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John 1:1-14 

 

In the beginning was the Word, 

The Word that made the world.   

And the Word became flesh, 

And dwelt among us.  

 

The idea is mind-blowing, 

Almost beyond belief, 

Until it becomes a picture,  

And a story, 

And finds its way into our hearts.  

 

You may have a picture that comes to mind; 

You may want to look at the picture  

On the cover of your leaflet 

As we wonder together.  

 

You can’t draw a picture of a word. 

But you can draw a picture of a baby.  

 

The picture of the very young mother 

And her newborn baby 

Makes a home in our hearts, 

And sometimes, 

From that place where all is calm and bright, 

We can look again at the mystery 

And, if not understand it to explain it, 

Wrap our arms around it and try to hold it.  

 

We can return to the Word,  

And wonder together.  

 

At the heart of our faith, 

We rest in this truth: 

The Holy One,  

Out of a desire we could never fathom, 

Spoke the world into being.  

 

This is, in itself, a miracle 

that we forget to remember.  

Since we started telling stories, 

We have told stories about how the world began.  

We told stories about a world  
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That was born out of conflict, 

Built out of the bones of the conquered, 

Wrenched from the agony of the chaos monster. 

A world that begins like this 

Is made in the image of its creator – 

A world of conflict and conquest. 

 

But there is another way to tell the story, 

And it’s this way that shapes who we are, 

As people of faith.  

We tell a story of a world made the creating Word. 

 

The Holy One, 

Urged, we believe, 

By the longing to love, 

Moved beyond the fullness of the divine self, 

And poured that self into the formless void 

As the Word. 

 

In the beginning was the Word, 

And the Word made the world. 

 

This story is so amazing 

That we have to tell it again and again, 

In many different ways, 

To see if somehow we might begin 

To comprehend a little bit of it.  

 

We tell it like this: 

In the beginning,  

When God began to create the heavens and the earth, 

The earth was a formless void, 

And a wind from God 

Moved over the face of the deep. 

And God said, 

Let there be.  

 

Let there be light. 

Speaking the beginning into being.  

 

And we tell the same story all over again like this: 

In the day God made heaven and earth, 

When no plant yet grew,  

God took dust of the earth, 

And lifted it with careful hands, 

And formed us, 



 3 

And breathed life into us.  

 

God spoke us into being, 

And cradled us into being.  

Both are true. 

 

And they come together  

In the quiet of this morning, 

When the very young mother, 

No longer and not yet 

Recognized as the Queen of Heaven, 

Cradles the incarnate Word, 

That was in the beginning, 

With God – 

 

Who was God, 

Coming forth from the divine self, 

And then, 

By a mystery, 

Was with us, 

Became us, 

Coming forth from us.  

 

We tell the story with angels in the heavens, 

We tell the story with shepherds in the fields, 

We sing the story with glorias and alleluias, 

In every possible language, 

We paint the story in every possible setting, 

And always, 

At the center, 

Is the very young mother, 

And her baby, 

The creating Word of God, 

Willing to let go all that creative energy 

To let himself be created.  

 

In the beginning was the Word, 

With God, 

At one with God,  

The essence of God.  

 

It would be easy, 

If we forget to remember this mystery, 

To see the picture of the mother and the baby 

As only sweet, 

Only lovely, 
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Only pure and simple and serene.  

 

And it would be easy, 

If we forget to remember this mystery, 

To see the mother as only obedient, 

And the baby as only innocent, 

The mother as a vessel, 

And the baby as helpless. 

 

But they are, together, 

The agents of a change 

That makes the world new all over again.  

 

Tradition tells us  

that Mary was reading the words of scripture 

when the word came to her 

that she would bring the Word into the world.  

 

And some have wondered  

Whether the word she spoke in response 

Was not so much a word of obedience, 

Let it be with me 

According to your word, 

As a word of power. 

She spoke the creating Word, 

And the Word became flesh.  

 

We can only wonder.  

 

The picture leads us into the words, 

And the words give weight to the picture.  

 

The Holy One speaks us into being 

And cradles us into life, 

And then shares the experience with us.  

 

This is a mystery too great for words, 

And a story that never grows old.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 


