
For the person who needs space to let it sink in… 

In my position, I am often asking people questions to determine the extent to which some 

event or new revelation has changed their lives.  One of the most helpful questions is often 

when did it sink in?  When did it become real? 

I wonder when Advent, the recognition of the coming of God in the form of the child of 

Bethlehem, sinks in for you. 

For me it usually happens late, really late, on Christmas Eve.  After the excitement of the 

Christmas Eve service and after all of the other necessary work of the evening is done (let those 

who have ears understand what I am saying), I often find myself in the quiet, stillness of the 

night with only the lights of the Christmas tree shining into the darkness.  Most years I join with 

the Episcopal Cathedral of St. Philip in Atlanta for their midnight service.  I listen to the great 

carols for the evening and hear one of my favorite preachers, the Dean of the Cathedral, The 

Very Rev. Sam Candler offer the Christmas Eve Homily. 

I can’t say that it is the service itself that does it; although the Episcopalians know how to do a 

Holy Day.  But it provides the space in which I can worship, can let go of the responsibilities and 

simply be in the dawning awe of the moment.   

I often feel a little like Mary after it was all over.  The shepherds had retreated to the fields.  

The angels returned to heaven.  And Joseph had collapsed in the corner.  Luke tells us then, 

“But Mary kept all these things, pondering them in her heart.” 

That’s when it sinks in for me.  When does it sink in for you?  I hope you find some time this 

Christmas to do a little pondering and let it sink in that Christ has come to you. 


