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People love to tell you, when you're expecting your first child, all about how much 

becoming a parent is going to change you.  About how your world is going to turn upside 

down, and you're never going to be the same again.   

 

But I found that, in some real sense, I changed far more, and learned far more (about myself 

and about God), with the birth of my second (and then subsequently my 3rd) children, than 

with the birth of my first.  After Alex (my first child) was born, it was hard for me to 

imagine how the birth of a second (never mind a third!) child could possibly be as 

miraculous as the birth of a first.  When I was pregnant with Johanna (my second child), my 

little sister Katie (who did not yet have children of her own) admitted to me that, even as 

an aunt, she shared my concern.  “Sylvia,” she confided, “I'm a little worried because I can't 

imagine how I could love another baby as much as I love Alex!  I don't know if I have that 

much love!”   

 

With my first child, I was predictably (if somewhat absurdly) in awe.  She can smile!  She 

can gurgle!  Oh my gosh, she can roll over!  She's a genius!  With our second, I expected to 

be a little less awestruck.  So, she can sit up.  Big deal; her big sister can do cartwheels.  But 

it wasn't like that at all.  I was surprised to discover just as much awe and delight in my 

younger daughter as she learned to smile, to sit, to speak.  The miracles, I discovered, just 

multiply.  The love just multiplies, too (which my sister, who is herself a second child, was 

relieved to discover). 

 

Today is only fifth day of Christmas.  For the past five days, at least, we have been steeped 

in the story of the miraculous birth of Jesus.  This child, who was born, not of the will of the 

flesh, or the will of man, but of God.  This child whose birth made angels sing, and 

shepherds dance, and magi change their course to follow a star halfway across the 

world.  This child whose birth brought joy to the world, and peace to God's people on earth.  

This child whose birth made heaven and nature sing. 

 

But we miss out on the full extent of the miracle of the Christmas season if we think the 

miracle stops with the birth of a single baby in Bethlehem.   

 

And the Word became flesh and lived among us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a 

father's only son, full of grace and truth, John writes. 

 

When John writes of the “Father's only son”, the Greek word he uses is monogenes.  Which 

doesn't signify “only” so much as it signifies “unique” or “one-of-a-kind”.   

 

And the Word became flesh and lived among us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a 

father's one-of-a-kind son, full of grace and truth. 

 



Any parent will tell you that every child is “one of a kind”.  Despite the birth of a not just 

one, but eventually two younger siblings, Alex remains “monogenes”--completely unique 

and completely irreplaceable—but she is no longer my only child.   

 

I don't want us to make too little of the “one of a kind-ness” of Jesus; the child of God so 

close to the Father's heart that he reveals to us the very face of God.  But neither do I want 

us to make too much of it.  Because if we make too much of the “one of a kind-ness” of Jesus 

we risk missing an important point in today's Gospel, and we fall short of embracing the full 

miracle of Christmas. 

 

John tells us that “To all who received Jesus, he gave power to become children of God... born 

not of the will of the flesh or of the will of man, but of God.”   

 

That strange story of a child conceived and birthed through the mysterious cooperation of 

divine and human forces; that story doesn't just belong to Jesus.  That can be our story, 

too.   

 

Today we are not just celebrating the mystery of Jesus' birth.  We are celebrating the 

mysterious possibility of our own birth as children of God.  

 

You and I have been given the power to become the younger siblings of Jesus, God's first-

born child.  Like younger siblings, who ceaselessly watch and imitate an older sibling, we 

keep our eyes fixed on Jesus, and do our best to imitate him.  And just as I delight in Lucia 

and Johanna (no less than I delight in Alex), so God delights in us.  God isn't disappointed 

that we fall short of Jesus' example, like, “What's the big deal?  You helped a stranger? Your 

big brother raises the dead.”  God delights in every awkward, stumbling, bumbling baby 

step we take, as we grow up as children of God.   

 

If we dare to accept it, our birth as the children of God will make angels sing, and peasants 

dance, and wise people change their course.  Our birth as the children of God will bring joy 

to the world and peace to God's people on earth.  Our birth as children of God will make 

heaven and nature sing. 

 

The miracle of Christmas began with the birth of child in Bethlehem, and it continues today 

with our ongoing rebirth as children of God.    

 

In the seven remaining days of this Christmas season - as we pass from the old into a New 

Year - I invite you to meditate on this mystery.  What does it mean for you to be born a 

beloved, one-of-a-kind child of God, in this world, in this time, in this place?  How is your 

birth bringing joy to the world?   

 

Today’s Gospel opens with these three little words: “In the beginning…” 

 

The three little words that open John’s Gospel  

Are the words that signal the birth of Creation the very same words that open the very first 

book of the entire Bible.   



It all begins, “In the beginning...” 

 

Genesis begins:   

In the beginning when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void 

and darkness covered the face of the deep...Then God said, ‘Let there be light’; and there was 

light. (Genesis 1) 

 

John begins:   

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. ... What 

has come into being in him was life, and the life was the light of all people. The light shines in 

the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it... (John 1)  

  

Wherever the Eternal God chooses to dwell-- within us, among us, before and beyond us-- 

 

A New Creation is being breathed into existence.  

 

Wherever the Eternal God chooses to dwell-within us, among us, before and beyond us. 

 

Life and light emanate forth from the deepest darkness. 

 

Wherever the Eternal God chooses to dwell-- within us, among us, before and beyond us. 

 

God’s holy, beloved, one-of-a-kind child is being born of human flesh and blood revealing 

God’s grace and truth. 

 

Wherever the Eternal God chooses to dwell. 

 

Our family is growing. 

Our Love is multiplying. 

and Jesus, the firstborn, is there with us, paving the way. 

 

This Christmas Season and in the New Year to come: 

May it be so in your life 

May it be so in our Church 

May it be so on this Earth 

Amen.  And Amen.   

  

 

 

 

 


