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Allen Pruitt

In the fifteenth year of the reign of Emperor Tiberius,
when Pontius Pilate was governor of Judea,
and Herod was ruler of Galilee,
and his brother Philip ruler of the neighboring region;

during the high priesthood of Annas and Caiaphas,
the word of God came to John

son of Zecharia
in the wilderness.

It happened in a very specific time,
in a very specific place,
with very specific people.

That’s the part I have a hard time with.

Too many details,
and I can get all sideways with God.

If you ask me how the world was made,
I will tell you all about God speaking into the darkness,

how first there was nothing,
just nothing and God,

and then God spoke just a word,
and made all that has ever been.

But if you start trying to tell me that it happened in six days,
and it was 6 or 8 thousand years ago.

That’s where you have lost me.
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The same thing happens when I think about Jesus.
I will talk to you all day long

about how there was this baby king
born in a dirty stable,

and he grew up and told the truth about God. 

People tend to hate the truth
and so they killed him,

but the tomb they laid him in could not hold him,
and life got up and walked out of that grave.

I believe that.
I really do.

But as soon as you start trying to pin me down
about a man born in a certain time,
and that man was the Son of God,
and that man ate food
and he lived
and he made friends
and he died.

Well then that resurrection story
gets an awful lot harder to tell.

I believe it happened;
I really do.

Just don’t make me think too much about it,
or I will start to lose my faith.
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It happened, in a very specific time and place,
to a very specific group of people.

To paraphrase the Cotton Patch gospel,

“Now during the 8th year of Barak as President of the United States,
when Nathan was the governor of Georgia;
while Michael was the Presiding Bishop of the Episcopal Church
and Dr. Ronnie Floyd

was the president of the Southern Baptist Convention,

then the word of God came to Zack’s boy,
John,

down on the farm.”

Imagine,
the Word of God,

coming down in our time.
The Word of God,

having something to say
to a people of a specific time and a specific place.

People with certain problems
that demand difficult solutions.

The Word of God,
as challenging,
as loving,
as demanding,
and as life-giving as always,

born into the world,
spoken out loud

in two thousand and fifteen.

I want to believe that.

I really do.
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I want to believe that there is a Word from God
about our world,
about violence,

never ending violence,
around the world,
across the country,
or down at either end of Greenwood Street.

I want to believe that the Episcopal Church,
that this church

is part of telling the old, old story,
of spreading the Good News,

the Good News that there are always new stories to tell,
new creation to find,
and new life

climbing up out of every tomb.

I want to believe
that when our children come and ask us

if we really believe all of this stuff,
that we will be honest and say to them,

‘I don’t know if I believe it,
but let me tell you about the time I saw it happen.”

I want to believe that there is something bigger than me,
bigger than all of us,

a big love
that chooses to live small,

an unbreakable love
that has chosen to be broken,

and invites the broken to come home.
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I’ve got my Christmas tree up;
if I don’t put it up right after Thanksgiving,

then Christmas just passes me on by.

I need the lights;
I need the ornaments;
I need to sit in the dark

and stare into the light,
or else Christmas will pass me by.

The girls got an ornament a few years ago,
Charlie Brown and his friends,

singing “Hark, the Herald Angels Sing.”

Six or eight times a day
they walk by and wind it up,

“Hark the herald angels sing,
glory to the newborn king.
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled.” 
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I want to believe that.
I really, really do.

“Peace on earth,
mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled.”

I want to believe all of it.

That peace will reign,
that no matter how much we fight peace

and make war
and provide for war,

and no matter how much we aim ourselves at the end of time
and persist in the sins we cannot even fathom,

no matter what,
we will be reconciled to God.

God will come,
God will find us,
God will save us.

I believe that.
I do.

Most all the time,
I believe that.
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It happened once,
in a very specific time,
in a very specific place.

Love came down at Christmas;
God was born into the world.

And that’s a little unbelievable.

But maybe that
is what has to happen.

Maybe it all has to be a little unbelievable,
a goodness as hard to believe

as all the wretchedness
we see sometimes in the world around us.  

W.H. Auden said it this way.
We who must die demand a miracle.
How could the Eternal do a temporal act,
The Infinite become a finite fact?
Nothing can save us that is possible:
We who must die demand a miracle.
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Nothing can save us that is possible.
We reject the miraculous out of hand,

and yet salvation itself is a miracle.

That we can be saved,
that we will be saved,
that we are saved,

that all people EVERYWHERE,
NO MATTER WHAT,

will see the salvation of God.

It’s a miracle.

Can you believe it?


