sermon that the Cross is a myth.  I was taken 

to task by a very touchy junior warden who thought I meant that the Crucifixion 

wasn’t true.I had to reassure her that indeed we know that Jesus died on a 

cross.  But that historical fact has been subsumed into a much larger and more 

profound story about the origins and meaning of our Christian faith.   

 

So what about this little story of Mary and Elizabeth?  What I like to 

contemplate is the relationships. Mary and Elizabeth are cousins.  The angel 

Gabriel first visits Elizbeth’s husband Zechariah to announce that Elizabeth, 

although she is “old and barren,” – maybe 35? – will bear a son who will be great 

in the sight of the Lord; he must drink no wine, no strong drink; even from his 

mother's womb he will be filled with the Holy Spirit, and will bring back many of 

the Israelites to the Lord their God. 



 

Then six months later the busy angel Gabriel visits Mary and tells her You 

are to conceive in your womb and bear a son, and you must name him Jesus. 

… He will rule over the House of Jacob for ever and his reign will have no end. 

 

 Mary hastens to Elizabeth. No mention of her own mother, who is probably 

dead, but to her cousin; there is a deep spiritual kinship here.  And their sons will 

have a deep spiritual kinship as well, and together will alter the future of Israel and 

the shape of world history forever.  

 

 So this little story of Mary and Elizabeth is actually a huge and profound 

story.  It’s the model of our Christian faith and practice.  It’s all about 

connectedness, all about relationship.  It is how we may see, if we look keenly 

enough at one another, we may see the face of Christ, the living God.  Alleluia, 

Alleluia! Amen 

 

 


