
What are we all doing here?… It’s close to midnight… it’s cold… the weather is miserable… Why have we given up on an early night… and travelled through the storm to be here?… 

Why did we not send ourselves off early to bed… and give Santa more time to deliver the presents in the gales… instead of being here… in this old space… singing old songs… and listening to old words… written by prophets from days gone by?… Can we not think of something better… and more up to date… to do… than this?…

The answer is probably yes… of course we can all think of better things to do… but for some reason… deep within us… that we cannot quite understand… that is beyond explanation… we have chosen to be here… or we have found ourselves drawn here… in this hour… in this place… 

We’ve chosen… to gather round an ancient story… rather that sit down and watch a good film… We’ve chosen to meet here amid some straw and a manger… rather than eat mince pies with our friends… We’ve chosen this place among a hundred others we could have been… simply to be in this old place… and hold our breathes… and wait… 

Because… you know what?… there might be something in this… we hold our breaths… because we dare believe… this story of nativity… might have something… enough ‘something’… to draw us out of what we would normally do… to be here… 

So I wish for you tonight… imagination… to find that ‘something’… imagination enough that lets us believe… that in this ancient story of birth… there is enough… to believe in love…

But I wish you more… I wish for you tonight… time… time to believe… If we believe somehow there might be something in this… then I wish you time to wonder what that might be… to wonder at what the old ones, the prophets, spoke of… when they spoke of a child being born… called wonderful counsellor… mighty God… everlasting creator… prince of peace… Time to wonder… 

So I wish for you… time… to wonder… that in this story of virgin and child… there is enough… to make us wonder about love…

Yet there is more… I wish for you tonight… a journey… If we dare imagine there is something in all the symbols and metaphors of old mangers and ancient stars and long ago angels and forgotten wise ones and shepherds of yore… then I wish you the journey that dares explores them all… that takes you to hillsides and mangers and innkeepers doors… and finds the real places where ancient love is newly encountered…

So I wish for you… a journey… through this old story… and that you find there… enough… to pull you into the next step of love…

For this is what I have come to find… and I wish for you too… that whatever we find here in the manger… we find it is about love… that through imagination… and giving ourselves time… and daring to journeying here tonight… rather than anywhere else… that we dare believe… there is something in this… that draws us… on the cusp of midnight… to seek something here… because somehow… in some way… what this is about… is love… 

And if there is something in that… then that is something amazing…  

From this old, old story… comes something new… something is born anew in us… 

Love… that very essence of what God is… has human form… that the whole love of God… fits into human skin… God is not alien… humanity is just the right size and shape for God… God is love… and love is found in a human being…

So may we bring our imaginations and dare to imagine that… Give ourselves time… enough to dare wonder that that might be true… and dare we journey… with that hope… And be here tonight… daring to hold our breaths… because we dare believe this marvel… this miracle of love… is true… 

And hopefully discover… being here… is the only thing we can do… daring to wait… and believe… that there might be something in all of this… and that that something… is love… make flesh… 


