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Love Song 
 
Let us pray… 
 
So I have an idea for a new reality show.  It’s kind of in the tradition of American Idol, 
The Voice, America’s Got Talent; a singing competition.  For judges, you know that 
Simon guy in the white t-shirt who looks so grumpy and insults people “for their own 
good”?  Yeah, he won’t be included.  For judges I thought we’d have regular people.  
Lots of kids, especially those in the foster care system.  And older people, especially 
elders in nursing homes who never get visitors.  Middle-aged people too, especially 
folks just out of prison. 
 
Because this wouldn’t be a contest about who is going to be a recording star or a hit 
musician.  Contestants wouldn’t be judged on style or range or musical perfection.   

 
I was trying to decide if we should have those magic buttons / golden buzzers / golden 
ticket things that automatically means somebody wins or something, and I think we 
should have all of those. 
 
Because this show would be to give people a chance to sing the song of their lives, the 
song about their lives, the song that makes their lives worth living, their song that makes 
the world a better place to be.  And every time they hit that note of authenticity, strike 
the chord of transformation, sing their deepest truth, the crowd will go wild and the 
judges – who will know they’ve found “a winner” when their own hearts are lifted – will 
unanimously cheer. 
 
So, probably the show won’t have very good ratings.  The American public likes 
manufactured drama, tension and competition in our TV shows.  So maybe TV isn’t the 
right vehicle for this.  But there are lots of other places this show could be a big hit, 
gatherings that are already practicing versions of this show:  AA meetings, therapist 
offices, book groups, kitchen tables.  And communities of faith.  All these places where 
people show up, reveal themselves to each other, share who they want to be in the 
world, and practice making it happen.   
 
So, okay, not all those places have actual singing.  Which is too bad.  Studies have 
shown that singing is at once energizing and calming, making it the cheapest, most 
accessible and natural tranquilizer in the world.  Singing lowers the stress chemicals in 
the body, improves health and well-being, and binds people together as their heart rates 
sync up.  And, studies show you don’t have to actually be a good singer to get these 
benefits. 
 
Now, for some of you, I’m preaching to the choir (literally).  Others of you don’t join in on 
congregational singing here, although I’m hoping you sing in the shower or the car.  But 
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that’s up to you; I’m not trying to pressure anyone.  I do, however, want to encourage all 
of us to sing.  But not just any song.  I want us find our song.  Maybe “find” isn’t the right 
word:  maybe I mean “choose” our song, or write it outright.  Or maybe it’s different for 
everyone.  But however we “get” the song that truly reflects who we are and what we 
want to bring to the world, may we sing it with our very being. 
 
Like Mary did.  Here she was, 14 years old.  Unmarried.  Unexpectedly pregnant.  She 
had a lot of songs to choose from, when she was hanging out with her cousin, 
Elizabeth.  There was the “woe is me” country song; with verses like “everybody is 
talking about me behind my back”, and the refrain “my life is over”.  Or the “forget you” 
heavy metal tune; when she rages against a society that judges a young woman for 
having sex while a young man is a stud.  Or she could have hidden in the corner 
murmuring an emo tune about how hopeless everything felt. 
 
But Mary didn’t sing any of those songs.  Instead, she proclaimed a sort of “power 
anthem’:  “I’m bursting with God-news; I’m dancing the song of my Savior God.  God 
took one good look at me, and look what happened – I’m the most fortunate woman on 
earth!”  That version is from “The Message”, and really helps me imagine Mary with one 
of those cool headset mikes, “owning” a stage with an angelic light show in the 
background. 
 
Mary’s song could have been about how her world had been turned upside-down, or 
about the challenges ahead.  But instead she was focused on and filled with the sense 
that God was working, powerfully, in her life. 
 
But Mary’s song isn’t just autobiography.  She knows that what’s happening in her life is 
part of something bigger.  And she sings about that, too:  “God is knocking the tyrants 
off their high horses, pulling victims out of the mud.  The starving poor sit down to a 
banquet; the callous rich are left out in the cold.” (The Message, adapted).  Mary’s song 
comes with a promise.  More than that, it’s a rallying cry, like a protest song that gets a 
crowd’s feet moving and stirs hearts for action.  This is the song Mary sings, the song 
she chooses, the song she and God are writing together.  A 14 year old unwed mother 
sang a radical song about God’s presence in her life and in the world.  2000 years later, 
we’re still listening to that song. 
 
Mary’s song is powerful, and it was great to sing a version of it in our second hymn this 
morning.  But it isn’t ours, isn’t mine or yours.  We have our own songs to sing.  Our 
own songs about the amazing work God is doing in our lives.  Or our own vision of the 
world we want to help create.  Or our own exposé of the injustice in the world.  We have 
our own songs to discover and learn and sing with our whole beings. 
 
For some of us the song won’t actually be sung; it will be danced, or painted, or written 
in poetry, or played on a flute.  It will be made out of wood, or yarn, or bread.  Your song 
might take shape on a spreadsheet, or a cookie sheet, or the sheet of a hospital bed.  
Some songs are sung at work, some at the dinner table, others on the street. 
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Like Mary, we probably have different “songs” to choose from:  songs about how we’ve 
been hurt or inadequate, songs about what makes us angry or afraid.  And sometimes 
those are exactly the songs we need to sing.  We need to get those feelings up and out.  
We need to have safe places to sing those songs, people who can hold the space while 
we sing, who will help us sing that song with all its truth, but also remind us that it isn’t 
the whole story.   
 
And there will probably be some experimentation as we find our songs.  We’ll start out a 
bit flat, try a verse that just doesn’t work, sing something that sounds great but just isn’t 
real, isn’t us.   
 
But when we find our song, the song that shapes and reflects our lives, singing it will be 
an act of pure joy.  Even if we’re singing with tears streaming down our faces. 
 
When I think about what it means to find that song and sing it, my friend Chris comes to 
mind, who was an actual MIT rocket scientist but left that world and now works for 
Communities for Restorative Justice.  And Qi, who volunteers to bring children who are 
burn victims from China to the US for treatment at Shriner’s Hospital.  And Lynn, whose 
husband left her after she told him she’d been abused by her brother.  And Lexi, who is 
spending all her free time combatting racism.  And Max, who turned down lucrative jobs 
after college to go work with kids in crisis.  And Christina, who gave up a very 
comfortable life when she left her emotionally abusive husband.  And Shayna, who 
preached at UCCB a few years ago, who just came home after contributing her 
emergency chaplaincy skills at Standing Rock. 
 
So many songs to sing.  So many songs showing love – for ourselves, for each other, 
for the world.  And they are all echoes of the first song, the song God sang, way back at 
the beginning, that simple song, “Let there be light.”  Since that moment, each whole 
and holy song we have sung with our lives has added to that light.  And so the light, like 
the song, continues to grow. 
 
Like Mary’s song grew.  Mary’s song literally grew within her and was born into the 
world, became a teacher and healer and trouble-maker who sang his own song, about 
loving God and each other and ourselves.  And the song that Jesus sang inspired his 
friends and followers to sing their own songs, songs about healing and feeding and 
creating community. 
 
Maybe you don’t feel like singing, today.  Maybe you don’t have any idea what to sing.  
That, my friends, is why we are here.  We will borrow each other’s songs:  that’s what a 
hymnal is for.  We’ll let other voices carry the tune, maybe just listen for a bit.  But know 
that God is working with you on that song, just like God collaborated with Mary, so that 
all that you are can be proclaimed to the world.  You have a song, and it is beautiful.  
Sing it.  Amen. 
 
 


