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Allen Pruitt

Only five more days!

If Ila had been up before I came over here this morning,
that’s what she would have told me.

Only five more days till Christmas!!!

The same thing she’s been telling me every day,
since December the 2nd,

when she told me that there were 23 more days.
She patiently counted on the calendar

from 2 all the way to 25.
There were 23 days to go,
and now only 5!

Ila is excited;
I am relieved.

I have one more sermon to write,
a few more gifts to wrap.

Mr. Bailey back there on the organ,
I’m not sure how he feels about the whole thing.

Ila may have started counting back on December 2,
but the choir started practicing back in August.

Maybe you guys are relieved like me,
or maybe you wish you had just a little more time.
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There’s five more days,
and then it’ll be all over.

For those of us who celebrate in church,
we get a little extended time,

from one night,
into the next day.

We celebrate with the wonderful pageant
and then the most glorious service of the year

on Christmas Eve.

Depending on your family traditions around opening presents,
you will probably go to sleep,

wake up
and have some excitement on the 25th.

But even with all that,
the anticipation can seem a little lost.

The work of Christmas is getting bigger and bigger,
along with the expense and the pressure.

The enjoyment of Christmas seems fleeting,
with all of this work,
and it all rides on this one day.

And then the presents are opened,
and the trees come down,
and suddenly it’s January.
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It seems like such a short time
to actually enjoy something,
to actually experience something

that we’ve been working towards for so long.

One night,
the next morning,
and then it’s done.

After all,
if it rains on Thursday night,

there will be fewer people
to see the pageant our children have been practicing;

there will be fewer people
to hear the music prepared by our choir.

All that work,
and a little rain at the wrong time

could put a damper on it all.

It just doesn’t seem quite right.
But we’ve still got a few days to make it right.

A few days before the baby is lying in the manger;
a few days before presents

and happy faces
and forced smiles
and pretending you like everything you got.

Because really,
it’s nice that somebody wanted to buy us something in the first place,

even if you find yourself waiting in the return line
a few days later.

A few more days to anticipate,
a few more days to remember

that we are waiting on something big.
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It’s a little funny
that I’m up here trying to settle us into those few more days,

when our gospel reading this morning
says that Mary went with haste to the Judean hill town.

We don’t know what town it is,
but we know she went up there quick.

She had some news
and she needed to shout it out.

I don’t know if she ever got the chance,
because as soon as Mary said hello,

Elizabeth felt her own baby do a somersault,
and she said the most incredible thing:

“blessed are you among women,
and blessed is the baby you hold,
not yet even in your arms.

And I am blessed
because you came to me;

how does it happen
that the mother of my Lord comes to me?

And yet here you stand,
blessed, and a blessing.”
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But Mary wasn’t through with her blessings;
she counted them off,

for God,
for Elizabeth,
for the life growing within her,
for the whole wide world of every kind of people.

“My soul magnifies the Lord,
and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior,

for he has looked with favor on the lowliness of his servant
…the Mighty One has done great things for me,

and holy is his name.
…He has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts.
He has brought down the powerful from their thrones,

and lifted up the lowly;
…filled the hungry with good things

and sent the rich away empty
…in remembrance of mercy.”

Every sort and kind of people.
Proud,
powerful,
lowly,
hungry,
rich.

All dealt with according to mercy of the Lord.
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The baby isn’t even born yet,
and it’s already done with,
all of it.

It’s happened,
it’s accomplished,

now we are just working out the details.

Now we just hasten from one thing to the next,
from one moment to the next,
from feeling proud and scattered,

to knowing
that though we are lowly,

the Lord has lifted us up.

And in just a few days,
all of that

will be lying in a manger.

Before parables about prodigal love,
before turning over tables in the temple

and anger at easy sacrifice,
before turning the other cheek

and healing the man who came to arrest him,
before naming truth to power,
before agony,
and before the empty tomb.

A blessing already accomplished.
A blessing,

who blesses all.

And all of that happens,
in just a few more days.
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A blessing, who blesses all,
in remembrance of mercy.

A few more days to wait.

But even as we wait,
it has all been accomplished.

Even as we wait upon the Lord,
mercy has been remembered.

Even as the Lord waits on us,
to open our arms,
to open as wide as he has always been opened.

Even as the Lord waits on us
to remember

that stranger and victim come first into the kingdom,
to remember

that all are blessed,
who seek refuge in the Lord.

A few more days to wait,
on a baby who is precious
and a savior who is not.

We are waiting;
God is blessing,

in remembrance of mercy.


