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		LIGHT FALL

John the Baptist woke up Sunday Morning.
It was Advent again.  That time of the year.
He staggered and bumped his way to the bathroom, looked in the mirror at the train wreck of a wild man.
He tried to tidy up a little, then he remembered how St. Jerome had called him a “Shaggy man.”  Then he laughed, gave up on the hopeless project and moved on to the business at hand.

He walked out to the back yard and pulled out the old rototiller, again.  He could still see where he had made straight the way of the Lord last Advent.  Things had slowly grown back over the past year, all the fences had been patched up where he had plowed on through.  The neighbors were still grumbling about all the disruption.  He smiled at that.

He checked the gas and oil of the rototiller.
Funny how the old Briggs and Stratton engines lasted forever, they only got rustier and louder and harder to start. 

He yanked the rope of the starter.  The engine coughed a couple of times and died.  Then he began pulling on that thing over, over again only getting thick smoke and explosive chokes, and dying gasps.  He pulled and pulled and yanked and yanked until he started seeing red and getting dizzy.
He had to sit down and rest.  It was much easier when he had an old mule.

As he was resting he saw a Christmas parade float wander down the street.  It was a pizza float, with the three wise men bringing offerings of gold, frankincense and pepperoni pizza.  He watched the float go down the street.  He was thinking about being that voice crying out to make straight the way of the Lord when he got an idea.  This would be the best Advent ever!

He got up and walked down the street following in the direction of the Christmas parade float.  Eventually he found where all the parade floats and marching bands and hejaz go carts were massing for their assault on main street.

He began yelling out loud to “make straight the way of the Lord”, but there was too much noise and chaos for even John to be heard.  Eventually a man in a Santa Claus suit came up and told John that he thought his float was toward the beginning of the parade, the Pentecostals had a big float and were probably looking for him.

So John worked his way through the crowd got turned around, and eventually he found his way to front of the parade to where to Rotarians had an impressive float with all the officers sitting on top with banners of the four way test and getting big bags of candy ready to throw out to the hungry masses.

The drivers seat was empty.  So John climbed in, started the engine and started driving and the whole parade followed.
They went slowly down main street, John waving with one hand and saying to make straight the way of the Lord, the Rotarians throwing candy, the Hejaz go carts zooming figure eights, the wise man wiggling the pizza box,  the marching bands marching, the floats floating, and jolly ole saint Nick there at the end.

After a while John took a detour down a side street, the whole parade followed, and they headed out into the country.  All the spectators saw the parade change course so they grabbed up their lawn chairs and strollers and coolers and followed on behind.

Eventually they reached a large pasture about the time it was getting dark.
John just sat there looking ahead into the night sky.  Pretty soon the whole parade and all the town folks were looking up into the sky as well wandering what it was they were all looking for.    
About the time that the candy gave out, someone leaned over and asked John, what are we looking for?

John’s eyes never left the sky, and he said, “The light.  Here it comes.”
True enough the sky began to glow as a great light came to earth, uncreated light itself, without source or origin, light that was not from anything because it was light itself.”

John whispered in the glory, “Make straight the way…”
John came to testify to the light.
A wild man, a shaggy man, a man from the fringe, out on the edge of things, disrupting, hijacking our parade and leading us into a quiet place where we can wait and see, where we can hear the longing in our own hearts.

It is easy to miss the cosmic drama amidst all the Christmas cheer and rush, all the cheep sentiments of candy canes and the cuddly baby Jesus.

But John is telling us something that is not cute or sentimental.
God is plummeting to earth, like a solar flare God is descending into creation.  Can creation withstand the trauma?  Will God die or become somehow diminished?  What are the consequences when the light that is life itself, that made all things and sustains all things, what happens when that light collides with our creaturely frailty?

We have all heard of the fall of Adam, the fall of humanity from grace.
But what does it mean when God falls into Adam?  When grace falls into our confused and failing humanity?

What kind of parade is this?
John tells us to get ready.
Get ready to see God in the train wreck that we find in the mirror.
