Christmas 2A / Jan. 5, 2014 / John 1:1-18


The town where I grew up had 450 residents—every one of them a character, if you know what I mean.


Clyde Majors was the young Baptist preacher and song leader, who drove the school bus and coached the little league baseball team.  At the start of his preaching career he liked to pound on the pulpit, until my aunt told him one Sunday that the last preacher who did that didn’t last long.  He soon grew wiser.  Miss Willie Evans was an elderly woman who found driving a car a grand adventure.  She loved to make slow, looping u-turns in the middle of the two-lane highway that ran through town.  Townfolk held their breath as they watched.  Hugh Davenport was the postmaster and was rumored to be a Republican, probably the only one in town.  Mr. Davenport let us play baseball in his vacant lot all summer long.  Roy and Mamie Anderson owned one of the two grocery stores in town. The Andersons passed into legend one Halloween night when they served steaming hot chili and cheese dogs to all the trick-or-treaters that came by.  Tina O’Rear played organ at the Lutheran Church for over seventy years and joined the Celestial Organist Guild at the age of 104.  Frances Nelson, my aunt, was church treasurer and Christian education director at the Baptist church.  She also played organ and piano there.  Her favorite mid-morning snack was Dr. Pepper and Fig Newtons.   

The town not only had memorable people it also featured memorable places.  Snuffy’s Bar, for example.  It was in a crumbling stone building that faced the highway.  Several of my relatives spent many an hour drinking at Snuffy’s.  They sat in the glow of neon beer signs and lost all track of time.  Under the cover of darkness, my kinfolks would slip in and extract them.  The town’s cotton gin at harvest time would welcome lines of wagons filled to the brim.  Wagons would pass under a great metal tube that sucked up the loads of cotton.  A domino parlor on the main street was long and narrow, dark and cool.  Even from the sidewalk you could hear the clicking of dominoes being shuffled by old men.  

Yet to my mind, there was no place stranger in that small town than Doc King’s welding shop and no one more amazing and wondrous than Doc King himself.  His shop was along a dirt and gravel alley near the center of town.  The alley was bordered on each side by vacant lots overgrown with small bushes, weeds, vines, and trees.  The shop itself was nothing more than a rickety old two-car garage of wood and tin.  It had a dirt floor and the doors were always open.  On bright summer days it was a place as dark as a cave.  

My uncle would take a piece of broken metal from a lawn mower or tractor or some other implement for Doc King to mend.  Doc stood about six feet tall, and had strong arms, a barrel chest, and an oval face glistening with sweat and soot.  His work clothes were impressive:  a leather apron covered his bib overalls, his shoes were industrial strength, his gloves were like oven mitts, and he had a welder’s visor pushed up on his balding head.  He was a wonder to behold.  To tell you the truth, I thought he looked like God.
I wasn’t allowed to go into the shop, because my uncle said it was too dangerous.  But from outside I watched sparks and flashes of light flying in the darkness.  It looked like lightning on a sticky summer night or Fourth of July fireworks.  
Soon my uncle would emerge carrying the piece that Doc King fixed.  What had been broken was now mended.  Or to say it another way:  Out of the darkness came light; out of brokenness came healing.

Well, I grew up and moved away.  Many years passed and I lost track of Doc King.  But one day I went to visit my grandfather in the nursing home.  And along the hallway I was surprised to see Doc King’s nameplate on a door.  He lived there with his wife.  I went in and introduced myself.  Doc was smaller and frailer, but still smiling.  He couldn’t believe I remembered him.  But, of course, when you’ve seen a glimpse of God, you don’t forget.
In the season of Christmas, we have seen a glimpse of God, thanks to a baby in a manger.  In the season of Epiphany, which begins tomorrow, we will hear stories of this baby Jesus grown up.  He will reveal over and over again the loving heart of God.  

Or to say it another way:  In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.  All things came into being through him, and without him not one thing came into being.  What has come into being in him was life, and that life was the light of all people.  The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.  
In a Bethlehem stable God’s Eternal Word is birthed in the flesh.  This Word lives among us and has pretty much seen it all.  Even death is not foreign to Jesus, even his own death, even our own death.  Stable and manger will lead to Cross and grave.  Cross and grave will lead to resurrection and new life—new life for Jesus and for you and me.  
The Word made flesh is a creating Word.  And by definition Creators create.  They never stop bringing light out of darkness and life out of death.  
This creating Word named Jesus, creates and shapes a world full of characters—characters like Clyde Majors, Willie Evans, Hugh Davenport, Roy and Mamie Anderson, Tina O’ Rear, Frances Nelson, and Doc King.  He creates characters like you and me, too, who, goodness knows, have our own quirks and frailties.  Yet Jesus is still at work, shaping us, loving us.  Whatever the New Year brings, Jesus will be your Savior, creating new life, bringing light and peace even on dark days. 
So take heart.  Jesus has his work clothes on.  He has lightning in his fingertips.  And before he’s finished, light will shine.  Before he’s done, the broken will be mended.  You and I know that this is true.  For we have God’s Creating Word on it.  Amen.   
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