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Decisions, decisions, decisions. 

Offers made; offers rejected. Offers made offers accepted. 

Decisions, decisions. Decisions that change a life, or don’t;  

decisions that change the world, or don’t.  

As a kid I went to a one room school.  Actually, I went to four one room schools. 

Consolidated school district number 89 consisted of four one room schools, each 

of which had one teacher and two classes. There was no kindergarten, no middle 

school and no junior high. After 8 grades we went straight to high school.  For 

reasons I won’t get into here, I started first grade at age 5.  That meant that, when 

my 14 classmates and I graduated, I was only 12 years old.  Though I was by far 

the youngest one in my class I wasn’t hindered much because I was a big kid.   

Moving on to Wildcat High I became part of a freshman class of about 250 

students.  Like most schools we had required courses and electives.  Everyone had 

to take English and math, but in math one could choose business math or algebra.  

You had to take gym, but that was a novelty for me because one room schools do 

not have gyms. You had to take a foreign language too and, at our school, that 

could be Spanish, French, or Latin.  For some reason I elected Latin – big mistake!  

While I enjoyed and did well in my other classes, I just could not get my head 

around Latin.  It may have been my immaturity, the teaching style of Miss Cox or 

the fact that she bore a striking resemblance to the Wicked Witch of the West on 

the Wizard of Oz, but I was flunking the course. 

I had a cousin whose name was Shirley.  She was the daughter of my father’s 

oldest brother.  Lee, as she preferred to be called, never knew her mother 

because she had died in childbirth. I really did not know Lee that well and had 

only met her on a couple occasions; she was nearly a generation older than me 

and, while I lived in an unincorporated community in northern Illinois, she lived in 

New York City.  She was unmarried and, something of a rarity in that day, a 

physician; actually a specialist and a rather prominent one at that. 

In November of my freshman year of high school my dad suffered a massive 

coronary and died.  After the funeral friends and relatives gathered at our house 



as a sort of after-the-fact wake, to express condolences and share reminiscences.  

My cousin Lee was there, and she pulled me aside and made a offer: “Would you 

be interested in going into medicine?  If you would, I’d be happy to pay your way 

through college and medical school”.  It was sudden and totally unexpected on 

my part.  The one thing that flooded into my mind was - Latin – doctors have to 

know Latin. I told my cousin thanks but no thanks.  That was the last conversation 

I ever had with her. 

An offer made – an offer rejected.  I’ve often wondered what would have 

happened, to me and to Lee, if I had answered differently.  She died a couple 

years later, a suicide. 

In today’s gospel, the familiar annunciation story, Mary is confronted with a 

decision.  The angel Gabriel appears and makes an offer.  Incidentally, when an 

angel makes an appearance they don’t come floating in like a falling leaf as many 

artists have depicted.  They don’t even knock.  They are just suddenly there where 

they hadn’t been a second ago.  When Gabriel appeared to Zechariah in the 

temple, the old guy nearly had a heart attack.  When an Angel appears, they’re 

scary; they're huge, they're really big and the very first thing they say is ‘fear not’, 

right? 

And he came to her and said, “Greetings, favored one! The Lord is with you.” But 

she was much perplexed by his words and pondered what sort of greeting this 

might be (possibly the greatest understatement in the entire Bible).  

The angel proceeds to explain what will happen if she accepts the offer.  She 

responds, “How can this be since I am a virgin?”  It’s not a question of doubt; she 

is just curious about the mechanics of it.   

In Matthew, in the other nativity narrative, he is more explicit.   In chapter one, 

verse 22 he says all this took place to fulfill what the Lord had said through the 

Prophet Isaiah: the Virgin will be with child and give birth to a son and they will 

call him Immanuel which means God with us. So clearly those living in New 

Testament times saw that prophesy of Isaiah as being fulfilled when Jerusalem is 

miraculously saved, but there was a greater saving yet to come which they 

recognize and identify with Mary and Jesus.  I have to think that every little girl 

growing up at that time must have wondered “will I be the mother of the one the 

one who will come?” - and now she gets this message.   



Mary is aware of the prophesy and blown away by the scenario but is a little 

confused.  How is it going to work because I'm a Virgin and I intend to be a Virgin 

till I marry Joseph who will be my husband and will have a wonderful life and so 

on.  So I'm not quite willing to give that up - so how will this be? What will be the 

mechanics of this?   

Gabriel replies ““The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most 

High will overshadow you.”  It’s not clear if this actually answers Mary’s question 

but apparently she is not going to press the issue any more.   

At this point in the narrative there should be a pause.  I’m tempted to say a 

pregnant pause.  Saint Bernard of Clairvaux, the Cistercian monk of the Middle 

Ages wrote a series of sermons for Advent and in one of those sermons he 

focuses on the pause between verses 37 & 38 and he said when Gabriel made his 

announcement that all the Angels of heaven drew a collective gasp and waited for 

her response because the pause between 37 and 38 up there the Salvation of the 

entire human family hinges on the pause because Mary had every right and every 

freedom to say yes or no. Notice there's no coercion there's no anything. She can 

choose to say yes or no. If she says yes, the plan to Salvation continues and if she 

says no, cancel Christmas it's not gonna happen. So everything hinges upon her 

response and – finally - she says that she had to think about this a lot. Because 

what happens if she says yes, or potentially what will happen. Well, she's going to 

be pregnant; she's not married; she's engaged to Joseph and Deuteronomy 

22:23&24 tells us that if a man sleeps with a Virgin engaged to be married to 

another man, then she is be taken to the town gate and stoned to death. That’s 

Mosaic law so she knows this. Every girl knows this. That's why every young 

woman was Virgin. You know because there's a big penalty for not being one, and 

she knows this. If she says yes, she is going to be pregnant before she's married 

and she runs a very real risk of being stoned to death, a painful and bloody way to 

go. She thinks it over and she says “I am the Lord’s servant; may it be to me as 

you have said……. Bernard of Clairvaux said with that, the entire angelic host went 

pfffeew! 

Mary is the first person to say yes to Christ. In that sense she is the prototype for 

a person of faith.  She is the very first one to trust God and say yes to Christ, 

which is what we're all called to do.  So whatever denominational position we 



may take, Mary should certainly be elevated to a position of the prototype of a 

person of faith, one who at great risk to herself says yes to Christ. She is certainly 

a person of faith; but I think she's more a person of courage to take that step in 

responding yes to Christ. 

An offer made – an offer accepted.  In this case a decision that changed the world. 


