Christmas Day 10:00am
A couple of years ago I really wanted a perfect Christmas. I did stuff I hadn’t ever
done before or at least it had been a very long time. I decorated – went all out
with a bird theme - baked and shopped and listened to Christmas music way
before Advent was over. My 3 year old daughter was just catching onto the whole
Christmas thing and it was a joy to watch her growing excitement. But in the last
two weeks, the edges began to fray – the whole family caught a terrible cold, I got
a flare-up of an old back injury, and the burden of the household all started to fall
on my husband. Our dreams for a perfect Christmas began to unravel. Now this
isn’t earthshattering stuff, clergy families, like all families regularly experience a
disappointment of their expectations when it comes to Christmas.
But into all that happens in this season, we come here today hoping to hear a
word that takes us out of all those expectations and reminds us of the deep
meaning of Christmas. And whether we’re ready for it or not ready, Christmas
comes anyway. The Christmas story tells us that God does not wait for things to
be perfect before coming to us. And he came into a most imperfect time. As
Madeleine L’Engle tells us in her poem “First Coming”
He did not wait till the world was ready,
till people and nations were at peace
He came when the Heavens were unsteady
and prisoners cried out for release.
Jesus came into a land occupied by an outside force. He was born into a land with
religious upheaval, and economic uncertainty. His own family was in the middle of
a move, and the neighbours gossiped about who is father was. It was not a
perfect time. And I’m beginning to think that might be God’s favourite time. God
so deeply desires to share our imperfect times that as the gospel reading today
says, “the Word became flesh.” What that means is that God, the power and love
that structures the universe; God, the one who was at the beginning of time and
is beyond time, decided at this very rough time to walk into the river of time and
to cross the rapids with us. To take on our form and frailty.

Now this notion of God becoming human flesh, among the most sophisticated
thinkers of the time, was disgusting to believe. How and why would God become
contaminated with and even take on human flesh. Gods were to stay away,
removed and above the mess of human problems, distant like an impersonal
force. And we might still think that God shouldn’t get involved with us. Maybe we
think we’ve got to bootstrap ourselves to a certain place before we’d let God in.
Maybe things are going along pretty good, your universe is humming along, and
you feel no need of such a God. But not God in Jesus, he doesn’t wait until we’re
ready. He comes a needy baby like all of us come into the world. He came straight
into a mess of a time to bring the message of undying love and a promise that we
could all become children of God if we entered fully our messy imperfect times
with God’s love.
So Christ doesn’t wait until we’ve got it perfect, until “the world is sane.”
Christmas most truly comes when we acknowledge our aching hearts and deep
need. Christ doesn’t come when all has finally become peaceful, Jesus comes to
bring peace, a peace that passes all understanding. And, if we take time to look
and see, and learn just what kind of God this is, we will see him becoming flesh in
us, right in the middle of our imperfect times and imperfect lives. Other people
will notice we’re changing. And if we take the time in our imperfect times to get
to know this Jesus, we’ll see our lives - in the flesh – becoming, like the gospel
says, becoming full of grace and truth.

