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Christmas Year B 2014


I want you to think with me for a moment about your being here… not just in this place tonight…but I want you to consider well your being on this planet…in this universe…You haven’t been here all that long… considering the millions of years of evolution that have preceded us… We haven’t been here that long, nor will we be here much longer… but we have seen much… we have seen the cycle of seasons… all similar to the year before… but all different in their return… cold and warmth; cold and warmth… We have noted the phases of the moon, the ebb and flow of the tides…we have witnessed ruin and destruction, birth and renewal…. during our sojourn we have experienced each new day and each new night as utterly different from the day and night before… We think we know of the order of things… We think we know so much more than the ancients come before us… the ancients that gathered this darkest time of the year… the ancients that gathered in solemn ritual around a fire and invited the light to inhabit the earth yet again, as they always hoped it would… but there is always that moment of doubt… doubt whether the light will prevail in the dark of our world and doubt whether the light will prevail in the ruin and dark of our souls…. We claim, certainly as modern humans, well acquainted with scientific information… that there is a hard and fast order to things, a divine plan as it were…. But we also know if we are honest, if we are paying attention, that the future will defy our best laid plans…we know really that the future is unknowable… and the past merely a collection of selected memory, open only to the interpretive lens of the imagination… Really, we live in a universe of exquisite randomness… still unfolding in real time… This unfolding is mysterious, beautiful and daunting and dangerous… We want to believe that there is order… but I want to suggest that order is an illusion…. But that is not to say that there isn’t meaning…. There is no order, but I want to suggest that there is meaning and there is beauty and truth…. One such truth: This universe in which we live is… outrageous!

There are 16,275 linear feet of this ribbon hanging in this church… pretty outrageous….you want outrageous?... I’ll give you outrageous. It is enough ribbon that would stretch to the moon and back three times… well,  (an exaggeration perhaps) you do the math… You can decide what it means, here, now. For me it is a symbol of light, of hope… light and hope that doesn’t reside aloof in the heavens… but light and hope that touches the earth… heaven and earth in collusion… light and hope that brings warmth and growth… transformation and renewal… and as outrageous as it is… a symbol of what it is like, in reality, to live in a world inhabited by our God, the source of all light and hope. I don’t mean a symbol of what might be… I mean a symbol of the world as it really is when we have eyes to see.

Our role as the church, the gathered people of faith, of conscience… in the very short time we are here, is to make visible, to make outward and visible the truth of why we are here… to bear witness to the beauty and mystery of creation and its deep meaning in its random unfolding…Our role is to bear witness to the light… the light of truth that is the plumb line of meaning to this vast and dark universe that is our home… more dark than light… but suffused with light nonetheless… light striking a plumb line since the beginning of time when matter and energy in intimate collusion gave birth to all worlds that are and will be…. Light ascribing… not order, but meaning to all that is… outrageous really.


This birth we celebrate this night is yet another outward and visible sign of this light…this light that resides not aloof in the heavens, but in earth… touching every lost corner in the dark…. And make no mistake this birth is not something that happened a long time ago… It is a birth that ramifies in the souls of us all… It is the birth of humanity the way humanity really is, the way we are made…. This birth is no magical fantasy, but a mythic (true) representation of who we are made to be… We are light…..We are light, stretching to the moon and back… and this light is the light of love… love that warms and brings growth, love that reconciles and engenders justice and non violence and hospitality and generosity…love that drives away fear…love that continues to give birth to a just and peaceable world…Love that is Shalom… not just centuries ago, but in the present day… the eternal present, which is all there is….Love the plumb line… As outrageous as it sounds… this vision of light will transform our hearts and minds and the world we live in, the vast dark notwithstanding…Love the ever-present possibility of new life.

What we are bearing witness to tonight in song and prayer and beauty and a shared meal… is that we share in this birth… that like Jesus of Nazareth, who gave his life to the cause of love in the face of pervasive and persistent dark…that we like Jesus are the light of the world… light that goes to the abased and brokenhearted, the poor and the sick and the forgotten… we are the light of hope and well being to touch the peripheries of our world…. And this night we stand together and dare believe, we dare believe in the short time we are here… and we dare celebrate… that this light we bear makes a difference…makes a profound difference against all probability, all contingency; amid the randomness of creation… that this light transforms our world; that this life renders all things possible…. How outrageous is that, to believe such a thing… but there it is!   Just outrageous.   
