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Therefore the Lord himself will give you a sign. Look, the young woman is with child and shall 

bear a son, and shall name him Immanuel. 

 

A few weekends ago I went with my family and some friends to see a live performance 

called, “All is Bright.” Incidentally, we were pleased to run into our Deacon David, and his 

husband, David Hardy there that night too. 

The show was really moving.  It was a musical about the unplanned, grassroots, Christmas 

Eve truce in the midst of World War I.  I found the play incredibly convicting. 

In much the same way that I find the Gospel to be incredibly convicting. 

After the show I was talking to my good friend, Courtney: “That was so powerful.  From 

one perspective, it might seem so pointless.  The next day the fighting resumed and the 

war continued for several more years.  But on the other hand, maybe that is how the 

Kingdom of God comes.” 

In breaths and flashes.  A glimpse here, then gone. 

Humble.  Fleeting.  Momentary.  Incomplete. 

Like a 24-hour ceasefire emerging in the midst of ongoing trench warfare.   

Like the cry of a newborn rising from a stable in occupied Palestine.  

If this is the case, if this is the primary way that God’s Kingdom comes on the earth, then it 

fundamentally changes the story I have to believe about my life, and work, and purpose, 

and the story have to I tell about what constitutes faithfulness and success. 

After all, what is faith really about?   Faith is fundamentally about choosing which story 

we’re going to trust to guide and direct and define our life.  And if Christian faith is among 

the contenders, then we have to begin by admitting that the Gospel story is usually in 

direct opposition to most of the other stories that seek dominion over our lives.   

We’re all susceptible, to some extent, to the power of these pervasive, false gospels. 

The Gospel of Jesus Christ is in basic opposition to all our Satanic stories of scarcity: the 

diabolical narratives of “not enough”: not enough resources, not enough time, not enough 

approval, not enough love, not enough attention… 



The Gospel of Jesus Christ is in basic opposition to all our Satanic stories of competition: 

the diabolical narratives of “either/or”, “us/them”, their flourishing means my suffering; 

their plenty means my lack… 

But here’s the one that really gets me:  The Gospel of Jesus Christ is in basic opposition to 

all our Satanic stories of power and performance; independence and efficacy; 

accomplishment and achievement.    

The Tempter easily and continually tricks me into imagining that God’s ultimate call and 

my ultimate purpose in life is to GET ALL THE THINGS DONE and MAKE ALL THE THINGS 

RIGHT...TODAY, if possible, and preferably ALL ALONE.   

The more stressed or anxious I am, the more whole-heartedly I put my trust in these false 

gospels.  Which, at worst is disastrous and destructive, and at best is incredibly annoying. If 

you want some examples, just ask anyone who lives or works with me--ask Fr. Christopher, 

or Deacon David, or my husband, Donnel, or any of my kids.   

Our part in God’s Gospel Story is not about achieving large-scale, whole-cloth, complete 

and immediate transformation, single-handedly. 

While God’s overarching story may very well be the ultimate salvation, reconciliation and 

restoration of all of creation; God’s call to each one of us, in any given moment is a lot 

more modest:  Show up; stay awake, pay attention to those tiny openings where God’s 

Kingdom is ready to break in...notice those moments; say “yes” to those moments;  name 

those moments; remember and  tell the story of those moments… 

I can’t say for sure, but I think it’s worth entertaining the possibility that (unlike JESUS) 

neither you nor I are called to SAVE anyone--not a person, not a country, not a program, 

not an institution, not a family,  not the church, not ourselves, and not the world. Perhaps 

our true call is more modest, more humble:  to say “yes” to the call practice love to the 

best of our ability in each and every moment, in each and every small task that’s set before 

us--and to leave the ultimate outcome of that love to God... 

*For the soldier in the trenches:  perhaps God’s call was not to “Win the War to End All 

Wars”---but only to stop fighting long enough to sing a song, shake a hand, play a game of 

soccer, recognize the humanity of the enemy for one holy night  

* For one young Israelite couple: perhaps God’s call was  not to escape the yoke of the 

oppressive Roman Empire, to find a path to fame or fortune or pave the way for the 

salvation of all people---but only to carry a baby, birth a baby, nurse a baby, name a 

baby;  or only stand by that baby’s mother, no matter what people might say. 

* For Jesus of Nazareth:  perhaps God’s call was not to stamp out Roman tyranny, or 

restore the Davidic Monarchy,  found a new religion, or eradicate all pain and suffering--



but only to offer his last, labored breath, to forgive his enemies as he looked down from 

the cross where they’d hung him to die.   

Therefore the Lord himself will give you a sign. Look, the young woman is with child and shall 

bear a son, and shall name him Immanuel. 

 

If we pay close attention, we’ll notice that the Prophet insists that a young woman is ALREADY 

with child - new life unfolding, unnoticed, unseen - in the midst of a mess God is already at 

work. 

 

Which makes me wonder:  What small sign of the KINGDOM is already gestating within and 

among us?  Within me?  Within you?   What is the imminent inbreaking of God’s kingdom that 

only requires our notice?  Only awaits our assent?  Only demands our obedient response?   

 

The prophet assures us: a woman’s ALREADY pregnant.  A baby IS coming.  God WILL give us a 

sign.  

 

But will the young woman--and will her community-- choose to see in this small, helpless child, 

the sign God has given?  A promise fulfilled?  The presence of God?   

 

Will the mom name the baby - ”too small, too weak”?  Will the crowd call the baby “too little, 

too late.”  

 

Or will they look at the Baby, and gasp in awe at the fragile, miraculous, breathing beauty of 

God’s Presence?  Will they dare to name it Immanuel?    

 

What if the too small, too weak, too little, too late thing that you’re laboring to give birth to 

today? 

Turns out to already be enough? 

What if your “too small, too weak, too little, too late” offering? 

Is no less than God’s fragile, miraculous beauty; the small, squirming, squalling Presence of 

God? 

 

What if you don’t have to DO anything extra this Christmas.  But only say “yes” to the presence 

of God?   

 

Yes, we all long to tell the story of… 

 

...But perhaps our part in that story, today, is only  

 

Curing cancer…To see our patient as more than her symptoms 

Stopping climate change…To walk to church rather than driving the car 

Eradicating addiction…To take a deep breath and not take that next drink 

Ending all violence…To bite our tongue and leave vengeance to God 



Eliminating prejudice...To reach out to someone we don’t understand 

Reforming education…To help just one student learn just one new thing 

Revitalizing the church…To help just one person take just one step closer to God 

Ending a war...shake an enemy’s hand, and sing a song 

Saving the world...name the new baby asleep in our arms 

 

Will we welcome the coming of God among us?   

Even if it’s not as grand or impressive as we wish or expect? 

 

Will we welcome the coming of God among us?   

However small, humble, fleeting, or incomplete?   

 

In the cold muddy trenches. 

In the cold muddy stable. 

In the cold muddy mess of work, church, family, life? 

 

When we’re weary from labor,  

Amidst blood, sweat and tears, 

 

Can we still see God’s coming? 

God’s Kingdom 

God’s Promise 

Will we still name God with us 

Immanuel? 

 

 

 

 

 


