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The Abiding Word 
 
Most things in my life had fallen into place with relative ease.  I grew up in a stable and 
loving home.  I never had to struggle my way through school. I didn’t worry about 
whether I would get into university and succeed there.  And despite the years of teenage 
angst (which were terrible), and a high school experience that was less than happy, I 
usually had at least one or two friends I could count on.  The work I have done, from 
teaching swimming and lifeguarding to teaching at Tyndale University College, has 
usually fallen into my lap.  Most things in my life have come fairly easily, and I am 
exceedingly humbled and thankful. 
 
But not all things in my life have been so neat and tidy.  When I look back over my life, 
the things that have been difficult and trying and wearying have usually (though not 
always) been the result of me trying to live on my own terms, rather than looking to God 
as my strength, my salvation, my hope.  I can recall situations that I made a pretty big 
mess of because I didn’t pay attention to God.  And then made an even bigger mess 
trying to fix things in my own ways, rather than looking to God for wisdom and strength.  
And there have been times when things have been so messed up, at least from my 
perspective, that I have known darkness and despair.  ‘How will I ever get out of this 
one”, I ask myself. “Do I even want to bother trying to get out of this one?” 
 
These dark and difficult seasons in life seem to always start with the best laid plans.  
Many years ago, I had made some wonderful plans for my future, or so I thought.  I was 
engaged to a person I thought was all that and then some, I was finishing up my first 
graduate degree with success, I had a wonderful community of faithful and thoughtful 
friends and we were going to do really radical stuff for Jesus. I was making a great life 
for myself, and felt as though a future of endless excitement and opportunities awaited 
me.  And then the wedding was called off just two weeks to the date.  Crash.  I felt as 
though my love and affections had been betrayed, and our tight-knit community became 
divided.  All my hopes and dreams for the future simply ceased to be.  “All flesh is like 
grass... the grass withers, the flower fades.”  The light goes out.  The darkness seeps in. 
 
When I think about finding oneself in unexpected and rather unpleasant circumstances 
such as this one, I am reminded of Mary.  And there are two choices we have about how 
we will think of Mary.   
 
Is she poor, maligned Mary?  Got herself pregnant outside of marriage, and not by Joseph 
her fiancé.  Even if it was the Holy Spirit who conceived the child, now what?  Now she 
faces the shame of the community, the completely understandable mistrust of Joseph and 
his own feelings of betrayal.  She has embarrassed her family in a culture where family 
and community are everything. And she even faced the very real possibility of dying in 
childbirth before she got properly married. I think it would have been completely 
understandable had Mary chosen to lament her unexpected and rather unwelcome 
pregnancy, rather than celebrate it.  It would have been completely understandable for her 
to get angry with God for putting her in this position.  Her own hopes and dreams simply 
ceased to be.  “All flesh is like grass… the grass withers, the flower fades.”   
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But that’s not how Scripture allows us to think of Mary, no matter how much sense such 
a response to this situation makes.  Mary’s response to this unexpected situation puts 
tangibility and actuality to Isaiah’s words of hope:  “but the word of our God will stand 
forever.”  Not our own hopes and dreams.  Not the messes we make of things.  Not even 
the messes of things that others make for us.  Only the Word of God – the Word that 
called creation into being and breathed life into it.  The Word that spoke the words of the 
covenant: “I will be your God and you will be my people”.  The Word that came through 
the prophets, proclaiming the will, the activity, and the covenant love of God.  That Word 
was growing inside her.  That Word was having bones and skin and eyes and brains and 
tendons and muscles put on it.   The Word who made his home among mortals and dwelt 
among us.  And that is the same Word whose arrival we await and celebrate today.  And 
whose coming again we anticipate with great and eager longing. 
 
I freely admit that Mary’s response is a lot more faithful than my response to adversity 
has tended to be in the past.  I can assure you that the first words out of my mouth on that 
day years ago were not, “my soul magnifies the Lord and my spirit rejoices in God my 
saviour, for he has looked with favour upon the lowliness of his servant.”   
 
However, as I have matured a little bit in my faith, I have come to see that God has 
always and continues to help his servant, he fills the hungry with food, he lifts up the 
lowly, and he remembers his mercy to his people.  This word – His Word – is abiding:  
steadfast, permanent, unshakable, enduring .  It doesn’t flounder or fail when I do.  It 
doesn’t waver when I do.  It doesn’t succumb to the darkness when I do.  And it doesn’t 
grab at straws and come up with elaborate self-rescue plans.  This Word is the hands and 
feet of rescue.   
 
During Advent, we acknowledge our longings for this Word to come and rescue us.  We 
hear the promise of God who will comfort his people (and whose promise is sure and 
true).  But we also hope with the joy of Mary.  We hope with the joy of Mary because 
there is something to be hopeful about.  Isaiah reminds us that no matter what situations 
we get ourselves into – personal ones or global ones (and there are a lot of them), we will 
never get ourselves out of them on our own.  All flesh is like grass. You can’t rescue 
yourselves.  You’ve tried and look where it has got you.  Everything you do will wither 
and fade away.  But there is something that stands forever.  There is something that 
withstands the ravages of history and time.  There is something is worth shouting about. 
 
This something is a someone.  It is the God who created history and time.  It’s the God 
for whom the angels sing and creation joins in and for whom one day every knee shall 
bow and proclaim with one loud and booming voice that Jesus, the Word of God, is Lord 
and King of all. 
 
And the Word himself tells us how to stand forever with Him.  He tells us how to move 
forward out of the darkness into his light. He tells us how to magnify the Lord and give 
thanks in the midst of completely unexpected and life-changing circumstances.  Jesus 
says, abide in me.  Live in me.  Make your home in me.  Because I’ve made mine with 
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you and in you.  Reciprocate.  Abide in me:  endure in me, remain steadfast in me.  It is 
only in me and me in you that will survive and thrive.   
 
In much of modern Christianity, when we think about being Christians, we often think 
about begin good people, following the commandments, loving our neighbour.  This is 
good.  But we can do all of that without actually living with and in Jesus.  Jesus says to 
his disciples: locate yourselves in my life and in what I am doing.  Live in fellowship 
with me and my Father.  Receive the opening and transforming power of the Holy Spirit 
which will graft you to me.   And I will make that possible for you because I am coming 
to you, to live with you, to make my dwelling among you.  And then you will know the 
joy I share with my Father, which is yours too. 
 
If living with and in Jesus is something more than just being a good person, following the 
commandments, and loving my neighbour, then how do I do that?  How do I receive "the 
opening and transforming power of the Holy Spirit"?  How do I abide in the vine, and 
allow the living vine/word abide in me? 
 
Well, we do that by participating in a small group that is geared to growing in faith. We 
do that by spending time every day meditating on and studying scripture.  We do that by 
praying with one another and for one another.  We do that by reading about the spiritual 
disciplines by people like Theresa of Avila, John of the Cross, Theresa of Lisieux, 
Ignatias Loyola, and Henri Nouwen – and then putting them into practice.  We do that by 
praying for our neighbours.   
 
Waiting for Jesus isn’t idle waiting. Abiding in the Word isn’t passive abiding.  The 
abiding nature of the Word is living and active.   It is where the life of God resides.  And 
in that place of abiding is where the Word of God creates hope, love, shalom, and a joy 
that surpasses understanding. 
 
Come, Lord Jesus, Come. 
 


