2025 Christmas Eve Midnight Mass, Show Me. 
 A blank piece of paper. 
Most of us know the dread and horror of being given a blank piece of paper and then told to write something, an essay, a poem, an inspiring story, or worse still, to draw something. How many people say, I can’t draw anything. 
In my family, we have played this silly game, it’s the 5 second drawing game. Each person has a scrap of paper and a pencil. Someone gets to be the judge and chooses something for everyone else to draw. A kite, a birthday cake, a phone, in only 5 seconds. For even the most talented artist, this is a big ask. So it goes around in turns and you realise just how short 5 seconds is. 
And the judge, without knowing who drew the pictures, most people can keep their eyes closed for 5 seconds, they then judge the pictures and award points…. Commenting on the details and there is usually much debate on whose squiggle does actually look like a Ferrari no, it looks more like a surfboard or a sandwich.
Getting the image across in such a short amount of time is pressured, in this game it is funny, yet when we are challenged and trying to get what seems a simple message across, it can be very different. 
Years ago, when working in my family’s village bakery, we had a customer who had suffered a stroke. She was fine in all aspects except her speech. She was always cheerful and made herself know, what she wanted to buy by using her hands, and her voice, though she had sound, she didn’t have any words, she still had a way to communicate. 
We are never far from words, in our heads, the masses of communications we have access to from the moment we get up. Frequently there is too much. Too much information to take in. Certainly, if it is dense or a bit complex. 
Recently someone tried to explain what I am going to call broadband sorcery for this church. I understood the individual words, but I didn’t understand the entire sentence he put them together in. Utterly baffling. 
Or if you ask for directions…if there are too many points, turn left at the lights, then hang a right at the next roundabout, then a left, then past a pub… I can’t remember all these words. Show me, draw me a map, then I’ll understand the way to go. 
Harder still if you’re with a consultant hearing a diagnosis, trying to keep up with their words, usually very long words, to get to the point when we can ask, what does this mean? 
What does any of this life mean for us? Where to begin? The 4 gospels, that is the accounts of the life, death and resurrection of Jesus  all begin slightly differently. In John’s gospel we listened to, there isn’t any birth narrative, no stable, shepherds and magi, nothing for children to dress up as.
John’s gospel is quite wordy. It is believed to be the last of the four gospels to be written and though attributed to ‘John’, it is understood that there was a community of people, and they would have been pondering, wrestling with the implications of who Jesus was and what does this all mean. Then, they got it down on paper. 
For John, it begins, ‘In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.’ To be helpful, most bibles have a subtitle, ‘The word became flesh’. 
This is God’s work of art. Like a picture to illustrate who he is. This is God taking the blank piece of paper and showing us. 
The word became flesh is the answer to show me, or draw me a map and is God’s response to, what does any of this mean?
Jesus didn’t remain a baby, he grew up and in his short time on earth, as human, living and breathing alongside people, the word became flesh, he showed us what God was like by his words and actions. 
He healed people, he went to people who had been cast out of society, he ate and drank with people, celebrated at a wedding and showed everyone God’s abundance in the water turned to wine, he told stories, this is what God the Father is like, he hitches up his skirts, throws off all dignity to run to his errant son because he loves him so much, nothing else matters. Jesus told stories, visual pictures, because that way, we’d remember a picture to understand God. A man found treasure in a field and sold everything he had to buy the field, you are that treasure that God delights in.
We all crave certainty; we want evidence and facts. Yet so much of our lives and experiences aren’t based on facts at all. Romantic love, family love isn’t based solely on facts and evidence, it is based on experience and hope. We trust someone with our hearts and lives. 
That is no different with God. God’s evidence, the word became flesh. Through Jesus, we have God’s story of love. Love for each one of us, love for creation and his invitation to each one of us. 
In the beginning there was a blank piece of paper, and there was the Word, pouring meaning and creating abundance. Once we notice and see, we can’t unsee the picture unfolding around us. 
We all have our own piece of paper, us, our lives, it’s not blank, our lives paint a picture. We are given that freely to choose our painting style and methods. What you create is up to you. Your life is not meaningless scribble on a page. It is part of a bigger picture God is still drawing.
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