was so filled with joy that I sang.  I burst out in a song of praise to the Lord who had remembered me, Elizabeth, my people, and, yes, all of you, too: “Praise to the Lord, because He has come and has redeemed His people. He has raised up a horn of salvation for us…as He said through His holy prophets of long ago, salvation from our enemies and from the hand of all who hate us – to show mercy to us and to remember…the oath He swore to our father Abraham, to rescue us from our enemies, and to enable us to serve Him without fear in holiness and righteousness all our days.”


I sang like I never sang before.  I couldn’t help it.  The dawn of a fresh new day, a brand new year of grace had broken over us, an eternal year of God’s grace and goodness.  His light was shining upon us.  And even though at times we are filled with doubts and misgivings and the bitterness of life that affects us in the years past, when we cling to God in faith trusting His gracious promises, and then get to see His saving hand at work, we just have to sing.  I did.  I sang and sang for joy.  Praising God for His unforgettable goodness towards us is one of the greatest ways we serve Him.


You know, you have an even greater reason to sing His praise, even in the midst of the troubles you have experienced these past years.  You have seen all of these things that were promised me take place. I heard of the Savior’s birth because the little Lord Jesus was born just 6 months after my son John was born.  I heard about some things from His early life. But I was an old man when these things took place.  I wasn’t around to watch my son grow up and get people ready for the Savior.  I didn’t stand at the foot of His cross, nor marvel at the wonder of an empty tomb.  I didn’t see God’s people spread throughout the world, sharing His redeeming love with others. But you have seen and experienced all these things.  I pray that they make your joy unbounded so that you sing even more than I did during the years that lie ahead of you.  
Praise God!  He has not forgotten us!  He remembers us in our need and rescues us.  It’s what my name means.  God grant you the joys of these truths in the year that lies ahead, for Jesus’ sake.  Amen.

Second Sunday after Christmas                                January 2, 2022
Text:  Luke 1:68-79       CW-ILCW Series C                       22:2295
Theme:  Praise God!  He’s Not Forgotten Us!
I. The Savior comes to rescue us.

I saw an angel and could hardly believe my eyes.  And when I heard the angel’s message, I didn’t believe my ears.  “That’s impossible!” I said. “Quite impossible!”


I was an old man when this strange thing happened to me.  As a priest to God’s people of Israel, I was serving in the temple in Jerusalem.  That was a glorious opportunity for me.  God provided the nation with many priests, all from the tribe of Levi, and all were descended from Aaron’s family.   There were so many that we only served in the temple twice a year, a week each time. While there we lived in the priests’ quarters on the temple grounds.  But the other weeks of the year, we were free to go home.

My wife Elizabeth and I lived in a small house in the hill country of Judea, to the northwest of Jerusalem.  She also was from the tribe of Levi and, like me, held a deep longing in her heart for the Savior whom God had promised us. We prayed for His coming, hoped for it, and clung to God’s promise. There were many others who laughed at such hope. It had been over 400 years since God last spoke through His prophets to us. They were silent years. Some of our people, perhaps like some of yours in your day, even said that God was dead. We don’t listen to such foolish talk.  It’s wicked. We continue to hope, pray, and trust in God for all things, even though the silent heavens seemed to mock at our belief.

Elizabeth and I also shared a common sorrow. We had no children.  It was a heartbreak for us because our society considered children as precious in our day.  How many anguished prayers we had sent to God above! Year after year we prayed and hoped and prayed again. After a long while we realized that God was not going to give us what we desired so much.  God does not always answer prayers the way we think He should.  But He always has good reasons in mind, not to harm us but to help and strengthen us in faith. Now we were too old to have a child. So, we prayed for grace to submit to His holy will.  Most of all we prayed that God would look with compassion on His suffering people and send the promised Savior.

But I wanted to tell you about the angel.  I was serving my week in the temple.  At the time I had been chosen to offer the incense to God in the Holy Place in front of the curtain.  This was a great honor for rarely did people enter the sanctuary.  It might happen to a priest only once in his lifetime, and to many priests the honor never came at all.  But this week it fell to me in my old age.  Humbled I was.

The great crowd of worshipers stood outside in the temple courts, praying as I took the incense in hand and entered the Holy Place alone.  There I placed the sweet-smelling incense on the glowing coals of the altar that stood just in front of the Holy of Holies, where God Himself dwelt among us.  As the incense ascended to heaven, the prayers of the worshipers outside went with it.  And that’s when it happened.

There at the right side of the Golden Altar stood the angel. I knew that when I entered the sanctuary, I came into the very presence of God.  But I certainly did not expect a messenger from God to appear before my eyes. That does not happen! It frightened me.  He spoke, “Do not be afraid, Zachariah.  Your prayers have been heard.  You and Elizabeth will have a son and you are to call him John.  He will bring joy to you and to many other people for he will be great in the sight of God. From the day he is born he will be filled with the Holy Spirit and will turn the hearts of many back to God, to prepare the way for the Lord.”

All my life I had trusted and believed God’s promises.  But this was too much for me.  It was more than I could believe in my old age.  “How can I be sure of this?” I asked.  “My wife and I are too old to have a baby.  The angel replied, “I am Gabriel and stand in the presence of God.  I was sent to bring you this good news.  But now you will not be able to speak until the day it all happens because you did not believe my message.”  Then he was gone.  And that’s exactly what happened.

For nine months I couldn’t speak a word.  No sound fell from my lips.  All the while I watched my wife grow great with child.  You might think this was a horrible time for me, but it really wasn’t.  I could still communicate with my wife through a writing tablet.  Instead of sorrow, joy filled our little house.  At last, we were to have a son, after all hope seemed gone for us.  But there was even greater reason for joy.

My wife’s relative, Mary, came to visit.  She told us of even more astounding news.  Gabriel appeared to her also, announcing that the time was right.  The Savior was to be born and Mary was to be His mother.  Finally, after years of waiting, God was going to fulfill the sacred covenant that He swore to our father Abraham and our people.  He was coming to save us from the curse of Eden by sending the Messiah to free us from the clutches of Satan.  Our greatest enemy sin could not hold us back any longer. He would free us from its curse. From now on we could serve God in holiness and righteousness like He intended.  No more fear, no more shame, no more hatred, no more doubting God’s mercy.  The Savior was coming to rescue us!  Incredible! Such miraculous events!  Praise God!  He had not forgotten us!

I wanted to shout it from the rooftops.  But I couldn’t talk.  On the inside I was bursting with news.  I wanted to sing for joy.  But I was speechless because I had doubted God’s promise. He gave me this as a sign to help me remember that He doesn’t forget us.  By the way, my name, Zechariah, means “The Lord remembers.”
II.  And we just have to sing..

For 9 long months I didn’t say a word.  Then came the day our son was born. Can you believe it?  God answered our prayers in His time!  Our boy was everything the angel had promised.


When he was eight days old, we arranged to have him circumcised at our house.  He would wear the mark of God’s promise in his flesh.  God had given us this sign long ago to seal His covenant with Abraham so that we would remember from generation to generation that God doesn’t forget us.  

Everyone was there – aunts and uncles, friends and neighbors.  They all wanted to hear what our son’s name would be.  When Elizabeth told them John, they were shocked.  “Why?” they asked.  “There’s no one in the relation by that name.”  They came to me to settle the argument.  So I took my tablet and wrote in big letters, “His name is John!”

John means, “God is gracious” a fitting name to mark the things that we were experiencing. This boy would get people ready for the Messiah, and the Savior Himself would come to rescue us.  We were right in the middle of the fulfillment of God’s promise.  We got to see it.  Truly God is gracious, even when we forget it.


No sooner had I written John’s name then God showed how gracious He is. He hadn’t forgotten me either.  My tongue was unloosed; I could speak again.  But I didn’t just speak.  My heart 
