
Second Sunday of Christmas  B  2015     

 

Jeremiah 31:7-14 

Psalm 84:1-8 

Ephesians 1:3-6, 15-19a 

Matthew 2:1-12 

 

If you’ve read a newspaper this new year, 

Or leafed through a magazine in the checkout line, 

Or gone to the gym – 

Or looked into your own heart – 

You know this year is no different from any other year. 

Why? 

Because this year will be different.  

 

This year will be different. 

We will get fit this year; 

We will sleep between seven and nine hours 

At least on most nights; 

We will eat more fruits and vegetables.  

Or we will hunt for buried treasure  

In our refrigerators before it comes looking for us. 

We will keep our houses cleaner  

Or let them be messier. 

We will embrace chaos as creative 

Or calm ourselves by decluttering. 

We will save more money 

To preserve our own financial health, 

Or we will spend more money  

To boost the economic wellbeing of all. 

 

This year will be different. 

We will begin a spiritual discipline this year, 

One that will bring us inner peace 

And outer calm 

Something we will find easy to do, 

And easy to find time to do.  

 

We so hope this year will be different, 

And that is no different from any other year. 

Conflict festers and explodes in the same places, 

Hunger gnaws at the same people, 

Old habits and old hatreds 

rule in the same hearts. 

And the same hopes shine through 

And keep us looking for a sign or a star. 
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It was no different 

In that far off year 

When they first followed the star. 

Those famous, mysterious wise ones, 

Practitioners of some ancient wisdom 

Now lost to us, 

Set out on their quest 

To find that one thing that mattered 

The thing that would bring meaning 

And order  

and purpose  

to their lives. 

 

We know very little about them, 

These wise ones who followed the star. 

We heard the story again just now, 

And each of us heard it through a filter, 

A filter made of legend, 

And art and music 

And study, 

And the hopes and fears of all those years, 

Each year promising to be different. 

 

The story we hear in scripture does not say 

That they were three, 

Or that they were kings. 

In the original text, 

It does not even necessarily say 

That they were all men.  

 

It does say that they were magi, 

Seekers after wisdom  

and practitioners of ancient and mysterious arts. 

It does say they were from the east. 

It does say they followed the star. 

It does say they brought gifts. 

 

If we listen to what the story says, 

And leave out what it does not say, 

We might find 

That these wise ones who followed the star 

Were more like us 

Than we usually imagine. 

 

Let’s go back with them 
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To the time before the star appeared. 

Like us, 

The magi were waiting for something. 

Like us, 

They were hoping this year would be different. 

They needed a way through pain, 

or fear, 

or loss. 

They were looking for meaning, 

And order, and purpose; 

They hoped for peace; 

They were longing to connect with those around them 

And share their hopes and fears. 

They knew that there was something more to life  

Than what they had – 

That’s why they practiced their ancient rituals  

And searched the heavens for something new. 

 

And then, 

The star appeared.  

The star appeared, 

And by their arts, 

They knew it promised everything they had been waiting for. 

 

Perhaps a whole group of them set out. 

Women and children and men, 

Setting out into the unknown  

With only a promise to guide them. 

 

We don’t know much about their ancient arts, 

But it seems, perhaps, 

That they believed 

That if they understood the signs 

Of the present moment 

They could create a new and better future. 

 

And so they set out,  

trusting their way into something 

That only became real 

As they acted on its truth. 

 

The promise became real 

Because they trusted it, 

And lived into it. 

 

They lived into the promise that 
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The star was for them too. 

The newborn king, 

The anointed one, 

Was for them too. 

The long awaited and appointed time had come, 

The time when everything would be different. 

 

This is what the prophets promised, 

That the lost would be found, 

The exiles would return. 

 

The journey and discovery of the wise ones is 

The promised gathering from north and south and east and west, 

The straight road to the watered garden, 

The safe journey guided by the good shepherd. 

 

This is the promise of adoption  

the welcoming of all 

into the family of the one who made us all. 

 

This is the place  

Where what we bring  

Is just what is needed and wanted and welcome. 

A place where we offer our gifts. 

 

Those who are welcomed and sheltered, 

Those who belong, 

Who share their gifts, 

Those who celebrate  

And feast at the table of God 

Can do anything. 

They are free from fear, 

They can endure pain 

And face loss, 

Because the unquenchable source of love 

Feeds and renews them. 

 

The wise ones from the east 

Saw this promise in the star, 

And as they set out on the journey, 

It became true for them. 

 

Just as they followed the star, 

So we might try to follow them. 

 

These men and women and children from afar 
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Might be our guides. 

We are part of their company now. 

 

Like them, we are journeying towards a promise.  

 

We start from different places. 

We carry different hopes in our hearts. 

We bring different gifts. 

All that is part of the promise. 

 

This is true in our own lives, 

And it is true in our city,  

In our world, 

And in our church. 

 

The journey of the wise ones is hard, 

And it takes a long time. 

The same is true for us. 

 

Whatever your own challenges this year, 

The star can guide you 

To the place of hope, 

And meaning, and peace. 

You can be free from fear, 

Free for love, 

Open to change, 

Alive to the new. 

 

Our city could be a place 

Where every woman has a home, 

Every man has a place to call his own, 

Where no child goes to school hungry 

Or goes home afraid.  

 

In our world, 

There could be signs of peace, 

Beginnings of reconciliation, 

Efforts to find new ways 

To live in harmony with each other  

And honor the good earth where we live. 

 

These are promises of the star. 

We can trust them, 

And in walking towards them, 

We can make them real. 
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And, in this church, 

We can journey towards the star. 

Sometimes the way is long, 

and there can be false turns 

and moments of darkness. 

We could get confused; 

We could give in to fear 

Or drown in doubts. 

 

Right now we face real challenges. 

Sometimes growing pains  

Are really painful. 

And the neighborhood around us 

Is changing faster than we can even know.  

And the way forward is not always clear. 

 

But if we follow the star, 

We have nothing to fear.   

 

The star shows the way  

To what matters most – 

The place of promise, 

Where the holy one is waiting, 

The bright radiance 

That shines in deepest darkness 

 

If we follow the star, 

Nothing can keep us from that place of welcome 

And safety and joy. 

 

If we follow the star,  

We walk towards the promise, 

And it becomes real as we seek it. 

 

We can be free from fear, 

Free for love, 

Open to change, 

Alive to the new. 

 

We don’t know what that looks like. 

We can trust that it is true. 

This year. 

Now, forever. 

 

This year is no different, 

Because this year, again, 
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It could all be different. 

This year, now, 

The star could stop, 

And we, with the wise ones as our guides, 

Could enter the house, and offer our gifts, 

And, 

In the presence of the one  

Who makes all things new, 

know overwhelming joy.  


