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Advent 2 

December 06, 2020 

Faith 

 

Merry Christmas 

Blessed Christmas 

 

 It’s such a wonderful story!  The story of the 1st Christmas is full of history and 

intrigue and events that are almost unbelievable.   There are no other stories quite like it. 

 1st Advent is about hope.  The prophecy of Isaiah of a child, not much to look at, not 

respected nor appreciated much in his lifetime, but a child bringing the hope of the world – 

Isaiah captures the essence of hope. 

 2nd Advent is about faith.  Hope is about something not yet realized; something in the 

future that is going to happen and it will be wonderful, but it’s not here yet.  The longer we 

wait in hope, the harder it becomes.  After a while we get tired.  As the years go by, hope 

gets shuffled to the background.  We know it’s there, but we are less and less conscious of 

it. 

 That is where 2nd Advent comes in.  Faith is how we work at hope.  Faith gets us 

through the waiting times.  But just like the fatigue of hope not yet realized, faith gets tired 

too.  When faith gets tired there are three ways we go.  One, we get weaker and neglect to 

work at faith.  Two, we work at it and keep it fresh.  Three we put faith and hope into little 
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boxes we create in our minds and hearts.  We create a picture of what we want to see, and 

that becomes the focus on our faith, even if our box is not quite true.   

 Israel had a lot of folks in the third category.  The picture of what they hoped for 

become so entrenched that when hope was realized, when it came true, it wasn’t believed.  

Isaiah told them it would be that way.   By the time Jesus was born, most folks had 

forgotten Isaiah’s words of a Messiah who would not be a warrior king.  They had a 

different picture in mind.   

 2nd Advent is humbling.  It’s the truth prophesied by Isaiah, but not the truth Israel 

wanted. Often called the Bethlehem Candle, 2nd Advent is a time of remembering two 

young folks who knew the truth when most others refused to believe it. 

 Mary and Joseph knew the truth of how the baby Mary was carrying was conceived.   

They knew the accusations against them were false.  They knew hope was coming true, and 

were lonely in living that truth.  Faith can be, quite often, a lonely journey.  When God puts 

someone else on the same journey it’s not quite so lonely.  Mary and Joseph were each 

other’s support.    

 And yet, thought they knew the truth of how Jesus was conceived, they did not know 

the whole truth either.  They too were at least in part in the third category.  All they knew 

was what the angel told Mary:  “Don’t be afraid, Mary; you have found favour with God. You 

will conceive and give birth to a son, and you are to call him Jesus. He will be great and will 

be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the throne of his father 

David.” (Luke 1:30-32) This son was going to be a king, like David; a warrior king. 

 Mary and Joseph on the journey to Bethlehem together is what we remember on this 

day of Advent, but it was not always that way.  In fact, the together part nearly never 

happened.  When Joseph found out Mary was pregnant, he wanted to end the relationship.  

He knew what he thought was the truth.  Mary was pregnant, but not by him.  Joseph was 

alone, betrayed he thought, and his world had collapsed.   
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 With the exception of Elizabeth, a relative, for the first trimester of her pregnancy, 

Mary was very much alone too.   The words of the angel must have given her hope during 

that time.  Mary must have been encouraged by the thought her son would be a king.  It was 

good to think of her son as a hero, honoured by all of Israel.  And yet, what would Joseph 

do when he found out?  Would she be shunned?  That answer was easy – yes.  Would she be 

stoned? That was an open question that depended on what Joseph would do.   

 Do you even wonder why folks take drugs, any drugs that alter reality for a bit?  If 

you were in Mary or Joseph’s sandals, wouldn’t you want reality to be a bit different?  It 

would be tempting to ‘chill-out’ for a time, just forget a reality you did not want to live.  

The support of Elizabeth and the personal relationship with God must have kept Mary on a 

healthy path.  How many folks don’t have that relationship with God or a relationship with 

someone who is just there for them?  I think of that when I think of these two young people 

living a world of hurt. 

 When Joseph first saw Mary pregnant he had no angelical words to help him along.  

He did not have an Elizabeth.  Maybe he had a friend, but the bible does not tell us that.  He 

had none of that til the night an angel came to him too.  “Joseph son of David, do not be 

afraid to take Mary home as your wife, because what is conceived in her is from the Holy 

Spirit. She will give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus, because he will 

save his people from their sins.” (Matthew 1:20-21) 

 With that message Joseph had everything Mary did plus a little more.  He had that 

relationship with God now that the angel spoke to him.  And he had that relationship with 

Mary, someone who understood and was going through the same thing.   

 With faith in those two messages from an angel, these two young people were 

together on the journey.  They knew the truth of the pregnancy.  They knew also what it 

was like to be judged and shunned because so few believed them.   They could support 

each other, experience this together.   
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 Joseph began his journey as a young man asking a young woman to share his life.  

The hope and happiness of that was shattered when he saw her pregnant for the first time.  

It took an angel to change the direction once again. 

   Mary began her journey as a teenager, planning for a wedding.  Suddenly she was 

pregnant and knowing no one would believe her, she ran away.  Thank God for Elizabeth.  

Thank God for an angel, who helped her intended believe her.   

 Their togetherness and their faith is what took them, one day near the end of the 

pregnancy, on a 90 mile journey.  They would have gone south along the Jordan Valley and 

then west across the hills near Jerusalem to Bethlehem.  The weather was unpredictable.  In 

some places bandits were operating.    

 But we have been forgetting something.  This was not the story of two young people 

walking 90 miles.  It was the story of 3 people, Joseph, Mary and the unborn Jesus.  The 

entirety of their marriage to this point was 3 people.   

 Why else would folks have been judging and shunning them?  Perhaps some were 

more forgiving than others.  Young folks will be young folks after all.  They are married 

now, it’s good.  But most would have judged and gossiped.  Some would have refused to do 

business with Joseph; all in all, not a happy way to begin a marriage.   

 But they were married and they knew the secret of how Jesus came to be, growing till 

one day it would be time, and he would be born.  And then they were forced to go to 

Bethlehem, so they could pay the proper taxes.  That was what a census was all about.  Mary 

could have stayed behind, with her mother.  It would have been a good thing.  She was 

young and it was her first pregnancy.  No one knew how it would go.  Better to be with 

mom and the midwife of Nazareth.   

 Yet, they went on the journey together.  I like to think the words of the angel gave 

them a special bond; a special relationship. I like to think it brought them together.  God 

had something just for them.  There was something of wonder and intensely private they 
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shared.  I like to think that is what brought them to go on the journey together when it 

made more sense for Mary to stay behind.   

 It is that journey, together, the 3 of them, we remember on 2nd Advent.  The 90 miles 

of that journey led to the birth of Jesus in the town prophesied of old.  It has become one of 

the stories of the Old Testament realized in the New.  But for a young couple, it was just 

them, with the words of an angel, travelling together, into a world few understood.   

 Mary and Joseph did not know the future.  They did not know their child 33 years 

later would die a death a parent does not ever want to think about.  All they knew was the 

waiting for a birth, together, with the assurance of an angel.  The full life of their son is part 

of that journey to Bethlehem, but these two young folks did not know it when they took the 

journey.  All they knew is the child was conceived by the Spirit of God, and they were to be 

his parents.   

 In faith, they walked on.  In faith, they went 90 miles.  In faith, they believed their 

child was the hope prophesied by Isaiah.  In faith, when others did not believe, they 

continued their journey, of which 90 miles were just a few on the path they needed to walk. 

 

Feet-in-the-Dirt 

 

 I was listening this week to an audio book in which the author was exploring the 

relationship between belief and a way-of-life.  The challenge was whether belief resulted in 

a way-of-life that supported that belief.   

 Christianity for so many is about being for some things and against others.  The 

criticism that we do not live what we belief is one of the valid critiques of the church.   

 The story of 2nd Advent has a lot to do with that.  It is such a beautiful story of a 

young couple facing challenges and working at them together so their baby could be born.  

The beauty of that story is exceptional. 
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 But there is another side to that story. They were not believed. They were judged.  

The distortion of Isaiah’s prophecy meant there were beliefs that shattered the credibility of 

the story of a virgin birth.  Even when that child grew up, what he taught was not lived out 

by most folks around them.   

 I think that is our challenge this week.  Do we live it out with compassion, love and 

understanding? Do we qualify what we do with words of what we believe before we say we 

love someone?  “I don’t agree with what you have done but I will love you.”  Have you ever 

heard a version of this?   

 Mary and Joseph did.  Sometimes they did not hear the second part, because all that 

was said was judgement.  They lived in a broken world.  We do too.  They had dreams that 

were shattered and put back together.  Thankfully they had an angel and God to do that.   

 How many around us live in a shattered world?   Are we that angel, helping folks put 

their lives back together?  I have been thinking of that this Advent season.  Am I as a 

follower of Jesus; are we as the church, helping folks heal through love and compassion, or 

are we making the wounds deeper by our actions? 

 I don’t know the answer to that, but I do know 2nd Advent drives me to ask the 

question.  Mary and Joseph had each other and they had a personal relationship with God.  

It took them some time to get there, but once they did the journey was not quite so lonely.   

 Who do I know who is lonely?  We can be that person who is just there, without 

judgement, alongside to help and be a friend.  And we can be more than that.  We can be 

the one who introduces them to Jesus, a Jesus who this 2nd Advent was on the journey too.   

 We believe Jesus is the answer.  2nd Advent calls us to live that, not as a set of rules 

and regulations but as a way-of-life that breathes compassion and love in the name of 

Christ.    

 The Lord be with you.   

  


