
 

Rejoice in the Lord always, I will say it again, rejoice.  
 
Last Tuesday after staff meeting, I headed down to the youth room—one of the only rooms I 
know of that hosts Christmas lights as a main feature all year long—I plopped down on one 
of its old and beloved couches, and began to read the Scripture for today. Rejoice in the 
Lord always, I will say it again, rejoice. I laughed aloud.  
 
When I was around 9 or 10 years old, we had competitions in Sunday School to see who 
could memorize the most Scripture verses. Mollie McMillan was always the star, and I was 
TERRIBLE. What’s the one verse I could always remember? Rejoice in the Lord always, I will 
say it again, rejoice. The verse so nice, they wrote it twice.  
 
My church, about SPR’s size, was located in rural western Pennsylvania, an hour north of 
Pittsburgh. The church was a lot of things to me: a family, a safety net, but most definitely a 
place where I wanted to beat Mollie McMillan at memorizing Scripture verses. 
 
Thankfully, there were a few things my immediate family, full of pastors and theologians, did 
not reinforce from those Sunday school days:  

-drilling and prioritizing the memorization of Scripture out of its narrative context,  
-prizes during Sunday School, 
-setting up a problematically hierarchy between myself and Mollie McMillan :) 

…what my family did seek to encourage in my young theological self was the art of rejoicing. 
Partying. Laughing. Loving with deep, unabashed joy.  
 
I grew up in a Christmas family.  
I say often that my mom could furnish an entire house with her Christmas decorations. I 
grew up in a Christmas family that (get ready to cringe!) played Christmas songs all year 
long. Where would we be without Jesus’ birth? Nowhere, my mother would teach me over 
the years, with her lessons on celebrating life, giving freely, and rejoicing always. 
 
The liturgically wise among you should know that we were doing it wrong. “Jesus has 
not yet come, the Christmas music should not be playing loud for all to hear, and while 
we’re at it, can I school you on Epiphany!?” I hear the liturgists shout!  
True, our Christmas music-listening tendencies were slightly heretical, but here’s the 
theology behind my Christmas family:  
A Christmas family, filled with expectation, actively rejoices in the radical joy we know is 
about to be birthed because of the long advent season it took to get there. 
I think it might be helpful during this teaching for me to frame my Christmas family around 
our suffering—it’s not the only family story we tell, but our advents, our preparing seasons, 
have always deeply informed why we so often choose to enrich our daily lives by 
remembering Christmas—because, this suffering, it makes our choice to act with Christmas 
rejoicing a truly radical one. 
My Christmas family has collectively suffered. 
My family has collectively had a miscarriages, lived and struggled with major depressive 
disorder for generations, we were traumatized by the the death of a toddler, a divorce, and 
an emancipation from a parent. We have lost jobs and not gotten new ones. We have been 
lonely and alienated and we have been wronged. 

 



 

 
But those are not the only stories we have to tell as a family: we have had births, adoptions, 
marriages, we have felt joy and laughter everyday of our life. We have experienced 
hospitality from people who didn’t look like us, been welcomed into homes when we didn’t 
have ones for ourselves, witnessed vows of love and even laughed through funerals. 
 
Why did my mom listen to Christmas music all year long? Because she has dyslexia, and 
struggled to read through hundreds of pages a day during her six year grad school career 
while I was in high school and college—the music calmed her down during stressful studying 
sessions. Remembering Christmas day brought for us the security of Christ during our 
times of expectation. During our advent seasons. The beauty of cyclical time (and of 
the church calendar season) is that we can remember something that is yet to come. 
 
So, I think Christmas is radical. Why have we forgotten that? It has been tamed down. Alok 
V. Menon, a gender non-conforming performance artist, writer, and educator, says in one of 
their 2014 poems,  

if the personal is political then 
is there any part of my body that 

does not belong to the movement? 
 
We have tried to separate the political person of Jesus from his body and the radical 
movement it started. Reduced Christmas to being some time off work, a shopping season, a 
reason to eat more chocolate. It seems that through the grips of capitalist enterprises and 
materialism, (and a love for chocolate), Christmas has lost its truly radical nature. May we not 
forget that Jesus and his family were refugees. May we not forget that this family spent the 
advent season seeking their family, hiding from persecution by state powers, and that this 
radical baby body was born on Christmas day to a poor woman with no man attached to her 
legally, birthed around animals in a farming community, and surrounded by blue-collar 
workers and eventually visited by kings who called God by another name. 
 
Christmas is radical, but… 
We live in an Advent world.  
We live in a world that is preparing. Preparing to bring liberation to all. Preparing to be more 
perfect. Preparing for, as John the Baptist proclaims, “one who is more powerful than I.” 
So what do we know about the process of preparing?  
It is active. It is expectant. It becomes ready. 
It is not a time of idling. It is not a time of rest.  
It is imperatively intentional. Quick and purposeful. 
 
We’re learning in youth formation each week about this particular way of viewing Advent: 
that we have some preparation to do.  
That we, like those that John the Baptist addressed, are a people filled with expectation. 
Pregnant with hope for that which is to come. And that hope of what is to come should fill us 
with joy, yes. Rejoicing, absolutely. But it should also fill us with a sense of responsibility for 
the work ahead. 

 



 

If Christmas is the time for rejoicing, then Advent is the time we put up all the party 
decorations. Because we know how radically important Christmas is, we should view 
Advent as a time to get ready for the world to change. 
 
So what does it look like to put up the party decorations that will celebrate the arrival of a 
world-changing, radically peaceful leader of liberation for all people? 
 
Last Monday, a fellow colleague and clergy friend of mine, Megan, joined 400+ faith leaders 
protesting at the border to stand on the side of welcome, sing about liberation, and pray for 
justice. (I found out later in the week that two other faithful clergy friends, Bruce and Emily, 
used their documented status to show solidarity with our migrate siblings by being arrested 
by border patrol; both wore their clergy collars as they were being handcuffed.) 
 
Megan remarked on the power of the day and the work to come. Before leaving for the 
border, she wrote this prayer: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

 



 

So here’s my call to you today. On the third Sunday of Advent. When we light the pink 
candle of Joy. When we recite for all (but especially Mollie McMillan’s) ears “rejoice in 
the Lord always, I will say it again, rejoice”… 
 
Dear ones of SPR, go forth and try to do these two things: 
1) Remember, we live in an Advent world, but we choose to be active in it.  
2) Try out being a Christmas family.  
 
A Christmas family rejoices in the joy we know has come. Remind each other that we know 
that Christ will be born. We know the sound of laughter and we know the familiar glimmer of 
lights from the party. We know the power of waking up the next day rejoicing, and this 
rejoicing matters because we have so deeply felt the pain from the night before. 
 
In an Advent world we are a people filled with expectation, preparing the way for that joy. We 
have work to do! 

if the person of Jesus is political 
is there any time of our lives that 

does not belong to the movement? 
 

As we practice this expectant remembering, do not let your hands grow weak. Know that the 
one who is to come into our midst comes for a reason, and that reason gives us a purpose 
to prepare.  
Dear Church, may we use our season of preparation to be more radically hospitable:  
seeking to be more anti-racist, more non-binary and more queer.  
May we seek to learn to love our home, the Earth, with careful, joyful voices that shout her 
beauty.  
May we seek to uplift those who know God, no matter what name they use,  
May we use our resources to always create the warmth of homes instead of the coldness of 
borders,  
shouting, YOU BELONG to ourselves and to each and every face we encounter. 
 
We are here. We have always been here. We have work to do, Church! Now is our time to 
prepare. 
 
 
 

 


