In Starlight
Matthew 2: 1-12
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They’d followed the star, these wise men, though surely never in their wildest flights of fancy had they imagined themselves taking such a journey, or perhaps taking any journey at all.  They’d been settled into their lives, these watchers of the night time stars, watching for divine signs, yes, but probably not anticipating an event which would become one of those milestone moments we human beings experience, later to think of our lives as either “before” or “after.”  We can imagine the “before” of these star-watchers, their lives settled and really quite sedentary, each night sitting still, watching the quiet heavens.  And perhaps, at first, when first this new star appeared, they remained sitting still, noticing the star, of course, a phenomenon amazing to wonder about, to interpret and debate maybe, certainly a beautiful brilliance to behold, yet finally a brilliance which would recede into memory, something beautiful to remember while on ordinary nights sitting still to watch ordinary stars.  But there was something compelling about this one particular star, like an irresistible beckoning, and the sitting still ended.

The before of their living ended, as they stepped into the starlight, and their journey began, following the starlit path, detouring a bit through Herod’s palace, at last to reach a house in Bethlehem.  And there they saw the baby Jesus, but oh it must have been a seeing which involved more than their eyes.  It must have been the kind of seeing which opens the human mind, stretches the human mind beyond human knowledge, even beyond the boundaries of a mortal’s imagination, and the mind shouts out, “I see!  I see!  This, this is the meaning of our journey; this, this is what it means to be alive and beloved in the glory of God!”  Yet, not just the mind seeing, but also the heart – the seeing of the wise men, it must have been the kind of seeing which lifts the human heart, lifts the heavy human heart, heals the heart once broken, transforming tears of sorrow into the wonderful weeping of joy, the kind of seeing which lifts the human heart to the mountain top to shout out, “I see!  I see!  Once I was blind, but now I see.  This, this is the answer to the human heart’s questions and most profound longings!”
And, with that kind of seeing, with mind and heart together joined in wonder, in awe, in delight in the light of the star, the human soul finds its voice, its song:  “This, this is Christ the King, whom shepherds guard and angels sing; haste, haste to bring Him laud, the Babe, the Son of Mary!
They saw the baby Jesus.  And, with that kind of seeing, there is within the human being no internal debate over how to respond, what to do next.  You fall to your knees, and from deep within you comes this urgency to give yourself – all that you are, all that you have – to be placed in the cradle of holiness.  “This, this is Christ, the King…” 

And so, after they had opened their treasure chests and offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh, the wise men decided to stay in Bethlehem.  In Bethlehem, they would live.  In Nazareth, they would live.  On the banks of the Jordan River, they would abide, and through villages, and across great wilderness places, and along lake shores, and up on mountain slopes, and along the road to Jerusalem, and in the Garden of Gethsemane, and in the place of the empty tomb, and along the gospel road beyond, they would live, the wise men and their children and their children’s children, following the way of Jesus to live in starlight, ever singing the starlit song, “This, this is Christ, the King...”
But, wait, you say, they didn’t stay there.  They left.  They went back to that far, far away land and life from which they’d come.  Yes, but why did they leave?  The warning they received from God in a dream:  it wasn’t against staying, was it?  It was against returning to Herod.  So, why did they leave?
Pressing concerns back at home, lots and lots of stars that still needed watching, work to do, money to make, problems to solve, wars to fight, busy schedules to keep – “I’m late, I’m late, I’m late for a very important date”?  Or perhaps it was the lure of comfort, the comfort of the old and familiar back at home, where you know the lay of the land, and the language of that land’s life, where you already know where the Herods live and pretty much how to avoid them?  Maybe; who knows why they left?  All I can say is that I like my story better, that they stayed to live in starlight, to become part of the wonder, part of the divine work, to walk the walk with Christ, in Christ to live the Way of Jesus.
I guess it’s that wishful part of Ilene Dunn, wishing that for us, wishing we’d stay in the starlight, abide in the starlight, wishing we’d dwell in what we’ve seen.  You know, each of us has seen something, something which opened our minds and lifted our hearts, something we saw on mountain tops but also in dark valleys, a bit of that same star shining, a bit of that same song singing from our own souls – “This, this is Christ the King, whom shepherds guard and angels sing!”  We’ve seen something, you and I; if we hadn’t, we wouldn’t be here today.  There are plenty of other ways to spend a Sunday morning.

We’ve seen, but then, we leave.  Well, of course we leave this particular place, literally speaking.  But we leave in other ways, too, to go back to that far, far away place and life from whence we’ve come, where lit up computer screens, and traffic lights, and blinking neon signs claim our attention, and the bedazzling lure of power, and the bedazzling stuff that money can buy claims the right to guide our lives, to forget the light of the star.
I wish for us a different life story.  As this new year begins, as each new day dawns, as the feeding of today’s table nurtures us into tomorrow’s journey, I wish for us whole life, abundant life, staying, abiding, in starlight.
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