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It was my all-time least favorite church meeting. At the time, I was a candidate for ministry and eager to be 

ordained. It was the committee’s job to test to see if I was ready. They asked me lots of questions, hard 

questions, odd questions that didn’t seem connected to me or the process. It was rough. Later I learned that the 

chair of the committee didn’t like my pastor and he was using me as a proxy to get to her.  

 

So, the next time I met with the committee, I had a different strategy. I brought along a baby. It wasn’t my 

child. It was the newborn of an elder who offered to accompany me to the meeting. Her babysitter had canceled 

at the last minute and we talked it through and decided, “Yeah, let’s bring the baby.”  

 

The three of us sat out in this waiting area until the committee was ready to see me. When we walked into the 

meeting with a baby, everyone looked annoyed. But then the baby started doing her baby thing. She gurgled. 

She smiled. She beamed. One woman on the committee asked if she could hold the baby. By the end of the 

hour, every member of the committee, including the chair, had held the baby.  

 

Things went differently this time. The committee members asked me good questions –questions about me and 

my call and the life of the church and the challenges and joys of following God and there was give and take and 

it was… lovely. 

 

That day, I learned an invaluable lesson. If you think you are going to have a tough meeting, bring a baby. 

 

Seriously, what is it about a baby? They aren’t that unusual. All of us – every single one of us – started out as 

one. Many of us regular interact with babies, as parents, as siblings, as babysitters, as childcare employees, as 

grandparents, aunts, friends. Babies are dime a dozen. And, yet they are showstoppers. Bring a baby into just 

about any setting and people crowd around. They ooh and awe. They use high-pitched voices and say 

nonsensical things.  

 

There’s something about a baby. 

 

That’s what the Magi discover on their journey. The visit of these wise ones from the east is found only in 

Matthew’s Gospel. In his version of the story of the birth of Jesus, there is no traveling on a donkey to 

Bethlehem, no “no room in the inn,” no manger, no shepherds. There is Mary and Joseph and a baby. And there 

are Magi or wise men. 

 

Over the years, poets and artists have speculated about the journey the Magi take from their home in the East. 

The Magi follow a star and they follow their hearts all the way to Mary and Joseph’s tiny home in Bethlehem. 

I’ve always imagined that once Mary gets over the shock of these strange visitors, she lets each one of them 

hold Jesus. She has to coach them on how to properly handle a newborn. One at a time, the Magi hold the savior 

of the world in their arms. And nothing is ever same again. 
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There’s something about a baby. 

 

I recently heard of a minister who performed his first infant baptism before he had children of his own and 

didn’t have much practice holding babies. When he took the baby from its mother’s arms, he broke the number-

one rule of baby-holding – support the baby’s head – and the baby’s head fell backwards as the congregation 

collectively gasped. The baby was fine, but the poor fellow has never been allowed to forget that first baptism.1  

  

Even if you remember to support the head, holding a baby changes you somehow.  

It’s humbling to realize that this is how we all start, totally helpless, utterly dependent, impossibly fragile. If the 

baby you hold is yours, it’s nothing short of terrifying, for holding that baby drives home the inescapable reality 

that you are responsible for this tiny being’s life.2  

 

The truth is that babies never belong to just one or two people. Babies are meant to be held by many arms. 

That’s especially true of the baby Jesus. 

 

This morning’s text invites us, like the Magi, to hold the baby.  

  

There’s something about a baby.  

 

In 2015, at the Broad Street Christmas pageant, there was a little girl who just couldn’t keep her hands off the 

baby Jesus. Keep in mind that morning the baby Jesus was a doll, wrapped in a blanket. She came down the 

aisle with the other sheep and cows. She went to her place, but she kept furtively looking over at the manger. 

Finally, she ran over to it and grabbed the doll. Ran back to her place. And held that baby Jesus with everything 

in her. She spoke to the baby. She rocked the baby. A few minutes later, she headed back to the manger. “She’s 

going to put Jesus back,” I thought. No, she was grabbing a blanket. She knew that a baby needed a blanket. She 

knew how to take care of a baby. 

 

There’s something about a baby. 

 

Especially this one. This morning’s text invites us, like the Magi, to hold the baby.  

Holding the baby requires us to show up, not with arms full of everything we have gathered and made and done 

for others, but empty-handed, ready and willing to receive what God has gathered and made and done for us. 

Holding the baby means coming with humility, admitting that we don’t have it all figured out, that there are 

situations and there is suffering we cannot think or buy or talk our way out of.3 Holding the baby opens us up to 

our own pain and the pain of others. Holding the baby makes us vulnerable, vulnerable to suffering and 

vulnerable to joy.  

 

Years ago, I just happened to be in town the day two of my closest friends welcomed their first child. I got off 

the train in their town and walked across the street to the hospital. When I arrived, the staff were tending to 

mom and baby, so the new dad and I went to the hospital cafeteria to have breakfast. Keep in mind, the baby 

had been born about 6 hours earlier. My friend had been awake for well over 24 hours.  

 

I will never forget the conversation we had. He just couldn’t get over the fact that he was a father and he had 

held his child in his arms and he was full of plans and fears and hope that just came spilling out. He vowed to 

do things differently, to be different, to read better books, to cook better meals. He talked about wanting to fix 

the leak in the bathroom sink and his desire to fix global warming. He ached to create a more just world for his 

                                                           
1 I am indebted to the Rev. Amy Starr Redwine who preached on this theme Christmas Eve 2018. 
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2 IBID. 
3 IBID. 
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daughter to grow up in. I don’t know that I have ever seen a person so vulnerable, so open, so full of joy and 

hope, so effortlessly connected to all that is good and holy and deep and true and of God.  

 

There’s something about a baby. 

 

After breakfast, we returned to his wife’s room and I finally had an opportunity to – you guessed it – hold the 

baby. 

 

There’s something about a baby. Any baby. Every baby. The baby the Magi hold in their arms.  

 

May we find the courage to put down all that we’re holding, come a few steps closer, and hold the baby. As we 

gaze upon his fragile, human face, may we know the promise he brings: that the God who sent Jesus to be with 

us as one of us holds you close in God’s arms. God gazes upon your fragile, human face with awe and wonder 

and love.4 

 

It’s time to hold the baby. 

 

Amen. 

 

 

                                                           
4 IBID. 


