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Isaiah 60:1-6; Ephesians 3:2-3,5-6; Matthew 2:1-12; Psalm 72, O God every nation on earth will adore You.


Today we celebrate the last Sunday of the Christmas season. Next Sunday, we’re back into Ordinary Time. But today is the feast of the Epiphany, and maybe this morning we can begin with a little etymology. 
The word Epiphany comes to us from the Greek, epiphenia, meaning to show, to appear, to manifest. But there’s a deeper meaning to that Greek noun. The phenia in epiphenia is the basis for words like cello-phane or dia-phanous – something that not only shows itself, but does so clearly in a way we can see through it to something else. Epiphany gives us all some very clear images – familiar images of the magi, of the star in the sky that they followed, and of the Christ Child that they found. But we might ask ourselves today, what more is there to these manifestations? What might we see when they reveal themselves to us more like cello-phane?  What can we see through the concrete manifestations that we hear about in the Epiphany story each year?
Let’s start by saying that it’s clear that each of us called to be one of the magi. Not scholars, not magicians, not fortune tellers, not three kings nor advisers to kings as the magi are explained by scripture scholars – but seekers. Like the magi, we’re called to live in that  moment of attentive presence, where an unusual star has a chance of catching our eye, and we can wonder what it means. As we heard this morning in our  reading from the prophet Isaiah, we’re called to remember that God gives us hope. Although there are times when it seems that night  still covers the earth and darkness covers the peoples, Light is always coming. God is always on the way. And whenever we’re awake enough notice a star like that, we’re called to follow it and see where it leads.
Not unlike the magi of the Gospel, each of us has been called to follow some pretty major stars from time to time in our lives. 
· For some, it was geographic – it was a star we followed from Ireland to the United States, from Ohio to Maryland, from a village in the Congo to a suburb in Baltimore. 
· For others, it was deeply spiritual – it was a star that led us from the strict confines of a religion to the broader boundaries of a spiritual journey.
· And for others, it was personally defining – following those stars resulted in our being in families, jobs, homes, lives and relationships where we might never have imagined we’d wind up.

We are never without an unusual star to notice and to follow. Our stars are all different. But be these stars births or deaths … new jobs or retirements … moments of great joy or heartbreaking disappointments … sickness or wellness or even death, our stars all lead us to places of love. The trick, my fellow magi-seekers, is first to notice, and then to follow.


Lastly, I think we each find the Christ Child again and again, as surely as the magi did, at the end of each of our star-seekings. No matter what twists and turns our journeys have taken, we always find ourselves encountering the Christ Child. The end of all our seeking is Love, Compassion, Wisdom, Patience, Kindness, Peace – all embodied in the Child, and thus embodied in us just a bit more each time we follow a star, we seek, and we find Him. 


So what we see clearly through the Epiphany tale is that the story of the magi is our story as well. We are all seekers. We notice and we follow our stars. We find our God because we find the courage to set out on our journeys.  And as the Epiphany is our story, so too was it the story of our sister, Anne. 
Anne was a seeker, one of the many wise women she hung out with!  Anne followed her star from Ohio to Maryland. She followed it through her career as an interior designer, through her endless work as a friend and companion to those who had no sight, no homes, sometimes no respect, and often no hope, in this world. She followed it through her marriage, as a companion and wife  to Lance, a Mom to Christopher, a good neighbor,  and  so-much-more-than-a-friend to us all. 

We all remember some of the difficulties Anne had on her journey … friends who lost their respect for her when she gave up a conventional career … a Church she loved but that did not respect her as a woman in return … the gradual loss of her hearing … and eventually the cancer that took her from us.


But Anne continued to follow her star, and again and again, she found Love, Wisdom, Compassion, Understanding in her encounters with the women at YANA and at Martha’s Place … with the folks who walked the labyrinth at St. Anthony’s  … with the parents who learned infant massage from her … with her Reiki and Reflexology clients  … finding the Christ Child in every encounter. One of Anne’s  favorite hymns began with the words, “I want to walk as a child of the light, I want to follow Jesus.” Which was really the story of Anne’s life. We lost her four years ago, but our memories of her today are clear and sharp and vivid and warm with love.
Anne lived the Epiphany story, and on this day when we remember magi, stars, journeys, and our sister Anne, may we commit to do the same. May there be an epiphany, a showing forth of God, every day in our lives. And every day, may we sing …

Star of wonder, star of night
Star with royal beauty bright
Always leading, still proceeding
Guide us to your perfect Light.      
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