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A Moment with our Senior Minister
I suspect that in addition to the Nativity Story, 

all of us have special stories of Christmas which 
have touched our hearts, stories which illustrate 
the spirit of love and caring for others which the 
Christ Child brought into our world. The follow-
ing Christmas story is one of my favorites. But, 
realize this. This is a true story, and, it happened 
right here in Falmouth! 

As you know, Christmas Eve is always a spe-
cial time in our classic, white-steepled New Eng-
land church overlooking our town's green. Each 
year our parishioners eagerly look forward to our 
Christmas Eve services which have traditionally 
included Nativity tableaus, made up of young peo-
ple in part.  As those services progress, the over-
head lights are dimmed. Our Advent wreath can-
dles are successively lit. And tiny white lights 
glow from the huge Christmas tree which stands 
beside our chancel.

Those services are a magical time of darkness 
and light -- and of faith, as people pause from all 
their holiday preparations to ponder the deeper 
meanings of this season.

At those services, a hush comes over the 
packed congregation, as the tremulous strains of 
"O Holy Night" are sounded, and a procession of 
costumed figures slowly make their way down the 
church's center aisle to "Bethlehem's stable" of 
straw scattered around a low, wooden manger. A 
teenage-girl tenderly supported by her dark-
bearded husband, shepherds carrying their crooked
staffs, and wise men in their rich, flowing robes, 
all pass by, as if in a dream, to create the tableau 
before the congregation.

Years ago, in the beginning of December, our 
Church Council had a gentle debate. It was a year 
when Christmas Eve fell on the same night of the 
week that "Alcoholics Anonymous" always held 
its large public meeting in our church's fellowship 
hall.

Some Council members wondered: Shouldn't 
we ask A.A. not to meet that night? If A.A. meets, 
will there be enough parking space for people at-

tending our service? In 
any case, won't A.A. 
participants be with their 
own families on Christ-
mas Eve, instead of at-
tending a meeting?
Other voices suggested that a meeting might espe-
cially be needed on such a holiday night, when 
parties and temptations to drink socially are so 
abundant in our society.

Our Council looked at this issue from many 
angles. Finally, though perhaps with reluctance on 
the part of some, a unanimous decision was made. 
A.A. could use our fellowship hall that night, even 
if it meant some inconvenience for those attending 
our 8 p.m. evening service.

That Christmas Eve finally came. Our sanctu-
ary was quickly filling up. Our church parking lot 
was already overflowing. A.A. members streamed 
in one door. Parishioners streamed in another. Our 
pageant figures were passing between dressing 
rooms and restrooms as costumes, makeup, and 
beards were applied with great care.

Before donning my preaching robe, I also 
ducked into a restroom. There I encountered a 
young teenage boy, a stranger to me. He and an 
older man, also a stranger, were washing their 
hands in adjacent sinks.

Seeing that boy's face reflected in the mirror 
above the sink, I detected a sadness about him, as 
if, despite his youth, he had already been through a 
lot in life. Then, I heard that boy say to the man 
beside him, "I'm glad there's a meeting tonight. It's 
Christmas Eve; I didn't have anywhere else to go." 
In response, the older man simply nodded his head 
in assent.

As that young boy left the restroom, I got a 
quick glimpse of his shock of brown hair, his 
baggy jeans, and his deep brown eyes which car-
ried that hint of sadness. In an instant I was struck 
with a realization.
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