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“A Young Girl” – Christmas Eve sermon  

Brenda Bos, December 2017 

 

Mary, A young girl  

Every bit of that sentence is a life sentence 

“A” meaning alone in this world 

All the insults at her alone are hurled 

No one wants to love a girl like her 

No one wants to know a girl like her 

No one wants to be a girl like her 

Single solitary 

A – the indefinite article which singles out one but does not define that one.  

Just a girl. A girl. No name, no face, no story.  

Hard to imagine a girl could ever be part of God’s glory. 

 

Then there’s young – a blessing and a curse 

Mostly invisible, which is worse 

No one expects anything from a kid 

Everyone expects everything from a kid 

Young people are the future 

Young people should be seen and not heard. 

They say a society is judged by how we treat old people and children. 
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Where does the money go, who gets fed, who gets taught, who gets cared for. 

We say our young people are a priority and then we…. 

Push them out the door at eighteen, if they’re lucky. Fifteen, twelve, ten years old 

if unlucky. 

Was Mary lucky? You tell me. 

 

 

 

And then there’s the last part – Mary, a young girl. 

The girl part 

Hated, mistrusted, mostly because of her girl parts 

Never assumed to be smart 

Can’t imagine she’s got brains and a heart 

Girls are just supposed to have babies. 

I think we can agree on that, she’s had a tough start 

This baby is the real deal 

Something inside her feels real 

The Spirit moved, her soul is healed 

But let’s face it 

She’s just a child herself, can’t embrace it 

She’s got no ideas what to do 
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And this is the person, the child, a young girl 

To whom an angel appears. 

Says do not fear 

God is with you. 

Like God is with every young girl 

As she is afraid 

As she is attacked 

As she is mocked 

As she is objectified 

As she is misunderstood 

Do not be afraid, the Lord is with you. 

How many girls have said: “With me, but I’m still me.” 

“With me, but doesn’t fix me.” 

“With me, while that guy still hits me” 

Is this the kind of God I want to fear, one who is here 

But shows up in strange ways I cannot understand? 

 

But this is the young girl God cherishes. Has found favor with her.  

God says I need you. 

I love you. 

I can save the world with you. 

The argument is convincing. 
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Mary says yes, she is willing. 

Not really knowing what she signed up for,  

But what parent knows? 

What parent would agree to the yelling and crying? 

What parent would agree to the mocking and lying? 

What parent would agree to the heart breaking 

What parent would agree to the no-giving-all-taking 

And the hope and the fear and the joy and years 

Of not knowing where their child is and who they are with 

Whether they are a good person out in the world or part of the problem? 

But Mary says yes, believing God is with her. 

Believing her son is everything the angel said,  

He will be the Most High 

Ruling on David’s throne  

Of his kingdom there will be no end. 

Would a mother say no to herself if it meant saying yes to all that success? 

But that was the point, wasn’t it?  

Mary knew who she was, where she was, where she came from. 

If her son was great, he would have to leave home, would have to move out, 

would have to go and never look back. 

So to say yes to this meant to say no to everything else. 

No to full houses of grandchildren at feast times. 
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No to a normal life, bragging about her son 

No to fitting into society, that chance is done. 

No to the expectations and hopes every mother has. 

No to her version of the world. 

Yes to God’s plan. 

Yes to new ways. 

Yes to hope for the future 

Yes.  

 

The birth does not go as planned. Mary and Joseph are out of town when it 

happens.  

Not the “We were at my mother-in-laws and I got sick” kind of out of town. 

Not the “I threw my back out while on vacation” kind of out of town. 

Labor pains start while riding on a donkey. 

Water breaks while being sent away from a third full inn. 

Contractions coming fast while Joseph lays hay down on the ground of a stable. 

Pushing for the baby to come out while catching glimpses of cows and sheep 

three feet away. 

Oh, it’s not what she had planned, not what she had hoped.  

Baby comes out, screaming and writhing and mad as hell at the cold and the dark 

and the smell 

Scrawny and red and wet and… here.  In Mary’s arms. Calming down.  Taking her 

breast. Content. 
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The first assurance that Mary is enough. A young girl is enough.  

Completely overwhelmed and completely capable.  

 

Soon strangers show up, somehow hearing about the baby. 

Mary assumes the innkeeper talked. It can’t be every day a baby is born in his 

stable. 

No, the sheep herders say, we were out in the field, doing what we do, 

When something strange happened, like we’ve never seen,  

(Frankly we don’t need to see it again) 

Angels - no really – ANGELS came to us. 

Mary doesn’t make fun, she’s seen her own angels. 

Angels have told us about your son. 

We came to see ourselves. We hear he’s a king. 

But, not to be rude, looking around it’s hard to imagine this kid’s royalty. 

Mary nods, it’s true. How can this one be the King of the Jews? 

With God, nothing is impossible, she says. All agree,  

and find themselves down on one knee. 

Partly to see this little boy, partly because they are overwhelmed with 

Joy? Hope? Awe? Wonder? Is it possible something amazing has happened right 

in front of them? 

No one knows for sure, but everyone is hopeful. 

The shepherds leave. Mary and Joseph are alone with their son. 
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It’s all too much, as most parents feel. People who don’t know them have had the 

same prophecy Mary has had, the same prophecy Joseph has had. God is sending 

a message through unusual means, angels and shepherds and this baby himself, 

so it seems.  God is with us, Emmanuel. 

Mary ponders all these things in her heart. How can this be, as I am a virgin? How 

can this be, as I am a young girl? How can this be, as I have just given birth in a 

feeding trough? How can this be? 

And yet, here is a baby, as real as real can be.  

Is it possible God has decided to show up like this? Not in a chariot of fire, we all 

hoped it would be a chariot of fire.  

The clouds roll back, the seas part 

The creator of the universe pierces our heart 

The Son of Man arrives with a shout 

We all hoped it would be so obvious no one would doubt.  

We still hope for a roaring wind, a double rainbow, a clear sign from God. 

But when we get roaring winds and double rainbows we can’t believe God would 

show up like that. 

And when we get a smiling child and a happy meal with friends we can’t believe 

God would show up like that. 

We all want to see God clearly, but do we believe when we actually do see God? 

In a scrawny screaming baby 

Born to a young girl 

In a stable 

Among animals 
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And sweat  

And dirt 

And fear 

God shows up in the least likely places.  

And in the most obvious places. 

But you gotta say yes. 

You gotta say yes to looking for God 

You gotta say yes to seeing God. 

You gotta say yes when angels show up. 

You gotta say yes when strangers show up. 

You gotta say yes. 

Mary said yes. 

And like all parents, her life became better and worse 

For having the child 

For watching him grow 

For letting him leave 

Mary, did you know? 

And so 

A young girl 

Singled out 

Lifted up 

Entrusted with quite a ministry 
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Brings us Jesus. 

God needs you to bring us Jesus. 

God invites you to greet Jesus. 

Will you see Jesus? 

And have you been looking? 

 


