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We observed his star at its rising. 
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I have to tell you, I am so glad to be back from visiting my family in South Carolina. I feel rested 

and ready for the new year. Getting everything ready at Arnolia in time for Christmas was pretty 

tiring, so the break was needed.  

I also feel like I should tell you how the week leading up to Christmas went for my wife and me 

personally. On Monday the 17th, one week before Christmas Eve, I found myself sitting on my 

couch the whole day while Walker alternately slept and snuggled on me, because he was home 

sick from daycare. On Monday night, my wife and I thought he was better, but Amy had to stay 

home to watch him until we were sure he could return to school. We didn’t want to receive a call 

from daycare that he was dragging behind and sleeping too much, or that his temperature was 

rising.  

The week before Christmas, my wife and I managed to care for a sick child, meet my wife’s end-

of-the-year work before the government shutdown, and put together our final holiday 

preparations in time for her parents to visit.  

And I prepared three services and an extra bulletin for Kathy Moore (God bless her for leading 

worship on the 30th) for good measure. It was a lot, and I was in the office every day leading up 

to it.  

Thankfully, after Christmas Eve, things got better. My wife’s parents were wonderful on 

Christmas Day and presented Amy, Walker, and me beautifully wrapped presents and a fantastic 

Christmas dinner, which featured crab cakes.  

The next day, we headed south to see my parents. Walker was miraculously cheerful the whole 

car ride. When we arrived, he played with his grandparents. They fed us too much Christmas 

pudding and pie. We got to walk on the beach and celebrate my sister’s engagement, making 

plans for a wedding in mid-May.  

Those first of the twelve days of Christmas were completely different from the time leading up 

them. It was like night had turned into day. For me, one week felt lighter than the one before.  

What about you?  

Are you filled with gladness, certain of the possibility that lies before you, aware that every day 

is a gift from God, every person we meet is a gift from God to be accepted and even cherished 

for as long as we know them? Do you know, deep down, that God gives us every opportunity to 

live a full life, despite what physical and emotional conditions we might face?  

I ask, because if that’s a struggle for you, I doubt you’re alone. Maybe you feel like you’re still 

waiting for the lighter days to appear.  

*** 



We tend to have an innate longing for warmth and light. In Jesus’ day, the Romans celebrated a 

holiday focused on the light and warmth of the sun. Taking place around the winter solstice, the 

festival called Saturnalia saw people reveling at home and in public, in celebration of Saturn the 

god of their state religion, as they observed the change in the sun’s path across the sky. On the 

solstice, the sun reaches its lowest point above the horizon, and then as if by miracle, the sun 

begins to climb higher from that day on.  

Elsewhere, in the northern parts of Europe, an ancient festival called Yule was held, which lasted 

for twelve days, and like Saturnalia also included revelry, people gathering together, feasting, 

and sharing in the hope that a new summer and harvest would come, despite the harsh Midwinter 

cold and the waning light that shone on the earth.  

We’re looking for light. We’re looking for something to give us hope that renewal is on the way. 

The story of the magi (the wise men, the kings) following the light of a star, a single star in the 

night sky, is what gives me hope. These were people from the east, people who did not know 

God, who did not know the scriptures, who did not know what they were seeking. And they 

navigated their way, not by following the highway that leads to Rome, but by wandering after a 

faint flicker of light in a blanket of deep darkness.  

And, at last, they came upon their Epiphany, God’s love and grace made manifest in a vulnerable 

infant.  

The magi took a long journey to get there. But God is a god of long journeys, guiding people 

through desert and wilderness, over periods of time that might seem to last forever.  

The stories of God that we tell, of God leading the people of Israel through the desert, remind us 

that God gives nourishment along the way, sustenance in miraculous waters and inexplicable 

bread from the heavens. God leads each of us through our wandering, through our uncertainty, 

threading us along a path illuminated by the dim light of a star, through our struggle to get to 

where we want to go, where God promised us God would take us. And God accompanies us 

wherever we find ourselves – bright as day or dark as night. God is with us.  

So as we go along our way this first week of the new year, may the hope and joy that can only 

come from God, the hope that knows no limit it cannot overcome, the joy that brings smiles to 

those around us, may that spirit of hope and joy find its way to us, that we might all be able to 

undertake our long journeys, and discover how to live fully, even as we find ourselves, still 

taking one step after another, to where we want to be.  

And, you know, for those of us who feel like we’re not there yet, for those of us who feel like we 

missed Christmas, maybe, today, we can give ourselves permission to celebrate a second 

Christmas, one in which we finally do arrive at the end of our long journey.  

Because, in a way, on the night the magi stumbled upon the place where the star had stopped and 

worshiped the infant king, two years after Jesus was born, it must have felt for Mary and Joseph 

as if it were the first Noel, all over again.  



And I think that Christmas happens every time we realize that God has been made known to us 

through an act of trust, vulnerability, and hope – in us, of all people. And I give thanks for a God 

who overcomes whatever obstacles lie between us and our hope, who first finds a way to pierce 

light into the dark of our night, and then leads us along the way, until we at last may present what 

gifts we might hope to bring to the One who cares for all and is over all and is in all.  

This new year, may God give us a sense of confidence and courage, that wherever we go, 

however long our journeys draw on, we might take each day as it comes, and find reason to give 

thanks – for the beauty of each morning, for the relationships which fill our days with meaning 

and exploration, and for the chance, every new sunrise, to do something good and helpful with 

our time.  

sThanks be to God for this new year. Amen. 


