
Prepare the way of the Lord - or as the KJV says 
it:  Prepare Ye the way of the Lord.  That’s what 
Advent is about in a nutshell - making it possible for 
All Flesh to see the Salvation of the Lord.  JTB gives us 
instructions about how to do that - to simplify things for 
Jesus’ arrival - bring the mountains and the valleys to 
the same level, straighten out and smooth the curvy, 
bumpy roads.  It’s funny, it’s like we heard a ‘do not’ 
before those instructions and have done the exact 
opposite.  I don’t know about you but when our small 
house is totally decked out for Christmas it is much 
more difficult to navigate.  It is anything but simplified. 
But, I admit I love it.  I’m a group sort of person - and 
growing up, Christmas felt like a community event - we 
sang Christmas Carols and made Christmas gifts for our 
parents in school.  In our neighborhood every house 
was decorated,   usually the same way year after year. 
My favorite house - both outside and inside - was my 
friend Mary Risley’s.  They put blue, only blue, lights 
on a huge pine tree on their lawn.  And inside they had 
a living room that would accommodate a tree which I 
remember as being at least 12 feet tall.  Mary’s house - 
without any decoration - was a child’s delight.  The 
neighborhood I grew up in was once upon a time the 
site of a country estate.  There were remains and ruins 



in the woods around us.  The only intact building was 
the stable block - Mary Risley’s house.  It had horse 
and carriage stalls, a cobblestone courtyard and in the 
house proper were hidden passages and doors in places 
that made no sense at all.  Almost every room in the 
house was on a different level - some a few steps up 
and others a long steep staircase down.  I loved that 
house. 
There is something about twists and turns, about small 
spaces and quaint staircases, about uneven floors and 
wavy glass that fascinates us.  It’s part of why we, well 
at least I, love little English villages and old Italian 
piazza’s.  I love buildings which seem to be from 
another time, like the Woburn Library - have you been 
in it - I love it’s quirkiness and its age.  I hope they 
don’t ruin it with the remodelling that’s going on. 
And this is where we meet John the Baptist again - at 
the entrance to the Woburn Library - spouting words 
from the prophet Isaiah about making the way easy, 
valleys filled and mountains made low, about making 
the crooked road straight and the rough ways 
smooth.  While I cling to the old and rickety, places 
with charm, with surprises, JTB wants to make things 
accessible, clear and easy.  It’s almost like he doesn’t 
understand or appreciate beauty at all.  Sure, it may be 



more difficult to navigate spaces which have valleys 
and mountains; where roads take heart stopping curves 
along oceanside cliffs - but that’s what attracts us.   
Yet, it seems that ridding ourselves of these highs and 
lows, these twists and turns is the very thing JTB thinks 
will prepare us to receive the Lord.  Everything looking 
like North Dakota - flat and plain.  With all the 
interesting and colorful things in life gone.  As if he 
were saying a traditional Christmas celebration is a 
winding road that leads away from God, away from 
Jesus.  But trees and lights and hymns and gifts these 
are how we tell ourselves the Christmas story.  This is 
how we welcome the Christ child.    
But, is it possible to say we are welcoming the Christ 
child if we are not also committed to welcoming all 
children?  Can we say we are making room for ALL 
FLESH - all flesh to see the salvation of God if we 
value the fantasy setting of secret passages and sugar 
plum fairies more than the reality of human 
encounters?  Can we say Christmas is about family and 
love, if we are not also working for families to stay 
together, for justice to be universal.   We cannot deck 
our halls with holly and tinsel as long as we’re content 
to let others languish in inhumane surroundings in our 
prisons, in our slums.    



ALL FLESH shall see the salvation of God.  All flesh - 
that’s a pretty deliberate word - you can’t get more 
universal than that.  It isn’t all men, all women, all 
people, all genders - it isn’t just the marginalized or the 
misunderstood, it is all flesh. 
I’m wondering if you aren’t asking yourself if I haven’t 
finally gone too far around the bend.  Surely what is 
meant here is all Christian or soon-to-be Christian flesh 
shall see the salvation of the lord.  And there was a time 
when I would have had that voice in my head - 
tempting to me to shorten the list of those for whom I 
should care, should work, should advocate.  But that 
voice has been silenced - by Christ, by encounters with 
the marginalized and by the work of others seeking to 
obey Christ’s directions.   
John the Baptist is a voice crying in the wilderness for 
us to prepare for the coming one - for Jesus the 
Christ.  We do that by making the road easy and the 
path straight.  But the coming Messiah does not need a 
bulldozer ahead of him clearing the way.  Jesus alone 
does not need the way made easy - we know that.  The 
flat and smooth and straight path is for those who come 
with Jesus, those who come because of Jesus, those 
who come because they see our lights and take them to 
be a sign of welcome.  



JTB’s words do not mean that all signs of Christmas 
should be swept away.  It isn’t the twisty corridors or 
steep stairs that he is targeting -   he doesn’t care if our 
houses are as tricky as Mary Risley’s stable.  What JTB 
wants is for us to be able to see the truth through it all.  
To see the glory of creation - to see one another beyond 
these walls;  beyond our traditions.  That is when we 
meet Christmas enchantment, enchantment that we did 
not create for ourselves with tinsel and trees - real 
enchantment - the cry of a baby, any baby might be the 
cry of the Christ child.  That is when we experience real 
mystery - the discovery of the stranger, the different, 
the new; the wonder of finding bits of ourselves in 
others; the miracle of the sacred being communicated 
through the universal language of sounds and 
symbols.  The awakening of understanding another, of 
loving another we haven’t even met, of feeling their 
tears at being separated from their children, from their 
parents. The surrender of being the one in need 
ourselves, the homeless one living in a large house, the 
warmth of being welcomed by the Christ in another, in 
someone we don’t usually notice.   
We may level mountains and fill in valleys, we may 
straighten and smooth the way or we may cram our 
houses with little reindeer and shiny ornaments, either 



can ease or impede another’s welcome.  If we desire for 
all flesh to see the Salvation of the Lord, we will find a 
way to make sure the path is clear, our arms are open. 
JTB does know about beauty -the Christmas beauty that 
he is leading us to is within us; and within others; 
within you.  Share that beauty; receive that beauty, 
know that beauty as the Salvation of the Lord.  Praise 
be to God.  AMEN 
 


