
“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 name Him Jesus…For nothing 

will be impossible with God.’ And Mary said, ‘behold, the bondslave of the Lord; may it be done 
to me according to your word.’” Luke 1:30-31, 37-38 

“Now to Him Who is able to do far more abundantly beyond all that we ask or think, according to 
the power that works within us, to Him be the glory in the church and in Christ Jesus to all 

generations forever and ever. Amen.” Ephesians 3:20-21 
I can’t imagine being in Mary’s place. A young teenage girl, preparing to marry and this is dumped 
on her. I think if anyone, anywhere in all of Scripture had a right to question the Lord, it’d be her. But 
there are no questions and there doesn’t appear to be any pauses. The Lord spoke His desire to 
Mary through Gabriel and she responds with, “may it be done to me…” She didn’t stop to think about 
her circumstances, or to ask the Lord to pick someone else, or for Him to give her time to “pray 
about it.” Nope. Obedience was her very first response.   

In this there is much for me to learn, to soak in, to desire. How often do I feel the nudge of the Holy 
Spirit to say something, to pray for someone, to do something or go somewhere out of my comfort 
zone, or maybe give financially a little more than is normal and my response to Him is, “Lord let me 
pray about it.”  

I can be such a pansy. I know the voice of the Lord, I usually can discern the difference between my 
ideas and His, but still, I always wanna double check. My life really is all about me being comfortable 
and me not ruffling feathers, my own or anyone else’s. He told Mary she was about to be a young, 
unmarried, pregnant teen and she doesn’t question Him at all.  

The Lord has never asked anything like that of me and yet I’m so concerned about what other 
people think and how I’ll feel or look, that I question Him all the time. And it’s not that I think He can’t 
handle my questions or doubts, He can certainly handle them. But this realization about myself 
breaks my heart because it opens my eyes to the fact that I don’t fully trust Him. But I want to.  

I find it so like the Lord to lead me to this place when I’ve known for a little while He’s leading our 
family to something different, something out of our comfort zone, something only He can do. I don’t 
see all the answers or all the provision for it, but He’s already written them and provided. I have to 
be obedient to trust and wait as He reveals His plan in His time. Like Mary did.  

He is able to do far more abundantly than I can imagine or begin to ask. He is trustworthy.  

So today I’m asking Him to open my eyes a little more and recall to mind every way I’ve seen Him 
come through in the past: financial provisions, paving the way for us to go through Virginia to land us 
in Georgia, the health and wellbeing of my dare-devil, back-porch falling child, landing me in my job 
at just the right time as a sickly baby was getting better…I can go on and on. I want to trust Him 
more.  

I’m thankful today for the unwavering faith of a young girl. Her immediate obedience then challenges 
me today.  

May His presence truly be the greatest gift I receive this season. 


