Rev. Jacqueline M. Clarys, Homily
Christmas Eve, December 24, 2016, 4:00 PM

The Church of the Nativity and Holy Comforter

419 Cedarcroft Road, Baltimore, MD 21212

First Reading: Isaiah 9:1–6

Psalm Response: “Today is born our Savior, Jesus the Christ.” (Psalm 96.)

Second Reading: Titus 2:11–14

Gospel Readings: Luke 2:1–14


This moment is extraordinary for the good fortune we enjoy once more, to gather in Community around the symbol and mystery we know as Christmas. For each of us this is a Season both private and public, blended from multiple nationalities and filled with traditions over time, our particular, sacred, and secular heritage that has accrued from the great event of Jesus the Christ’s birth. We are the heirs to a great and ancient collection of meditations, depictions, and reflections on that moment, of every possible expression: paintings and frescoes from all historical art periods; Gold-lined church domes; stained glass windows; fancy vestments; reams of music, prose, and poetry; orchestras; choirs; plays; movies, to name a few.

But for tonight, Luke’s narrative gently pushes back for us the heavy, embellished drapery formed by over 2000 years of Nativity culture, and ushers us to the side of the makeshift, make-do, manger cradle that holds the newborn of our narrative. Along with his first, small community of family and strangers, we bask in the glow and warmth of this New Life and the renewal it brings: then, as now, the miracle of birth is greeted with awe and wonder. Small wonder, then, that a manger holding the child Jesus also bears Revelation of the Divine. In Luke’s story we find not only the fulfillment of Hebrew prophesies of a Messiah, a saving figure, but the fulfillment of our own deepest needs and yearnings. 


For this story is our story: we too are born vulnerable, defenseless, and completely open. Each precious and unmatchable life enters this world on a journey marked by peril, and struggle, and yearns for the Salvific Love that will preserve, nurture, and carry us through to completion. Our existence is evidence of Life Giving Life, Life longing for itself, indeed the hope of the ages. This is the true, essential miracle at the core of this most beautiful of stories: that we are here to witness it at all, and to receive once more the life-sustaining nourishment of its deepest meaning. 


As we turn our eyes to take in the baby’s mother, The Virgin Mary, we see ourselves, once again. For at the heart of this story is each of us at our core: our original blessedness, untrammeled, good, from the beginning. And if we lift our eyes and follow the horizon, the wise men show us our own journey, taken over a lifetime, a return to our own goodness, over and over, a lifetime of conversion. The world and its distortions would have it otherwise, but we know ourselves to be blessed with the story of a babe born into cold, lonely, unlikely circumstances who yet flourishes, and whose Love for all Humankind rises up in a flame that only burns brighter with each passing year.  

We are forever aware of our need, and tonight we approach the mystery of the crèche with its manger-cradle once more. The Star Lights our way to this simple place, where The Child charms the defenseless child we carry within, into openness, and delight. We come as we are, and The Holy One recognizes us, and speaks without hesitation the words at the heart of the matter, “Oh, Yes; I know you; and I love you.” Tonight, we are gifted with, and we accept, the most lavish invitation of all: to enter into Silence, into Wonder, and therefore into Love. 
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