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The holy gospel according to Luke.
1

In the fifteenth year of the reign of Emperor Tiberius, when Pontius Pilate was governor of
Judea, and Herod was ruler of Galilee, and his brother Philip ruler of the region of Ituraea
and Trachonitis, and Lysanias ruler of Abilene, 2during the high priesthood of Annas and
Caiaphas, the word of God came to John son of Zechariah in the wilderness. 3He went into
all the region around the Jordan, proclaiming a baptism of repentance for the forgiveness of
sins, 4as it is written in the book of the words of the prophet Isaiah,
“The voice of one crying out in the wilderness:
‘Prepare the way of the Lord,
make his paths straight.
5
Every valley shall be filled,
and every mountain and hill shall be made low,
and the crooked shall be made straight,
and the rough ways made smooth;
6
and all flesh shall see the salvation of God.’ ”
The gospel of the Lord.

Grace to you and peace from God our Father and our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.
Sara Seager is an astrophysicist and professor at MIT who studies distant planets, searching for
life beyond earth. Her beautiful and heart wrenching memoir begins like this:
Not every planet has a star. Some aren’t part of a solar system. They are alone. We call
them rogue planets.
Because rogue planets aren’t the subjects of stars, they aren’t
anchored in space. They don’t orbit. Rogue planets wander,
drifting in the current of an endless ocean. They have neither
the light nor the heat that stars provide. We know of one
rogue planet, PSO J318.5-22—right now, it’s up there, it’s out
there—lurching across the galaxy like a rudderless ship,
wrapped in perpetual darkness. Its surface is swept by
constant storms. It likely rains on PSO J318.5-22, but it
wouldn’t rain water there. Its black skies would more likely unleash bands of molten iron.

It can be hard to picture, a planet where it rains liquid metal in the dark, but rogue planets
aren’t science fiction. We haven’t imagined them or dreamed them. Astrophysicists like me
have found them. They are real places on our celestial maps. There might be thousands of
billions of more conventional exoplanets—planets that orbit stars other than the sun …
circling our galaxy’s hundreds of billions of stars. But amid that nearly infinite, perfect order,
in the emptiness between countless pushes and pulls, there are also the lost ones: rogue
planets. PSO J318.5-22 is as real as Earth.
There were days when I woke up and couldn’t see much difference between there and here.i
I couldn’t see much difference between there and here.
Unmoored, disconnected, lost in a great darkness. How many
people in our community today are living in a universe of
disconnect? We all feel it. Social distancing is safe, but it has a
cost: we can’t see expressions --we seldom touch each other -we come together less. Political division has a cost. Our
ideologies are keeping us from seeing each other’s humanity.
Our circles of influence are too small. More people than ever
are feeling the real pain of stress, depression, addiction,
hopelessness, dark night of the soul.
Where is God in all this – when we are unmoored from each other? When we don’t have a
bright, unifying sun to orbit? When so many are lost, unnoticed in the shadows? The lost ones,
like the rogue planets are drifting among us… they may be us.
The wonder of the gospel today is its promise that God sees those who are disconnected and
lost among us. The hidden ones, alone in the darkness. God sees. God comes.
Luke writes:
1
In the fifteenth year of the reign of Emperor Tiberius, when
Pontius Pilate was governor of Judea, and Herod was ruler of
Galilee, and his brother Philip ruler of the region of Ituraea and
Trachonitis, and Lysanias ruler of Abilene, 2 during the high
priesthood of Annas and Caiaphas, the word of God came to --John son of Zechariah in the wilderness.
Who? John? The Word of God came to John? Why not
Tiberius – Emperor of the Roman Empire? The most powerful man on earth. Worshipped as a
God. Think of how much he could do! Why not the rulers of the eastern region of the Roman
Empire – Pilate in the south, Herod Antipas in the Galilee, Philip in the north and west and
Lysanias in the far north?

Luke begins with a list of those who control history, command
armies, build cities, and have the power over life and death. He
names each of them, adding the high priests who control the
temple and access to the God of Israel. He sets them out like
pageant contestants waiting to hear who will be crowned….”
And the winner is… And the word of God comes to…” John -who’s not even in the room. John - A preacher’s kid from a small
town no one ever heard of. God swoops past the power and
influence of the Herods and high priests and comes to John in the wilderness.
And isn’t that just the way of God? God comes to the lost, unmoored, the hopeless: Moses,
the shepherd wanted for murder, hiding out in Midian -- and
God comes to him, Elijah cowering in the back of a cave,
terrified of Jezebel unsure what to do next – and God comes to
him. Jeremiah who is sick of God and people and wants to give
up on the whole lot of it - and God comes to him. Over and
over God comes to the hidden, when even they don’t expect it.
God passes over the great leaders of the empire and comes to
John in the wilderness with a word – a task. Now be clear, God
is not asking John to change the world, to topple kingdoms, to save humanity. John has one
job. To point. That way. That’s the way you’ll find what you most need. There – there is what
you’re looking for. John’s job was like those folks at the state fair with orange vests who point
you to the parking lot and the parking place. His job was like the host in a busy restaurant
saying, “Come this way, your table is over here.”
John shows us what we could so easily miss. We need John to
show us that God doesn’t come in ways that are flashy or
newsworthy. God doesn’t come with armies or violent
confrontation, not with power and mass production, -- God
comes slowly, quietly. God comes to heal a hurting soul, to
help someone blinded to the truth see in a new way. God
comes to help us forgive each other and learn to live together
in community. God comes as a baby of peasant parents in the
cold of the night. God comes to teach us what love and service look like.
God’s coming into this world is less like a hurricane, and more like water slowly dripping on
rock… one drop at a time, that over ages, smooths, and shapes. God comes slowly, hidden,
touching many of the ones who most need God – the lost, disconnected, those living in the
shadows. It’s hard to see. We often miss it because we’re looking for more, or faster. We
want Jesus to be more or faster. Jesus once said, “Blessed is the one who is not disappointed
in me.”

In this season of Advent, may John challenge our expectations, of God and each other. May we
see where he points us – to simple acts of love and forgiveness, to searching for those hidden in
the shadows. May we come to understand that no one… no one is a rogue planet, all alone in
the universe. God sees. God comes to give life. Amen.
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