
It is Well, December 19, 2021, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Micah 5.2-5a; Psalm 80.1-7, 16-18; Luke 1.39-55 

Prayer 

As a parent in a home with small children, I know very well that there are only six more sleeps until 

Christmas. I don’t expect that’s news to anyone. We’re not quite there yet, as today is only the fourth 

Sunday of Advent, but we are getting very close. And I expect that your house is like mine: crazy. School 

is wrapped up, but gifts aren’t wrapped up yet; plans have been made and are now being revisited in the 

light of new travel restrictions and the increased threat of omicron; plans for time off have been altered 

as roads are closed (still) and large gatherings are discouraged. But it’s Christmas! Almost Christmas. 

That time to get together, to spend time with family and friends, and remember the year that was 2021 

as that too wraps up. Things are crazy at my house (and, I suspect, yours too). It’s like there was a 

tornado in there! 

…but there wasn’t. Not really. Life is chaotic and change is the new normal and quiet and peace is 

elusive…but at least there wasn’t a tornado in there. Because there were many tornadoes just recently 

in Kentucky. Nearly one hundred people were confirmed dead the last time I checked, with more 

anticipated. But the death toll doesn’t tell the whole story. The devastation is remarkable. Buildings are 

completely destroyed. Numerous people have been left homeless. And, in what may be the worst part 

of this, the community hardest hit by the tornadoes was a poor community to start with. Many of the 

people whose homes were destroyed not only have no way to repair their homes, but cannot afford a 

place to stay or even their next meal. 

This large-scale destruction would be hard at any time, but nearly two-years into this pandemic it’s hard 

to fathom. 

As I was reading stories about this, one story stuck out for me. It was the story of a man who had 

sheltered from the tornadoes in his basement with his family. I’m not sure how long they stayed down 

there or when or how they knew they could finally come upstairs, but when they did, there was not 

much house left. The family were all safe; they all survived the storm. But their house did not survive.  

The videos are striking: in many ways it looks just like a regular house. There is a kitchen with fridge, 

stove, and microwave; a dining table, a sofa…but the roof is missing. And most of the walls. The video is 

shot through where a major wall would have stood. And on top of the dining table are pieces of wood 

and refuse. But in one corner of what used to be the living room stands a baby grand piano. Apparently 

it was almost completely untouched. It even held its tune. 

The video shows this man, whose family home was destroyed while they hid safely underground, sitting 

peacefully playing a hymn on his piano in the wreckage that used to be his home. 

Last year, as I sent out my annual letter with the Vestry report, I commented on a popular meme that 

had been circulating that seemed appropriate: a cartoon of a dog sitting at a table drinking a cup of 

coffee while the room he was in was on fire. His speech bubble said, “this is fine.” My thoughts were 

that much of the Church (at large) were living in willful delusion, pretending that everything was okay 

while the world was burning down around them (us?). My call then was for us to wake up and 

acknowledge what was going on all around us. To take action. To get safe. To avoid being burned. 



There are a lot of similarities between these two images. But the cartoon dog sipping coffee while his 

house is on fire is deluded. Neglectful, even. The man playing piano in the wreckage of a storm conveys 

an entirely different idea: peace. His eyes are not closed to the destruction he finds himself in. He is not 

pretending that everything is okay. He knows things are not okay. They are very much not okay. And yet, 

in that moment, he was able to find peace. Peace that comes not from burying one’s head in the sand, 

but peace that comes from a place of faith. Of trust. Of assurance.  

Micah was a prophet in a difficult time in Jerusalem’s history. Yes, he predicted that Bethlehem would 

be the birthplace of the Messiah, and that a new time of peace would come for God’s people. Taken on 

its own, that is a lovely message. But for the people of Jerusalem, living in the midst of their own 

tornado as Jerusalem was slowly succumbing to the invading forces and they watched as people fled in 

fear and their king was humiliated…this message of hope seemed misplaced. “Tone deaf” we might say 

today. This was not the time to be spreading messages of hope. Of a future deliverance. Things were 

getting worse, not better! 

In our gospel reading, we see Micah’s prophecy fulfilled. Jesus, born in Bethlehem, was to be a ruler 

over God’s people like no other ruler before. He would right the wrongs. He would feed his flock in the 

strength of the Lord. He would be the answer to the prayers of the people. 

We know Mary’s song. We’ve heard it before, many times. We’ve probably even heard many different 

musical interpretations of her song. She sings in joy that she is carrying the fulfilment of the promise of 

the Lord. And her relative Elizabeth affirms this—her own child, in her womb, leaps within her as it hears 

the voice of the theotokos, the God-bearer, this mother-of-God, full of grace.  

…but why does Mary sing her song about all that God has already accomplished?  

Jesus hasn’t even been born yet, and she is already detailing the victories of God: he has shown strength 

with his arm; he has scattered the proud; he has brought down the powerful from their thrones; he has 

lifted up the lowly; he has filled the hungry with good things; he has sent the rich away empty. And 

more. He has done all those things. And Jesus is still unborn.  

And no, this isn’t just some peculiarity of translation. Mary really is singing, according to the gospel 

attributed to Luke, about these great acts that God has already done. As though the promises have been 

fulfilled. As though the troubles of the past are no more. 

But Mary is still living in a tornado! She hasn’t even made the trek yet to a distant land with a fiancé 

who’s not sure if he still wants to marry her. She hasn’t tried to give birth around farm animals far away 

from her family who might not even realize that she’s pregnant. She hasn’t had to fear for the life of this 

newborn child as a jealous ruler murders numerous infants in search for him. And she hasn’t had to 

endure watching the child she nursed be condemned, tortured and killed. And yet she rejoices! She calls 

God her “saviour” and praises his mercy.  

…it’s almost like she doesn’t see the fire all around her. It’s like she’s ignoring the chaos still to come. 

Turning a blind eye to the hardships both she and her son will endure. Checking off the boxes of all of 

God’s promises as though they have all been completed while she sits calmly sipping her coffee. “This is 

fine,” she tells herself. 

…or is that not the right image at all?  



Is Mary aware of the destruction around her? Does she know all that has passed and all that will come; 

does she know about the sword that will pierce her own soul too, and yet, she has found peace in the 

promises of the Lord? She has seen their fulfilment and is basking in joy despite the rest of the 

fulfillment still to come? 

Perhaps Mary is sitting at the piano, playing hymns of praise to God, fully aware that her house is gone. 

That her comfort has been taken away, and that many more days/years of hardship remain.  

As I was preparing this message, I wanted to double-check my sources. I went back to the website where 

I had first seen the man playing his piano—only it was no longer a “Top News Story”. I had to search for 

it. And do you know what I found while I was trying to find the story of the man whose home had been 

destroyed save a piano? I found that this was not the only story like it. There was another story, from a 

year and a half earlier, about a church that had been destroyed in a different state. But, in that story too, 

despite the almost total destruction of the building, the baby grand piano remained largely intact, and, 

in this case, still largely in tune despite having sat out in the rain for several days. In that story, as a 

woman was driving by this wreckage of the church she saw the piano and felt that she had to play it. 

That it still had music to give. So she climbed over some of the rubble and sat down to play a most 

appropriate hymn: “It is Well with My Soul”.  

My friends, this world is a scary place sometimes. Things are changing and the hope and assurances we 

thought we could count on are proving elusive. This holiday was meant to be a chance for peace, hope, 

joy and love and instead we are finding it filled with stress, anxiety, uncertainty, and fear. We may feel 

like the only way to restore our peace is to close our eyes and shut out the chaos around us—to pretend 

that it isn’t there.  

We are not the first to face hardships. We are not the first to struggle. Time and time again there have 

been challenges—tornadoes. And time and time again we have been rescued by a God who cares. A God 

who hears our cries. A God who answers our prayers.  

It will not do to pretend that everything is fine. But it is not delusion to seek and find peace in the 

promises of God. To celebrate the things that God has already accomplished, and eagerly await the good 

things that are to come. Even though we might be sitting in the midst of crumbled dreams and shattered 

expectations, we are no fools who can find our comfort in our God. 

“Tho Satan should buffet, tho trials should come, Let this blest assurance control, That Christ hath 

regarded my helpless estate and hath shed His own blood for my soul. 

“When peace like a river, attendeth my way, When sorrows like sea billows roll—whatever my lot, Thou 

has taught me to say, It is well, it is well with my soul.” 


