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Allen Pruitt

The wisemen might perhaps be the most amazing of all.

Believing all this stuff
and actually doing something about it,

with precious little in the way of proof.

Mary had an angel,
and then she had a baby!

The shepherds have seen angels,
have been directed by a heavenly voice,

and went quickly to see the infant,
lying in a manger,
wrapped in swaddling clothes.

The wisemen,
the three eastern kings,

they follow only a star.

They follow a star over field and fountain,
moor and mountain,
traversing far.

Very far.

What on earth could keep them going?
How in the world

could they find themselves
so long away from the comforts of the familiar,

and still press ever onward?

We might ask ourselves this very same question.
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So far from the event;
so distant from that birth.

I mean it happened more than week ago.
Aren’t we ready to put Christmas behind us?

It happened 2,000 years ago.
What on earth brings us to this place,

traveling so far down the road of history,
so far from the dusty streets of Bethlehem,
or the beaches of Galilee,
or the authority of Jerusalem?

We are nowhere near those places,
in time,
in space;

what brings us to worship
in a little neo-gothic church
with the best stained-glass in all of Christendom?

Those wisemen left so much behind,
comforts and wives and position and privilege.

They traveled so far,
to meet the child,
to offer gifts,
and then went on their way.

Why?
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W.H. Auden, in his Christmas poem
offers this little story of the Star and the Wisemen.

We hear first the voice of the star

Beware.  All those who follow me are led
Onto that Glassy Mountain where are no
Footholds for logic, to that Bridge of Dread
Where knowledge but increases vertigo:
Those who pursue me take a twisting lane
To find themselves immediately alone
With savage water or unfeeling stone,
In labyrinths where they must entertain
Confusion, cripples, tigers, thunder, pain.

And then the wisemen in reply,

She is just as big a liar, in fact, as we are.
To discover how to be truthful now
Is the reason I follow this star.

We anticipate or remember but never are.
To discover how to be living now
Is the reason I follow this star.

And I learned why the learned are as despised as they are.
To discover how to be loving now
Is the reason I follow this star.

At least we know for certain that we are three old sinners,
That this journey is much too long, that we want our dinners,

And miss our wives, our books, our dogs,

But have only the vaguest idea why we are what we are.
To discover how to be human now
Is the reason we follow this star.
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Why?
Why?
What brings us here?
What do we have in common with those wisemen,

traversing so far?

Far down the centuries,
far down the road,
far toward the mystery?

“To discover how to be human now,
is the reason we follow this star.”

We come here to discover,
to be reminded,

how to be human.

To reconnect with that
which made us human in the first place:

the love who made everything,
the savior who resurrects everything,
the God who waits at the end of it all.

To remember what it means,
to be a child of God.

And like the wisemen,
to remember what it means

to be surrounded by all the children of God.
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On a January morning,
not too long after Christmas,
and just two days since New Year’s,

we are here.

52 Sundays a year,
somebody is here,

breaking bread,
blessing wine,
telling the story,
trying to remember what it looks like,

to be made in the image of God.

Those wisemen came,
following a star.

They went and met the king,
and then they found what they were looking for.

They offered their gifts
and they knew that now,

nothing would ever be the same.

And the story tells us that
“they went home by another way.”

They found a new way home.
They went home,

new.
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52 Sundays a year,
for all of your life long.

If you come just once,
and you listen close,

you know that nothing will ever be the same.

And then,
you’ll go home by another way.

You will leave
and you will find a new way home.

God will lead you home,
made new.


