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In the season of Advent, glory hallelujah, we rejoice, we make way, make way, for the coming of the ….baby. 

Do you think it was an accident that at this time of year, not in one religion, but in many, God came to earth as a baby?  It’s not the only way. Once God sprang, fully formed, from the head of Zeus in the form of the Goddess Athena, goddess of wisdom and of war – complete and beautiful, graceful and powerful. It’s God, after all, She gets to make her own rules.  But, a baby….In ancient Christianity, in Egypt, in the Celtic Pagan ways…a baby. 

Babies spit up a lot. And, if there’s one thing I know for certain in this life it’s that baby boys will pee on you before they are done being baby boys…. 

Rejoice, rejoice, make way for the coming of the…baby. 

The season of Advent is a season of anticipation. 
To understand it, you have to think about the fulfillment of your deepest longings. It will not do to think about things you longed for, but in the end never got.  We all have the longing and the disappointment – some of the disappointments smaller, some great; holidays that turned into family strife, love that was not returned, a gift that was the wrong gift, at the wrong time, in the wrong color….No, to know Advent, you must meditate on that moment when you got everything you ever asked for, signed, sealed and delivered, moments when you cried for joy because your heart and soul were sure that you are the beloved of the universe, most favored of the human race. 

Nothing is more anticipated than a child who was planned for, conceived in love, in longing…When you think about how you waited for that baby – your own baby, your grandbaby, your sister or brother’s baby, your baby brother or sister, you think about what you wouldn’t have done to get to that baby the moment he or she was born, to grasp the perfect fingers and check all those perfect toes, the smell, the skin, the warmth, the wanting, the joy. Hold that thought, and you are in the season of Advent. 

The season of Advent is a season of preparation. 

And when you are filled with that sense of anticipation – longing for what you have always wanted, sure that you will be in every way fulfilled, you will make your preparations. They will come naturally. Clutter will fall away and you will throw it out. You’ll want to be clean, inside and out. You will cook and sweep and straighten and fold and tuck and sew and hammer and smooth, and soothe…you want to be calm, receptive, open, willing to receive. 

In a pregnant mother they call it “nesting”. It has nothing to do with how domestic we are, and it does not just strike the mother. If what you anticipate is a baby, everyone waiting for the baby will make something, buy something, fix something. Even the family dog will change. And toward the end, especially for the mother, preparation becomes an art, becomes a religion, a way to make sense of it all, a place to put an amount of anticipation and longing and fear and joy that’s too big to hold. You don’t sew and you’re up sewing pink and blue pillows at midnight…tuck, fold, straighten, smooth, soothe, soothe. 

  

The season of Advent is a season of hope. 

So many of us are taught that if we are fulfilled we are selfish, or else, if we are happy, something bad will happen, or, if we have everything we want it will be taken away. We are taught that there is a divine jealousy in the world, waiting to catch us unawares, we take in the message that to have everything is to invite disaster….But we know this is untrue. We feel compelled to pursue a different message, we cannot stop wanting what we want, wanting things to be different, hoping against hope that what we do and say and who we are, and what we create will be life-giving, life-fulfilling, that we can do what we do well, and with love, and that those efforts will ripple and widen and break open old patterns and heal the world  - our family systems, our broken society, the hurt in the international community. 

The Hebrews needed a Messiah, a son of David, a king, a warrior of old. They got a baby.  Who in their right minds brings a baby into this world? We’ve all heard someone say that. Helpless, needy, vulnerable in every way. In need of protection, not offering it.  …Perfect, loveable, bringer of joy, the incarnation of love, the proof that the family will live and grow down through the ages.  A warrior can fight, but the thought of a baby, the face of a baby, that makes people hope. The baby is not strong, but it makes everyone around it stronger, braver, more protective, more loving, more gentle. The baby turns everyone’s eyes and hearts and minds toward the future. The warrior is death, and the baby life.  For millennia we’ve chosen one, when we really wanted the other….. 

You have both inside of you……. 

God came, once, as a helpless infant, the most anticipated of all the things we humans anticipate, the most wanted, most loved, most hoped for, the addition to our lives that requires the most preparation. God came, once, in this embodied human form we love and struggle with, took on our senses, our passions, our vulnerabilities. Was made of dust and to dust God was willing to return….To give us hope, to show us a way into ourselves, to show us a way out. If you want to know the truth about God, if there is such a thing, anticipate the coming of a wanted child. And that is all of these children in the sanctuary this morning, no matter where they came from, or where they’re going, and that is you, no matter where you grew up, and what was said to you.  You are the longing and the fulfillment, you are the love song to and from your own soul. Sing it, and know the season of Advent. Rejoice, rejoice.
