Christmas Morning – Cirencester 2011 Canon LW Doolan 

Can anything good come out of Cerne? The Large Hadron Collider, deep in the Alps, has been much in the news recently. 

Scientists have been talking of 'the origin of life itself,' 'faster than the speed of light', 'the God particle, from which comes matter, substance, form, flesh, blood, light, darkness, land, sea, shape, fragrance, beauty, the elements and so on. 

All this is gripping stuff. As reporting came from deep inside the cavernous cradle of the Collider, deep in the manger of my mind a familiar story was resonating. From Cerne was coming the vocabulary of science, with which I am utterly ignorant, yet I was receiving a message that is so familiar to me. 

'In the beginning was the Word, and the word became flesh and dwelt among us...the true light that was coming into the world... and we beheld his glory, full of grace and truth.' 

It seems to me that the recent scientific language and the ancient language of scripture have much in common. Science and religion need to be more genial partners. There is a danger that we replace the old orthodoxy of 'bible alone', with a new, equally dictatorial, orthodoxy of 'science alone'. 

We need each other, and both need to be humble. This Christmas story embeds us in humility. God is not to be found in the cruel Crusades of mediaeval times, or in the powerful heritage of Christian states, nor in the arrogance of our financial or global institutions, nor in any unjust dictators causing turmoil in the nations at this time. 

These are all the errors of humanity. God is to be discovered in the cry of a new born child in a crib, or in the last sigh of an exhausted man, who has been beaten, spat upon, and hung on a cross to die. God is crib and cross, not force and dictatorship. This is where Christopher Hitchens, atheist and author, who died recently, got it so wrong. 

The familiar Christmas story that we rehearse this morning should be shocking. Consider the tents that are outside St.Paul's or Holy Trinity Wall Street. The Greek of the NT (and dwelt among us) when translated literally means 'God pitched his tent among us'. Consider the people who hover around the doorsteps of this church day by day, and think not that these people have no place here because they don't smell too fresh, and look untidy. What does a stable look and smell like? God invites you and me to worship his glory in that smell. We dare not be precious about our church or our faith, but humble, Christ-like. 

'The Word became flesh and dwelt among us... and we beheld his glory...full of grace and truth'. Such beautiful, familiar words – words so full term of pregnant beauty, it almost hurts to give birth to the words. 

Whether it is a Large Hadron Collider, or a manger full of hay, the real inconceivable mystery is that God is with us, and in Jesus Christ we discover the essence for life, the very bread of life. Just think on this – when you receive the sacred bread of this eucharist you cradle the Christ in the palms of your hand. Reach out and touch him; hold him; consume him. You are his birthplace. You are his crib and his cross. The mystery is right here in the palm of your hand. 

