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If you’ve ever wondered what clergy talk about when no one else is around, let me tell you, it’s really 
not all that interesting. A colleague of mine and I have been debating for a few months now which of the two 
major holidays in the church is the most important: Christmas or Easter. This is one of those arguments that, in 
the grand scheme of things, doesn’t really matter. In other words, it’s the perfect thing to keep clergy busy.  

Anyway, my argument goes like this: I’m an Easter is Number 1 kinda guy. Sure, Jesus got born, but 
everyone does that, everyone gets born. Jesus dies and comes back to life, a feat most of us don’t achieve with 
great frequency. On top of all that, in the process, Jesus takes on our sins and frees us from their constraints. 
Easter’s a pretty big deal.  

Her argument is a bit more pro-Christmas. Sure, everyone gets born, but not every god gets born. When 
Jesus enters the world, the stage is set for all those miracles and healing and, yes, even the events of Easter. 
There’s no resurrection without death, but there’s no death without life. Christmas is a pretty big deal.  

We go back and forth on this more than I’m proud to admit. Now, I don’t want to give the impression 
that she’s anti-Easter or that I’m anti-Christmas, not at all. I love this time of year, and I’m all for Jesus entering 
our world. But this year has been different. See, this has been a crazy year. It’s been busy, sure, but that’s 
nothing new. St. Thomas’ has grown and shifted and lost. My own family has grown and shifted and lost. And 
suddenly it was Thanksgiving and even more suddenly, it was December. And long before I was ready, 
Christmas tunes played through radios and lights hung from village lamp posts.  

While I was busy debating Christmas, the darn thing actually showed up, and I wasn’t ready. Even this 
morning, while we take this quiet moment to pause in the middle of the whirlwind, I’m still not sure if I’m 
ready. See, Christmas this year is a real surprise for me. Much like the actual birth of a child, I knew it was 
coming soon, even had a due date, but now that the time’s actually here, I can’t believe it’s happening! All the 
rushing and waiting and planning and waiting and debating and waiting, got us here, so now what?  

This is the first year Christmas has popped up like a jack-in-the-box for me, the first time the season has 
caught me so off guard. And I think that’s a great point in my debating partner’s favor. See, I’m a planner, and 
I’m pretty organized at that. But the surprise of Christmas has thrown all that out, my own overly-confident self 
set aside as the Christ Child arrives. I can’t be proud of getting Christmas here, because this year it came 
without me, and it would’ve come regardless of how ready I’d been.  

Maybe that Christmas idea, that Christ breaks into the world even when we’re not ready, maybe that 
stretches beyond the end of December. Maybe there’s a little bit of Christmas waiting to surprise us all the time, 
ready or not. Truth be told, that makes me a little nervous. Like, when I know my mother’s coming to visit, I 
clean the house to her demanding standards, scrubbing everything from the baseboards to the cracks in the 
ceiling. Even when I know she’s coming and I know I’ve gotten the house spotless, I’m still anxious when she 
first walks in. All the more so when her visit is a surprise and the call comes from ten minutes out! And all the 
more so still when the surprise visit is from my lord and savior. Maybe there’s still some scuff marks on the 
baseboards, and maybe there’s more than a couple of neglected cobwebs over head. Mom doesn’t care, she just 
wants to see me and hug my neck and maybe rib me about the shape the house is in, but she’ll still sit and laugh 
and love. And Jesus doesn’t care either. He’s happy to surprise, happy to sit and laugh and love. Happy to be 
here. Merry Christmas! 
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