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 “Where?” the Magi asked Herod.  “We noticed, we wondered, we talked, 

we packed our bags, and we have come so far.” 

 Notice the wise ones didn’t have all the answers.  They didn’t exactly 

know where they were going before they set out, but they knew the direction.  

“That way, towards the light that shines in the darkest night.” 

 Had they waited until they were certain, until every step was known, they 

might never have gotten started.   

 They found Jesus as they followed what caught their curiosity, what 

their minds studied, and what their hearts wondered. 

Could this also an invitation to us?  I like feeling certain, sure, and 

settled, but wonder moves me towards wider openness, imagination, and 

understanding.  Years ago, a friend shared this beautiful meditation with me. 

I Wonder . . .  
 
I wonder what the Creator was feeling as the Spirit moved over the murky abyss 
and brought forth light . . . 
(pause) 
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I wonder what the Creator imagined as the earth people, brought forth out of 
dust, took a breath . . . 
(pause) 
 
I wonder what Yahweh dreamed when the prophets Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, 
Micah, Amos, Joel and Jonah spoke truth to power and called the people back to 
relationship  . . . 
 
I wonder what the Holy One envisioned when love was birthed into the world in 
the form of a vulnerable babe, born where animals slept . . .  
 

I wonder what the God of Love envisions in a new heaven and a new earth . . .  
 
 To grow in wisdom is to widen wonder 

And ponder these things in our hearts . . . 
 

And had the wise ones obeyed without question what they were 

commanded by Herod, they would have returned and told him the exact 

location of the child.  But heeding the warning in their dream, they returned 

home by another way.  And listening to the voice in his dream, Joseph woke 

Mary and Jesus, and into the night they ran.  Herod was frightened of who he 

could not control, and certain he could violently erase them.  In this story, God 

moved through those who listened to nudges, walked in the dark, and aided 

weary refugees. 

 One thing I have often anxiously searched for is a sermon.  The space 

between knowing I am going to preach, and not yet having something written, 

scares me.  In fact, I told God early on that I would do anything but preach 

because of this.  What I have found in these twenty some years is that 

preaching is not about having it all figured out.  The journey happens in the 

space when I do not know the way and seek diligently.  The insights come as I 
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wonder about the text and what is underneath it and between the lines, what 

catches my attention, and listen to what others say in prayerful reflection.  

Sometimes I wrestle with a text and get nowhere, only to wake from my sleep, 

with an epiphany.  And any scrap paper near me gets filled with thoughts when 

I am busy doing something else, so that I can remember them later.  The 

sermon’s becoming is a holy journey.   

 And when it is time to write, I sit down with my manilla folder full of 

notes written on all sizes of paper.  I turn on the music that I pray with and 

light a candle. And the word or the phrase I hear most clearly, I put into the 

center of a large piece of newsprint with colored markers.  And from the center, 

I draw what radiates.   And somewhere in the corner I often write a prayer, 

“God help me. I don’t have this figured out.”   

          My sermons for you recently filled an entire pad of newsprint.  I share 

some of these core words . . .  

 Expansive love 

 Great joy 

 We are witnesses 

 Scattering seeds 

 Be nourished deeply 

 Growing in wisdom 

 Glimpsing the kingdom 

 Call of the beloved 

 Prophetic abundance 

 Reconciliation 

 Transformed 

 Hope can’t wait 

 Radiate Light 

 
 Decades ago, your former pastor, Larry Farris introduced me to the 

practice of giving and receiving words on Epiphany.  These words are to be like 
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the star that the magi followed, ‘star words.’  Years ago, I shared epiphany 

words with you, and I tucked the leftovers into my desk.  Slowly I gave them 

away as blessings.  As I search for other things, sometimes they fall into my 

sight.  They are gifts to be pondered over and prayed with and listened to.  This 

year in the Advent bags, we included star words.  Perhaps you could find yours 

if you still have your bag. My word is ‘seek.’  If you don’t have a star word at 

home, you could make one.  For example, you could write down the themes of 

the Advent candles: hope, peace, joy, and love on papers, and draw one to use. 

You could write down some of the words I shared from my ponderings, and you 

could listen yourself for a guiding star word.    

 That space of the unknowing is also the holy space of becoming.  

Perhaps the map appears in the moving.  After the magi heard the King and set 

out, the guiding star reappeared.  The star went ahead of them and stopped 

over the place where the child was.  And when they saw the star had led them 

to Jesus, they were overjoyed. 

  

I close with lines from Sarah Are who wrote our Advent poetry and liturgy: 

 
Here in this season of Christmas 
We speak of love.  

We speak of joy.  
We speak of candlelight, and fireside.  

We speak of dreams being fulfilled.  
We speak of “glorias” and angel choruses.  
We speak the words, “Do not be afraid.”  

We are called to speak, for the world needs a light.  
A light shines in the darkness, and the darkness does not overcome it.  
Let us listen and wonder. Then, let us speak.  Ameni 

 
And I will add, 
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May the star guide us to Jesus.   
May the living Word take flesh and radiate in us.  Amen 

 
 

 
 
 

                                                           
i
 Prayer by Sarah Are | A Sanctified Art LLC | sanctifiedart.org, Those Who Dream, Advent Words for Worship, 
2020. 


