
The Star.

Good Morning.

We are almost there.  Nearly all that is left of Christmas is the clearing up.  It really is over so we 
can put everything away for another year even though, in the overshadowing of COVID-19, this has 
been the strangest Christmas many of us have experienced.  With the prospect of vaccination as a 
way to control this wretched disease we see this new year with more hope.  Yet you feel perhaps a 
little dull, tired, fed up (literally), and in the end you conclude Christmas is a lot of fuss about a very 
little.

That is how some people see Christmas - the first Christmas that is.  A brief episode fading down 
the centuries of time.  It never happened; just like Father Christmas really; a dream, a fantasy; it 
belongs with every other fantasy.  You can see what the world thinks when you watch TV over 
Christmas.  The Birth of Jesus is one fantasy among many.  Some may remember not so long ago 
that no Christmas could pass without a showing of a very tired and old Wizard of Oz: package that 
up with Father Christmas, elves and reindeer, chimneys, and mince pies.  No wonder we have 
difficulty in believing or in applying critical judgement to the events in Bethlehem so long ago.

Christmas stretches the imagination, there's no doubt about that and now we add to it the 
account of the wise men and a star, which yet again sheds its light precisely on one stable, in one 
town, in Roman occupied Palestine.

Take that star for instance.  You cannot ignore it.  It is there in the story and we shall have to work 
our way round it.  And, I continue one of my father’s King-Canute-like campaigns, along with 
holding on to Mothering Sunday and not Mother’s Day, of separating the Kings from the Shepherds.   
Like my father’s experience, this comes from the many encounters of Kings and Shepherds fighting 
to get centre stage in schools and churches in the weeks before Christmas.

But enough of that.  I do not really believe in stars that shine exclusively on single places.  I do not 
suppose God needs to use such devices; so once again the question is not what happened but what 
does it mean.  St Matthew tells us that wise-men (often called Magi, astrologers, some say they were 
Kings) came, saying they had seen his star in the East.  

Did Christ have a Star?  It is possible, just possible but you must juggle with dates and times.   
Halley's comet was seen around in 11 BC.  There was a rare conjunction of Saturn and Jupiter 
which the astronomer Kepler said appeared in 7BC - and only last week this same phenomenon 
was seen in our night sky.  But, whatever it was, and whatever it did, I will tell you, what it did not 
do.  It did not stop over the place where the child lay.  The light from any star would have had to 
leave its source millions of light years away, and millions of years before, and it stretches the mind 
too much, and credibility to breaking point, to ask you to believe that both for shepherds and wise-
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men, a single star shines with a single light, on a single place.  I do not want you to mishear me; I do 
believe in the star for what it means.  St Matthew used an historical event to teach us that Christ is 
the star, the Light of the World - our Earth - our Home - and the star still shines bright.  What can that 
mean?

Christ's birth can infuriate.  It can infuriate me because of all that has become of Christmas and I 
am caught up in it as much as any.  It infuriates many who know little and care less about 
Christmas.  'I've got this Christmas card sir, but its religious, so you probably won't want that' said 
one shop assistant.  Remember that it infuriated Herod, the ruler of the land.  You cannot avoid him 
– Herod is mentioned six times in the gospel account.  The star, turned Herod into the enemy, and 
the ancient superstitious world - not unlike our own - took their horoscopes very seriously.  

Everyone born had a star - your star determined your future and these Wise-men said Christ's 
star made him a King.  This infuriated Herod; it was threatening; no child would rule him; children 
grow and pose a greater threat.  Better, then, to kill the child now, far better never to let the dream 
become real.  Many today agree; they say the Church should not be involved in politics; have they 
never read the Christmas story?  Christ will not grow to be man for them: he will be the child of 
Christmas; they will put him away afterwards until next Christmas.  Many will not wish Christ to 
have part in the Life-that-is-Good we want.  Often, they confuse the ‘Good Life’ with Life that is 
Good.

Herod was moved to fury; the Wise-men to worship.  They rejoiced with great joy; worship should 
be filled with joy; they offered gifts: Gold, rare and a precious metal; Incense, to rise to heaven; and 
Myrrh, to tell of sorrow to come.

Christ's birth divided, it did and it still does.  In Herod it turned to hate; in the wise-men it turned 
to the joy of worship.  Herod plotted and struck: in time the opponents of Jesus plotted and struck; 
the Romans colluded and struck.  They hanged Jesus up.  The child of Bethlehem grows, flowers 
briefly, and dies.  But though he died it was not the end; he rose to new life again.  People from 
many lands and many far-off places can see still and follow him.  You can see him.  O come let us 
adore him, Christ the Lord.

This then is the story of wonderful hope, located in time and place.  The light of Christ never 
wanes: Christs’ star never sets; it goes on and on shining, come what may.  That is why the star, the 
supreme symbol shared between Christmas and Epiphany goes to the top of the Christmas tree.  
Jesus Christ overshadows the world; he, Christ, is the source of your rejoicing.

So there you have it.  Two responses to the star.  Herod and his hate: the Wise-men, their worship, 
and their gifts; between them both - the Star.

You choose.

Thank you for listening



Prayer
Let us pray to the one God, Creator, Word and Spirit,
that our lives may bear witness to our hope.

Lord Christ, 
what can I give you, 
poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb;
if I were a wise person
I would do my part, 
yet what I can 
I give you 
give my heart.
Amen.

[adapted from In the bleak mid winter, by Christina Rossetti]


