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“I Wonder as I wander…” 

On a night like tonight, when in some sense the hopes and the dreams of 
the year come to a point, we can find ourselves thinking back on the 
course the year takes, and this year, for some reason I’ve found myself 
thinking about that course literally when we think about how each year the 
earth, titled and spinning, makes its 584 million mile journey circling the 
sun; and when we think about, together with the sun, the course that our 
solar system makes around our galaxy; and finally when we think about 
the movement of our galaxy as a whole as it’s still being propelled 
outward on the energy of the Big Bang. When we stop to think about it, 
and when we add it all up, we arrive at this stunning notion that we’re 
always spinning and circling and moving here on earth in at least four 
different ways at once, which maybe accounts for how dizzy and 
confused so many seem to feel these days. How can we be expected to 
know which way to go in life, for example, if we’re already moving in at 
least four different directions at once? 
 
Better, maybe, as we tend to do, to spend our time focusing on the 
smaller realities that we can control, especially this time of year when 
there are so many little and last minute details to try to keep track of, and 
so it’s easier to pull out the phone and look up the recipe, or look for 
directions on the map program, rather than, for example, to try to figure 
out our place and direction by looking out into the dark, impenetrable 
heavens—to “wonder as we wander out under the sky,” as the choir sang 
so beautifully… 
 
And so we spin and we circle through the year, and then we come to a 
night like this—a night when the gift that’s given to us is just this chance 
to slow down for a moment, to catch our breath and to be still, to let the 
world spin without us, and simply to pause and rest in the sheer wonder 
of it… 
 
The wonder tonight of Mary, who wonders why she’s so favored as to 
carry and give birth to something of God here on earth—“to smuggle God 
into the world,” is how one poet puts it, and who charges us to do the 
same—“You can decide,” she writes, [like Mary] “to take part in a plan you 
did not choose, doing things you do not know how to do for reasons you 



don’t entirely understand. You can take part in a thrilling and dangerous 
scheme with no script and no guarantees. You can agree to smuggle God 
into the world inside your own body.” (Barbara Brown Taylor, Gospel 
Medicine)  
 
The wonder also of Joseph, who wonders how he can be helpful; who 
wonders where his family can stay for the night, and later in the story, 
when they are forced to flee to Egypt, who, much like the millions of 
refugees seeking shelter today, wonders who will welcome them, who will 
open the door for them?  
 
The wonder also of the shepherds, camping out in the fields, wondering 
as they wander why they should be the first to hear of this good 
news…wondering, as they run to the manger, whether it can possibly be 
true… 
 
And the wonder, finally, of how we too tonight are invited to join up again 
with the countless many who have come to the manger in this Christmas 
spirit of wonder, as we all pause for a moment tonight, and marvel at the 
greatest wonder of all—that tiniest of human creatures—10 little fingers, 
10 little toes, wispy eyelashes, a tuft of hair—that small helpless creature, 
somehow bundled together with all the immense creativity and mystery of 
this universe...the mystery of heaven and earth, God and human, all 
wrapped up and lying in a manger, because, as we read, there was no 
room in the inn.  
 
For really, in the end, how could such wonder ever be contained?  
 
 
 
	  


