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Today’s chalice lighting was the end of a longer reading from Unitarian 

Universalist religious educator, Sophia Lyon Fahs. It starts:  

 

For so the children come 

No angels herald their beginnings 

No prophets predict their future courses 

No wise men see a star to show 

where to find the babe that will save humankind 

Yet each night a child is born is a holy night. 

Fathers and mothers—sitting beside their children's cribs— 

feel glory in the sight of a new life beginning. 

They ask, "Where and how will this new life end? 

Or will it ever end?" 

 

Melinda, the middle of my three younger sisters, my wife Barbara, and I share a 

birthday: February 24. The first and only time Melinda and Barbara met was at 

my parents’ house. In the morning, Barbara and I had come downstairs “as is” 

with that jump-out-of-bed disheveled look, to find Melinda there. She looked at 

us and said, “I would never come downstairs looking like that. You two must 

really love each other.” Behind her humor was a heartfelt noticing from our 

birthday triplet. There was a presence in that room that has stayed with me.  

 

Tragically, Melinda passed away just a couple of months later. My mother, 

Barbara, and I were with her when she died in a Florida hospital. We left in the 

evening to find a hotel room, exhausted and emotionally drained. It was a busy 

tourist time. We knocked on many doors to find no room at the inns. We weren’t 

even offered the stable. We came to one more inn where with little hope, 

Barbara went in to see if they had a room. She came back with a strange look 

of disbelief and said, “They have one room left. Number 2-24.” 

 

No angel appeared before us, telling us to “fear not,” but in some sense there 

might as well have been. From the mystery of the universe, the appearance of 

room 224 was a reminder of the eternal connection we had to my sister, at a 

time of despair. It did not make everything better or change the reality. Yet, it 

was a light helping to shepherd us through the darkest hour. 

 

I cannot tell you the theological answer to room 2-24 appearing. Some people 

would say it was just a coincidence. Author Milan Kundera encourages us to 

think of coincidences as true to life. He explains: 
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…human lives are composed…like music…Without realizing it, the 

individual composes [their] life according to the laws of beauty even in 

times of greatest distress. It is wrong, then, to chide the novel for being 

fascinated by mysterious coincidences…but it is right to chide [humans] 

for being blind to such coincidences in [their] daily [lives]. For [they] 

thereby deprive [their lives] of a dimension of beauty. 

 

In an age when we think we are supposed to have complete control over our 

lives, it can be difficult to see the beauty in that which is out of our control. In the 

age of great scientific and medical discoveries, we have been developing the 

expectation of mitigating all of life’s risks. Then the pandemic hit. We lost the 

illusion of control and our lives have been completely disrupted. The uncertainty 

and lack of clarity is unnerving and anxiety provoking. 

 

Author Jennifer Smith Miller writes that one of the keys to moving through 

anxious times is to accept the mystery and…”[embrace] what is instead of 

expecting something to occur regurgitated from an old, outdated 

playbook.” She explains, “Synchronous moments — those joyful times in which 

things happen smoothly and beautifully — are when connections are made in 

harmony and beyond explanation or our meddling. These only happen when 

we are present to the moment and flowing with the changes around us and 

within us.”  

 

She explains that when we stop trying to control everything and, instead, 

embrace the mystery and allow our feelings to flow we can begin to take care 

of ourselves.  

 

Jesus’s beginning was in a manger, wrapped in swaddling clothes, surrounded 

by love. We all have our angels, shepherds, and wise people who show up to 

wonder, and to worship with us. Treasure them. Life is finite, but the mysterious 

beauty of our connections never end. Swaddle yourself in that which nurtures 

you during joyful times or in times of greatest distress. Fear not, for beauty will 

comfort and travel with you.  

 

May we all enter into the mystery of the season and carry that holiness with us 

into our reality. 

 


