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To understand just how important this night is, we must journey back to the very beginning of time and space to the first conversation.  God spoke and all that we would know and all that we would wonder about started their own journey of formation.  Who, then, in this first conversation did God speak to?  Why to us, of course.

God’s Word streamed from God’s heart and imagination and caused all the bits and pieces of an emergent universe together.  And what was this first conversation between God and us?  God said, “I love you.”  He still waits, I think, for our final answer.
You, me, the kings of history, the prophets of olden times, Joseph and Mary on the donkey have had their existence, their life, their breath, their very being simply because God loved.  We were created out of love and for the purpose of sharing in this uncontainable, unfathomable, eternal love.

Yet even in that first conversation we were not able to respond to his Love.  It is too awesome, too unreal, too big for us to get our hands around.  So we shied away.  We did our own thing.  We never even thanked him for the Love that caused us first to be.

And so, from that first conversation, God has called out to us.  Imploring us to come back to that Word.  To come back to the Love from which we have wandered.  He has sent his Word to us as a Ram in a thistle, as a bush burning yet not burnt.  He called to us through the wise and the inspiring.  He called to us by the strangely prophetic.  He cried and cried and we hated him for his tears.  We hated him for our own frailty.  
And even still he called.  He said, again, “I love you” and we answered him with fear.  We could not imagine someone who could love like that so we became afraid that this “Love” was a ruse to gain control.  So we killed his wise ones, his sages and prophets and we worshipped the only god our fear and hatred could hear.

And, God cried on.  Was there no way to bring these self-centered creatures that God had breathed into existence back into the conversation of Love.  And so God spoke again.  He spoke with the Word and the Spirit and a young girl became pregnant with God’s living conversation.

In a dark barn, dusty and smelling of animals, God spoke again.  The first words of this second conversation were the same as the first.  In the small, gasping cries of Jesus’ first breath, God shouted, “I love you, everyone.”

That’s why tonight is so special.  We have been invited into a new conversation with God.  We have heard through the infant cries the message that you are loved by God.  That cry was not directed at only certain people.  That cry was the cosmic echo of all that will ever be.  The luring love of God screamed out into the dark, still night.

That baby is no less than the Love of God spoken into our lives.
Shepherds in the field heard the birth cries of Love.   They were echoed through the songs of the angels.  The light of that Word spread out across the sky and made night day.  Love took away the darkness and became the new morning star that shines on.

The angles sang the light.  They sang the love.  Their song while heard first by the shepherds would continue to be heard in moments of stillness and the dark.  Wherever Love needs to be born, the angles sing the word of love and those who walk in darkness will see a great light.

Many of us walk in darkness.  The world can be a dark and foreboding place.  It seems, sometimes, that the light that illumined that holy birth, has gone out.  Replaced by the weak light of greed, hatred, fear and violence.  

These are difficult times for many of us.  Forces outside our control seem to have contrived to break us.  The fear of a future of scarcity is real.  While we face historic times, we realize in some way or another, that all times are historic.  And the excitement of change is dampened by the shadow of war, terror and economic collapse.
The birth of a baby two thousand years ago seems small compared to the dangers that may lay ahead.  And perhaps it is, if we don’t, or won’t hear the small cry of love a birthing.

That cry, translated by angels says, “I am God and I love you! Even in the darkest dark, I will love you.  Even in the loneliest loneliness, I love you.”

God does not promise us that there will never be the darkness.  He promises us that He will be a light to chase the darkness away.  See, that’s what the shepherds saw.  They saw the light that enlightened the world.  They saw the light that would glow on in the hearts and minds of those who believe, or even those that want to believe.

That light still shines.  That’s why we’re here tonight.  That’s why, in the midst of this festival of goodwill and gift-giving, we take time away from our shopping and planning to come and sit in this place and listen for the baby’s cry.

We know that the light exists.  It does.  It really does.  Our own selfishness and generations of ignoring the conversation may have made it difficult for us to see it.  But I promise you, the difficulty is with our vision, not with the source of light.

The light from that holy birth and the song of the angels still lighten the sky and fill creation with the song of Love.  We just can’t see it through all the layers of fear, hatred and doubt.  But, we know it is there.

We know it’s there because every so often, we can see a glimmer of that light.  We can here the echo of that angel song.  When a starving child is given a piece of bread.  When the widow sitting alone in the dark and the damp is visited by someone just to say hello.  When a baby kicks in the womb once called barren.  When a stranger returns your wallet with all the money in it.  When a frightened soldier feels the love in an anonymous box of cookies.  When good people do good things simply because it is right, we see a glimpse of the birth light.
If we listen, we can hear the sound of that second conversation.  “This is my Son.  Love him as I love you.”  

This night is all about love.  The Love that caused God to speak the first Words.  Love that caused God to send his word through sages and prophets.  Love that burst forth from the barn with unquenchable light and unstoppable song.

Tonight is about hope that grows form that Love.  Hope that we will be loved.  Hope that in the darkest night, God will touch us on the shoulder and whisper the words of that first song.  “I love you.  You as you are, imperfect though you might be, I love you.  There is nothing you can do that would keep me from loving you.”  A touch that creates a tear in the fabric of our separation from God and allows the first light to spill through.

Hope that there is a purpose and meaning for our lives.  When human life has been used to cause terror.  When human love is used as a battering ram for the fearful.  When people are divided by religion and doctrine.  When God is used to instill fear.  Even then, there is hope.

There is hope because a baby was born.  This baby was born.  

We’re here tonight to be reminded of the light that says we are never alone.  We are here tonight to see a glimpse of the light of God’s love.

May the Light and Song of Love fill you with peace, hope and joy this night and forever more.

