
Mary: God’s Will and My Identity 

“Behold, I am the servant of the Lord;  

let it be to me according to your word.” Luke 1:38 

Spoken Opening Hymn – In the Cross of Christ I Glory 

In the cross of Christ I glory, towering over the wrecks of time; 

All the light of sacred story gathers round its head sublime. 

When the woes of life overtake me, hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

Never shall the cross forsake me. Lo, it glows with peace and joy. 

 

When the sun of bliss is beaming light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance streaming adds more luster to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, by the cross are sanctified; 

Peace is there that knows no measure, joys that through all time abide. 

Invocation and Opening Litany  

P In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. 

C Amen. 

P When the time was fully come, 

C God sent forth his Son, born of a woman. 

P We thank our heavenly Father for our Lord’s humanity. 

C We thank our heavenly Father for the human family of which Jesus was a part. 

P Like Mary, mother of our Lord, 

C may we, the servants of the Lord in this time and place, also be humble, gentle and firm 

in faith. 

P May our spirits so rejoice in our God, 

C that our souls, too, magnify the Lord. 

P When events and circumstances seem to be overwhelming and beyond our control or under-

standing, 

C may our prayers also include this petition: “Lord, let it be to me according to your word. 

Amen.” 

 

 



Prayer of the Day  

 Make my faith a little more like Mary’s, Lord: I want to be ready to do your will. I want 

to see my life through the lens of your eternal Kingdom. I want to trust your promise so 

much that I am willing to risk shame and uncertainty because I know you are with me. 

Give me the courage to pray:  I am your servant, Lord; let it be to me according to your 

Word. Amen. 

Children’s Message  (Needed: a name tag) 

 Tonight we’re going to talk to you about your identity. That is just a fancy word that means 

“who you are.” (Hold up name tag.) What is this? (Allow the children to respond.) That’s 

right. It is a name tag. You put your name on it to tell people who you are. But you are more 

than just your name. There are other ways of saying who you are. In your family, you are a 

son or a daughter or maybe a brother or a sister. To your grandparents you are a grandchild. To 

your aunts and uncles you are a niece or a nephew. If you go to school, you are a student. 

Today we are learning about Mary. An angel came to tell her who she would become: the 

mother of our Savior, Jesus. And Mary responded by saying who she was already: the servant 

of the Lord.  

This Lent we learn about who Jesus is, too. He is the Son of God, our Lord, and our Savior 

from sin, death and the devil. He came to be our Servant and died on the cross for us and then 

what did he do? He rose again on Easter morning, so that we might have a new identity.  

For before Christ came, we were sinners only. But now we are forgiven sinners and we are 

saints awaiting our arrival in heaven one day because of Christ. Trusting in his death and res-

urrection, we now are called his followers, his disciples and his brothers and sisters in the 

faith. Because of Christ, we have the name Christian and nothing will take that away from us. 

Let us pray: 

Dear Jesus, thank you for making us your own and making us a part of your family of faith 

through your death and resurrection. Help us to live out who we are by your grace as we love 

and care for those around us the way you loved and cared for us. May those around us come 

to know that we are Christians by our love. Amen. 

First Reading, Luke 1:26-38 

 In the sixth month the angel Gabriel was sent from God to a city of Galilee named Nazareth, 

to a virgin betrothed to a man whose name was Joseph, of the house of David. And the virgin's 

name was Mary. And he came to her and said, “Greetings, O favored one, the Lord is with 

you!” But she was greatly troubled at the saying, and tried to discern what sort of greeting this 



might be. And the angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with 

God. And behold, you will conceive in your womb and bear a son, and you shall call his name 

Jesus. He will be great and will be called the Son of the Most High. And the Lord God will 

give to him the throne of his father David, and he will reign over the house of Jacob forever, 

and of his kingdom there will be no end.” And Mary said to the angel, “How will this be, 

since I am a virgin?” And the angel answered her, “The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and 

the power of the Most High will overshadow you; therefore the child to be born will be called 

holy—the Son of God. And behold, your relative Elizabeth in her old age has also conceived a 

son, and this is the sixth month with her who was called barren. For nothing will be impossi-

ble with God.” And Mary said, “Behold, I am the servant of the Lord; let it be to me according 

to your word.” And the angel departed from her. 

Second Reading, Luke 2:22-35 

 And when the time came for their purification according to the Law of Moses, they brought 

him up to Jerusalem to present him to the Lord (as it is written in the Law of the Lord, “Every 

male who first opens the womb shall be called holy to the Lord”) and to offer a sacrifice ac-

cording to what is said in the Law of the Lord, “a pair of turtledoves, or two young pigeons.” 

Now there was a man in Jerusalem, whose name was Simeon, and this man was righteous and 

devout, waiting for the consolation of Israel, and the Holy Spirit was upon him. And it had 

been revealed to him by the Holy Spirit that he would not see death before he had seen the 

Lord's Christ. And he came in the Spirit into the temple, and when the parents brought in the 

child Jesus, to do for him according to the custom of the Law, he took him up in his arms and 

blessed God and said, “Lord, now you are letting your servant depart in peace, according to 

your word; for my eyes have seen your salvation that you have prepared in the presence of all 

peoples, a light for revelation to the Gentiles, and for glory to your people Israel.” And his fa-

ther and his mother marveled at what was said about him. And Simeon blessed them and said 

to Mary his mother, “Behold, this child is appointed for the fall and rising of many in Israel, 

and for a sign that is opposed (and a sword will pierce through your own soul also), so that 

thoughts from many hearts may be revealed.” 

Third Reading, Luke 1:41-52 

 Now his parents went to Jerusalem every year at the Feast of the Passover. And when he was 

twelve years old, they went up according to custom. And when the feast was ended, as they 

were returning, the boy Jesus stayed behind in Jerusalem. His parents did not know it, but 

supposing him to be in the group they went a day's journey, but then they began to search for 

him among their relatives and acquaintances, and when they did not find him, they returned to 

Jerusalem, searching for him. After three days they found him in the temple, sitting among the 

teachers, listening to them and asking them questions. And all who heard him were amazed at 

his understanding and his answers. And when his parents saw him, they were astonished. And 



his mother said to him, “Son, why have you treated us so? Behold, your father and I have 

been searching for you in great distress.” And he said to them, “Why were you looking for 

me? Did you not know that I must be in my Father's house?” And they did not understand the 

saying that he spoke to them. And he went down with them and came to Nazareth and was 

submissive to them. And his mother treasured up all these things in her heart. And Jesus in-

creased in wisdom and in stature and in favor with God and man. 

Fourth Reading, John 2:1-5 

 On the third day there was a wedding at Cana in Galilee, and the mother of Jesus was there. 

Jesus also was invited to the wedding with his disciples. When the wine ran out, the mother of 

Jesus said to him, “They have no wine.” And Jesus said to her, “Woman, what does this have 

to do with me? My hour has not yet come.” His mother said to the servants, “Do whatever he 

tells you.” 

Fifth Reading, Mark 3:31-35 

 And his mother and his brothers came, and standing outside they sent to him and called him. 

And a crowd was sitting around him, and they said to him, “Your mother and your brothers 

are outside, seeking you.” And he answered them, “Who are my mother and my brothers?” 

And looking about at those who sat around him, he said, “Here are my mother and my broth-

ers! For whoever does the will of God, he is my brother and sister and mother.” 

Sixth Reading, John 19:25-27 

 But standing by the cross of Jesus were his mother and his mother's sister, Mary the wife of 

Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother and the disciple whom he loved 

standing nearby, he said to his mother, “Woman, behold, your son!” Then he said to the disci-

ple, “Behold, your mother!” And from that hour the disciple took her to his own home. 

 Message  

Mary is a strong woman with strong faith. She looks slightly disheveled and has been crying. Her 

engaging and friendly affect is a thin veneer over deep struggle. But the repeated phrase, “It gets 

harder to pray, not easier,” should not be played as a sign of weakness: she does pray and is go-

ing to pray this prayer whatever the cost, and that conviction shows both determination and 

strength.  Tonight let us hear from Mary, the mother of Jesus…..  

 It gets harder to pray, not easier … The waiting is the worst, and talking helps, at least a little. 

Though I’m not sure what there is left to say … 

“Lord, let it be to me according to your word. Amen.” It feels like I’ve been praying that 



prayer most of my life. It should be getting easier, shouldn’t it?  

I know you’ve heard the story, and believe what you will, but I swear it was an actual angel; 

he even had a name. Gabriel said … he said the power of the Most High… it was the Spirit of 

God … 

Poor Joseph! Dear Joseph! We could laugh about it years later, but at the time, my dear hus-

band … I thought it was the hardest thing I would ever be asked to do—to face family and 

friends who just wouldn’t understand. But it was such an honor, to be chosen, to be an instru-

ment, to be the mother of God’s own Son… 

And so I answered, “I am the servant of the Lord; let it be to me according to your word.” 

Over the years, that became my prayer. I grew into understanding more and more. After the 

prophet at the Temple—I’ve told you about Simeon, right? He confirmed the promise made 

by Gabriel, but he also looked me straight in the eye, as he held my darling boy. 

“A sword shall pierce your heart, too,” Simeon said. Oh, he spoke hope and promise and glo-

ry, all right; but it all came through suffering. 

When our family had to run and hide out among the faithful in Egypt; when we were told to 

go back home, just as Joseph was starting to get more business down there; when my son the 

carpenter went out into the wilderness for forty days and came back changed—time and time 

again I had to pray, “Lord, let it be to me according to your word. You made a promise. I don’t 

understand right now, but you are in control. I am the servant of the Lord. My life is yours. 

Let it be to me as you have said.” 

I remember when we lost him… in the crowd… we all went up for the festival. Same trip 

each year. Family and friends were around. All the kids would play and chase each other. No 

need to worry. Until we couldn’t remember the last time we saw him. Joseph thought I had 

him, I thought Joseph had him. We both lost him… we lost my boy.  

And then we ran… oh, we ran. Our fear chased us all the way back to Jerusalem. We retraced 

our steps, but he wasn’t at any of the usual places. So we checked places he wasn’t allowed to 

go: the pool of Bethesda, where the sick and diseased gathered, and the Antonia Fortress, 

where occupation troops were quartered.  

Of course he should know better than to hang out there. I mean, it’s dangerous to touch a leper 

or get on the bad side of a Roman soldier! But we had to look! We couldn’t find him any-

where! We even searched for him among the graves… 

When we had no place left to look, we went to Temple, to pray. We asked God to lead us, to 

give us another Simeon or Gabriel, someone to show us the way …  



The old, familiar words were on my lips again. But it was harder than ever to pray. Because I 

knew my own will: I wanted my son back, safe and sound! Still, I prayed  “Let it be to me ac-

cording to your word …” 

We ended up finding him there, at the temple, did you know that? Not far from where Simeon 

stood years before, we found him teaching and asking questions and leaving everyone 

amazed, just like always. He even wondered why we were scared… “Didn’t you know?” he 

said… yes, I should have known… 

Oh, I should have known! I didn’t understand him at Cana, but it didn’t matter; the servants 

did as he asked, and the wine flowed.  

But it didn’t get easier after that. If anything, it got more difficult to understand. 

I remember, once, early on, I went to put my foot down. He had been saying some pretty un-

believable things. And rumors of miracles had gotten the whole neighborhood in an uproar. 

Joseph had been gone about 12 years by then, so the rest of us went to bring Jesus home and 

talk some sense into him. I knew he was supposed to do something special, but it wasn’t sup-

posed to look like this. 

Do you know what he said? We stood outside some ridiculous house packed with peasants 

who were whispering the word Messiah, and he just sat there teaching. 

Messiah is a dangerous word. It can get you in trouble. And my boy had important things to 

do for God, so I passed the word through the throng—I couldn’t push my way inside—and af-

ter a couple of minutes we sensed the shock wave ripple through the crowd. Someone laughed 

inappropriately. And we were told that Jesus claimed a different family: anyone who hears the 

Word of God and lives it out, they were supposed to be his mother and father and brothers. 

I tell you! I never! After all I had given up for him! After all we had suffered to save his life 

and give him a future! I was spitting mad all the way home! 

But then I went to pray that night, like always. And I had to say again, “Let it be to me accord-

ing to your word …” 

If belonging to his family means hearing God’s Word and living it out, haven’t I been trying to 

do that all along? Why stop now? 

I thought a sword had pierced my soul that day. I had to let go of my claim on his future so he 

could do what the angel Gabriel promised... He is such a good boy … my son … such a good 

man … He is doing what his Father sent him to do. But how can he fulfill his mission now?! 

How can he be God’s Anointed if he is in jail? How can God’s special Son be on trial for 

blasphemy? It makes no sense! And what if they convict him? They won’t stone him, will 



they? What if they stone him?! What possible sense would the promises make if it all ends 

here? Why would God go through all the trouble of rescuing him again and again just to let 

him die now? What kind of stupid plan is that?! 

I’m sorry. I know … It’s just … I told you it gets harder to pray, not easier. After all these 

years, it feels like I understand it even less than I did when Gabriel first showed up. 

I could wish for a clear word from God’s messenger again. 

(quietly praying) Behold, I am the servant of the Lord; let it be to me according to your word. 

Amen 

Spoken Hymn of the Evening: Oh Love, How Deep 

O love, how deep, how broad, how high, it fills the heart with ecstasy, 

that God, the Son of God, should take our mortal form for mortals' sake! 

For us to wicked men betrayed, scourged, mocked, in purple robe arrayed, 

he bore the shameful cross and death, for us at length gave up his breath. 

For us he rose from death again; for us he went on high to reign; 

for us he sent his Spirit here, to guide, to strengthen and to cheer. 

To whom whose boundless love has won salvation for us through his Son, 

to God the Father, glory be both now and through eternity. 

Prayers  (O, Word made flesh, let us live to serve you, Lord.) 

 Like Mary before us, we are humbled that you have chosen us to be a part of your family. 

Help us to be grateful to you and to honor you in all we do in thanksgiving for everything you 

called us to be through your power and strength. O Word made flesh, let us live to serve you, 

Lord. 

 When tasks are daunting and we may not know if we can live up to the name Christian, help 

us to remember that you have made us who we are for a reason, and your purpose will come 

to pass through your divine will. May we never lose sight of your vision for our lives, and 

may we always trust that you will give us the abilities we need to carry out your plans. O 

Word made flesh, let us live to serve you, Lord. 

 Thank you, Lord, for our mothers and fathers, and all those who cared for us in childhood and 

beyond. May we never forget the sacrifices they made for us and the insight they shared to 

help us to live more fully to our potential. Help mothers and fathers caring for children in our 

midst today turn to you for wisdom and guidance in living out their vocations as parents. O 

Word made flesh, let us live to serve you, Lord. 



 Bless those who, like Mary at the foot of the foot of the cross, mourn the loss of a loved one. 

Give them hope and confidence in your promise that all who die in the Lord are raised to life 

anew with you in heaven by your cross and empty tomb. Surround them, too, with family and 

friends to care for them in this time of sorrow, as John did for Mary. O Word made flesh, let 

us live to serve you, Lord. 

 Care for, we pray, those in our family of faith who are sick and hurting in hospitals and at 

home with ailments of body, mind and spirit, especially Marlis and Margie, Terry and Sonja, 

Jeff and Kirk, Arlis and Evonne and all those that we now name in our own hearts...... Grant 

to them peace and comfort and recovery of energy, according to your will, and raise them up 

to continue the work you have created them to do for the expansion of your kingdom. O Word 

made flesh, let us live to serve you, Lord. 

 All these petitions we offer in the name of our Savior Jesus Christ, who did the will of God 

and lives and reigns with the Father and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever. Amen. 

Lord’s Prayer 

Our father who art in heaven hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on 

earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we 

forgive those who trespass against us. Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil for 

thine is the kingdom and the power and the glory forever and ever. Amen 

Blessing  

 May the Lord Jesus Christ, who once came into our world as a human child in answer to 

God’s faithful promise, be with you now as we depart this place. May the grace of our Lord 

Jesus Christ, and the love of God our Father, and the + peace of the Holy Spirit, be with you 

and strengthen you as you walk with him. Amen. 

Spoken Closing Hymn – Were You There? 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 

Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 

Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree? 

Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble 

Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree? 

Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb? 

Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble 

Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb? 
 
Sunday Service – March 14th at 9am – Kirkebo in-person and streaming - Council Meeting after service.  
Wednesday Service – March 17th at 7pm – Nora in-person and streaming 
 
 
 
An Adaptation of Thy Will Be Done by Justin Rossow. © 2018 Creative Communications for the Parish, a division of Bayard, Inc., 1564 Fencorp 
Dr., Fenton, MO 63026. 800-325-9414. www.creativecommunications.com.  


