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Three days ago, we lost one of this centuries greatest teachers. Nelsen Mandela. 

Born into a system of white supremacy, Nelsen Mandela’s leadership eventually 

transformed a nation fraught with anger, bitterness and revenge into a nation 

that sought peace. His influence impacted the world. Responding to the end of 

apartheid, he said, “Never, never and never again shall it be that this beautiful 

land will again experience the oppression of one by another.”  We dream of the 

day that can be true in every land.  

I’m sure that all of us will remember the day that we learned of his death. What 

we were doing, who we were with, how we felt. It is one of those days.  

Let us take a moment of silence now to honor his legacy, a legacy of dignity and 

equality for all people.  And when we are through we will move into a reflection 

on a topic that exemplifies his life. Miracles.  

 

 

Trust in a Miracle. But what is a miracle?  

For UU’s and many others I would venture to say, this is not an easy question.  

Here’s a definition that works for me.   

A miracle is a change in perception that results in hope.  

Hope that comes from the heart. 

This change happens inside of ourselves. Though it often is in response to 

something that happens outside of us, it is the inner change that is the miracle.  

__________ 
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I am a senior in college. I’m in a pretty bad area of New York City, having come 

there for a much awaited interview at a halfway house where I had high hopes of 

beginning my career. It had been quite the experience getting to this point. I 

walked up to the door of the building with black iron gates, barred windows on 

each side. Rang the doorbell and was buzzed in. At the front desk window, in a 

dimly lit and very small entryway, I told the woman that I was there for an 

interview. She nodded, looked at her paper calendar, shook her head and said, 

“He’s not here. (The Executive Director) He went out.”  

“Will he be back soon?” I asked.  

“No. he’s gone for the weekend.”  

My eyes filled with tears. I thanked her and walked back out onto the street. I 

stood there not knowing where to go, what to do. I actually had no idea how I was 

supposed to get back to the train station or even what time the next train was. I 

had been so intent on getting to the interview I hadn’t even thought about those 

things.  

Standing there, the smell of garbage overwhelming, I was devastated, lost.  

A taxi cab pulled up beside me. The driver rolled down his window, and motioned 

me inside.  As I sat in the back seat, he looked at me in the rear view mirror. No, 

he stared at me, squinted his eyes. And then he said, “Honey…it’s going to be 

okay.” With those kind words, the tears that I been holding back flooded down 

my cheeks.  

As he pulled away from the curb, he turned on his radio. Louise Armstrong’s, It’s a 

Wonderful World, began to play and he serenaded me all the way back to the 
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train station. I stepped out of that cab and I knew that everything was going to be 

all right. 

These kind of things happen all of the time. If we are open to them. If our hearts 

make room.  

This time of year is when miracles get a lot of attention, both religiously and 

secularly. There’s the oil that lasted 8 days in the Temple and the story of Mary, a 

young teen woman, pregnant with God’s child, and the child of the 21st century 

who awakens on Christmas morning to resplendent gifts beneath the tree.  

But as religious liberals and people who are awake to the realities of our world, 

we know that there is more to it than that. There are far more children who wake 

up cold, hungry, with no gifts, and no tree. Pregnant teens, more likely to be 

shunned than welcomed. And far too many homes that have no oil to keep the 

inhabitants warm.  

We see people of all ages, consumed by the commercialism of the season. Some 

overly so, but nevertheless hopeful. This gadget, that gift, more, more, more will 

bring them happiness. We may have gone down that road ourselves, we may 

even be walking it now.  

But more likely, we have what Bruce Marshall refers to in his reading, a 

complicated Christmas (“I Wish for You a Complicated Christmas”). A time of 

happiness and pain, gladness and sorrow. The writer goes on to explain that 

complicated is real.  It is also in the complexity that a star appears and shines 

above, “drawing us forward with promises of peace and goodwill”.  
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The star that he refers to is what I would call a miracle. It is that moment when 

despite the complications, we open our hearts and our perception is changed. 

One moment, the decorations on your neighbor’s lawn are gaudy. And the next, 

they are magical. A change in perception, that leads to hope. 

Years ago I decided to keep a miracle journal. I took a little notebook and made a 

commitment that I would capture a miracle every day. For 365 days, I missed only 

a few.  

What an amazing experience.  

It was a challenge at first, and then it became awe inspiring.  

In the beginning I was on the lookout, watching for opportunities to reframe, or 

change my perception. Within a few short weeks, I saw miracles all around me.  

My 2 year old daughter driving me crazy one moment, rounded the hallway 

corner dressed up in my best clothes and most expensive shoes, my pearl 

necklace hanging down to her little feet, lipstick smeared across her face. I could 

see this as one more mess to clean up or experience the miracle of that little girl, 

standing there in front of me, glowing, filled with joy.  

The more that I saw miracles, chose to see miracles, the more natural it became.  

Nelsen Mandela, talks about this phenomena. He said, “There is nothing like 

returning to a place that remains unchanged to find the ways in which you 

yourself have altered.” The place, the outside, is the same. It is inside of you that 

has changed. 

A miracle truly happens inside of us. Have you ever gotten something that you 

really wanted only to find that it didn’t change how you felt? I have.  
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I think that is why so many people have a low after Christmas. We think, we fall 

prey again and again to the belief that this time it will be different. If I just get it 

all right.  If I find the perfect gifts, lose 10 pounds before the party.  

No. All of those things are great. Or may be great. But in and of themselves they 

are nothing. They won’t bring us what we are looking for.  

The miracle occurs when we finally see that we will never get it all right. We do 

have the perfect gift, and our weight is nothing but a number.  

The ability to be open to miracles is miraculous in and of itself. It connects us to 

our highest selves and to our common humanity. And it is contagious. It will 

impact not only you, but everyone in your life. Albert Einstein said that one either 

looks at the world as though everything is a miracle, or nothing is a miracle. He 

himself looked at everything as a miracle.  

Being open to a miracle, allowing your perception to change is a deeply profound 

spiritual experience. Carolyn, Caitlin and I are starting an online Miracle Journal 

on our All Souls Facebook page. We encourage all of you to posts your miracles as 

you experience them. Imagine what fun that will be.  

Let me warn you thought. You cannot force a miracle. You may try to change your 

mind. You may decide to think differently but remember that a miracle is from 

the heart. It doesn’t happen in your head. It is a change in perception that leads 

to hope.  

There is something else about miracles. They will always occur if you are open to 

them. I promise you.  
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So when the nights seems dark, or your fear is the high, and even on the brightest 

days, be on the lookout. Be open to the magic of a miracle.  

When you are standing on your own sidewalk in a grimy part of New York City, 

and we have all stood there. When the person forgets your interview or the door 

closes in your face or the smell of garbage is overwhelming.  Have courage. Hold 

on. Believe and be willing, the miracle is coming.   

Our wish for you this year is a complicated Christmas, filled with miracles. 

Not the Christmases of simple joys and warm memories that we feel obligated to 

strive for, but a season in which there is room for complexities. A season of joy 

that also has room for sadness, because gladness and sorrow take place together. 

It is in this complicated reality that a miracle appears and shines above like a star, 

drawing us forward with promises of peace and goodwill, offering glimpses of the 

path that still lies ahead. 

 

Amen and Blessed Be.  
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