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You may have thought, as you came through the front door this morning, that you were 

coming into a rather welcoming place.  I hope you did.  But you may not have thought, as you 
came through that door, that you were entering, this morning, the center of the universe, the 
center of all time and space.  But you were.  As was everyone else who has come, at any place 
around the world, to celebrate the Eucharist in this Christmas season.  A blessed Christmas to 
you all. 

Why the center of the universe? 
There are two stories. 
The child, a boy, was lucky to have survived this far.  Born in a barn, at the end of a long 

journey; no doctor in attendance, probably not even a midwife.  Strangers in town, from up north 
somewhere.  And within a few months, this Syrian refugee family was moving slowly south 
toward Egypt, fleeing a massacre of young children in the town eight kilometers south of 
Jerusalem, their young son somewhere between newborn and two years old.  Several years later 
it seemed safe to return, but the situation was not much better than it had been before, so they 
headed back north and settled about seventy kilometers southwest of the Golan Heights.  
Difficult times.  Brutality and death seldom far away, terrorist attacks not unknown. 

A second story, a cosmic story. 
A power and presence without a name.  And we were brought up out of the brine, that 

chemical soup that was the mother of us all, so very long ago: the universe struggling on this 
planet to reach up into the light.  The materials which had been formed in the great plasmic 
furnaces of the stars coalescing, combining, forming ever more complex realities.  And, at the 
end of time—or so it seemed to us—we appeared, human beings, strange and fragile creatures. 

And all the while a power and presence without a name sang silent music, calling to us, 
softly, insistently.  We struggled to give voice to that song, so that it might be heard—and seen—
and tasted—and felt.  We struggled to create a world, not by inventing the stuff of which it is 
made, but by finding meaning in that which we have been, and have seen, and have done. 

We sought to weave a seamless garment, drawing all the threads together into a single 
vision in which that which is true might be beautiful, and that which is beautiful might be good, 
and that which is good might also be true.  And always—always—in all of our creating, we 
searched intently for someone we did not invent, someone to welcome us home.  And a power 
and presence without a name sang silently, in welcome. 

“Sing us one of the songs of Zion,” his Babylonian captors said to the Psalmist.  “How 
shall I sing the Lord’s song in a strange land?” the Psalmist replied.  And so say we.  For all the 
land is a strange land.  We are children of the earth, we are made of the earth, and yet we are not 
at home here.  Here we have found no rest, and here no peace.  We have struggled to find 
meaning, or joy, or beauty; but we have seen ourselves drowned in overwhelming waves of 
chaos, meaning and form and structure dissolved, overwhelmed by cruelty, sold and bought in 
the marketplace, alive but unwanted. 

And yet, and yet—a power and presence without a name spoke a word.  “And the Word 
became flesh and dwelt among us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a father’s only son, 
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full of grace and truth.”1  And here the two stories come together.  For the Word spoken became 
flesh as that small boy in the refugee family, that boy who does have a name—Jesus, the Christ. 

Christmas, I hear frequently, is for children.  And it is.  But it is not only for children, or 
primarily for children.  And it is certainly not a children’s tale, ending, “And they all lived 
happily ever after.”  The story of Christmas begins with the story of human life, in its beauty and 
in its grief.  Each of us knows a part of that story.  It is filled with wonder and beauty and joy.  
But it is also shot through with pain and deformity and grief.  With all the good there is in life, 
we each live at times with suffering and grief, and at all times with the awareness of how 
precarious our lives are, and how, at any moment, they may be shattered.  And we wonder: is 
there some point to all this, and, in the end, will it have been worth it? 

And this is why Christmas is first of all for adults—hard-nosed, skeptical, tired adults.  
For God became one of us as a human being precisely in order to stand alongside us, and with us, 
in this messy, troublesome, sometimes painful struggle of the human race to become genuinely 
human. 

And that is what the tale is about, of Mary and Joseph, coming south from Nazareth, to be 
added to the tax rolls of the conquering Roman Empire, in Joseph’s ancestral home of 
Bethlehem.  Mary “in the family way” as the older women would put it, her child delivered in a 
barn, and laid, when all wrapped up, in an animals’ feeding trough.  Settling in Bethlehem, a 
conquered town under an occupying force—ah, how familiar that sounds!—then having to flee 
to Egypt to protect Jesus from the local authorities.  Returning after the death of King Herod, but 
not to Bethlehem—still a dangerous place; continuing north to Nazareth.  

It is not the tale of the glowing Christmas card; it is the tale of life as it so often is, grim 
and precarious.  It is not a tale about a Winter Solstice festival to make us feel more cheerful in 
the gloom of short days and cold nights.  It is not just the tale about the cuteness of a small baby, 
gallantly thriving under difficult conditions.  And it is certainly not a tale to intended to give rise 
to an annual shopping orgy which has turned gift-giving into an excuse for enriching the banks 
and the credit card companies. 

It is the tale of a God who has created a universe, loving that which has no existence 
apart from God’s loving it.  The tale of a God, seeing the human race struggling—as a 
community and as individuals—to become genuinely human, but failing so constantly, in anger 
and envy and loss of nerve, but a God who chose not to sit on a throne in heaven, leaning down 
and saying, in effect, “Gee, I’m sorry it’s such a mess.  I will give you all the help I can: sage 
advice and counsel, encouragement, grace, occasionally a whack up the side of the head to get 
your attention.  But, in the end, I’m afraid that you are the ones who will have to go through it. 
I’m stuck on my throne in heaven.” 

Christmas is the tale of the God who has come into this as one of us, to stand alongside 
us, and with us, to become human as he calls us to become human.  It is the tale of someone we 
did not invent, someone to welcome us home. 

It is this that we come to celebrate today.  May you be richly blessed by the God who is 
one of us.  A most blessed Christmas. 

                                                
1 John 1:14 


