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First Sunday in Christmas 

 

 

It was just a quick little errand. I ran in to Jewel to buy eggs and a bottle of wine for our dinner party.  As I turned the 

corner, Bota Box in hand, my eyes were met with a sea of pink and red hearts and candy boxes and Valentine’s Day.  It 

was December 27th, but the traces of Christmas were all gone and we were on to the next convenient “holiday” and 

another opportunity to sell us stuff. 

 

“But it’s still Christmas!” I wanted to cry out. Of course, the only cultural evidence that I can provide that will be 

meaningful to most folks is reciting which day of the twelve days of Christmas it is.  For your information and edification, 

today is the sixth day of Christmas, which is “Six geese a laying, Five gold rings, Four calling birds, Three French hens, 

Two turtle doves, And a partridge in a pear tree.”   

 

If our lives were more closely attuned to the liturgical calendar and its saints’ days, between the first day of Christmas and 

the sixth day of Christmas, we would have celebrated the additional feast days.  First, St. Stephen- the church’s first 

deacon and first martyr on the 26th; then, St. John the Apostle and Evangelist on the 27th, and, on the 28th, the Holy 

Innocents- all those male children under age two who were murdered by Herod’s orders in his attempt to get rid of the 
newborn king.  This also means we have six more days of Christmas remaining on the church calendar and then, and 

ONLY then, do we celebrate the arrival of the three wise men on Epiphany next Sunday.   

 

But this is mere liturgical nerdiness- which I fully embrace, even as I realize that it is NOT the main point.  Even if we 

lived in a society that celebrated Christmas and then Epiphany with perfect compliance to the liturgical calendar, that 

would not indicate that we have actually lived out what Christ among us, the Word made flesh means.  

 

To find that, I am perpetually indebted to the great twentieth century civil rights leader, pastor and theologian, the Rev. 

Howard Thurman.   I had not realized the depth of his spirituality until I read his The Mood of Christmas and Other 

Celebrations (1985).  One of the most well-known of his poems is included there and it feels particularly, poignant ly 

appropriate to hear this year. 

 

Christmas Is Waiting to be Born 

 

Where refugees seek deliverance that never comes 

And the heart consumes itself as if it would live, 

Where children age before their time 

And life wears down the edges of the mind, 

Where the old man sits with mind grown cold, 

While bones and sinew, blood and cell, go slowly down to death, 

Where fear companions each day’s life, 

And Perfect Love seems long delayed. 

CHRISTMAS IS WAITING TO BE BORN: 

In you, in me, in all mankind. 

 

I do not know whether Thurman was familiar with the work of the medieval Dominican Meister Eckhart,  but that poem 

echoes Eckhart’s important question about Christmas:  “What good is it to me if Mary gave birth to the son of God 

1400 years ago, and I do not also give birth to the son of God in my time and in my culture?”    Now we are getting 

down to what Christmas means in our lives and how we live them. 

 

Eckhart similarly wrote that “God is always needing to be born.”  He and Thurman both set before us the idea that 

Christmas doesn’t end even at Epiphany. Rather, as followers of the Christ, we are to carry God’s birth to the world every 

day.  Thurman puts it this way in his poem “The Work of Christmas,” 

 

When the song of the angels is stilled,  

When the star in the sky is gone,  

When the kings and princes are home,  

When the shepherds are back with their flock,  



The work of Christmas begins:  

To find the lost,  

To heal the broken,  

To feed the hungry,  

To release the prisoner,  

To rebuild the nations,  

To bring peace among people,  

To make music in the heart. 

 

Our yearly celebration of Jesus’ birth is lovely and laden with significance.  And it not just a December 25th or even 

twelve days of Christmas thing (don’t tell the liturgy police).   

 

It is our reminder and renewal of our call to bring Christ to birth here and now,  

in our world, day by day by day,  

by how we live to bring the Prince of Peace to birth for all humankind.   

 

Amen. 

 
 

 

https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Music
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Heart

