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 Have you ever felt unlovable? Or more precisely, have you ever wondered if you 

could be loved if you were honest about your true self? Or if you were honest about how 

you really felt? You know, if you admitted that you really didn’t like the taste of the three-

generation recipe used for the Christmas feast? Or if you said out loud that your feelings 

really are hurt that your children or grandchildren don’t come to see you at the holidays, 

rather you are always trekking up north? 

 But what if those truths were deeper? What if you said aloud things about your 

personal happiness or struggles in your marriage or your real political views (which 

seem almost as dangerous as any truth in this era.) Have you ever wondered if you 

could be loved with the diagnosis that you have or the one you fear? Have you ever 

wondered if could be loved at the weight you are or with the wrinkles you’ve earned? 

Have you ever wondered if you could be loved if you are divorced or a single parent?  

I don’t know about you, but I think that maybe one of the scariest questions you 

can ask is: “Can I be loved if I am truly honest about myself?” You will note that I did not 

say: “Will I be loved” because that puts the onus on the other person. I said: “Can I be 

loved” because that gets to the very heart of one’s inherent worth.  

And I have always wondered if that was what Mary and Joseph were wondering 

at this point in the birth narrative as recounted in our scripture reading this morning. I 

can imagine that they were thinking through the things that all new parents think about. 

There were worried about their child’s happiness and wholeness. They wanted to be 

prepared and have a home filled with safety, security and love. 
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 I cannot help but imagine that deep in their hearts, when their souls could rest for 

a moment in the midst of busy preparations, that Mary and Joseph wondered about 

being worthy. Mary must have wondered what Joseph was really thinking and Joseph 

must have wondered what others were thinking. And they both must have wondered 

what God was thinking! Could they really be loved? Or in the fullness of the question, 

could they really be loved this much by God and their community and their family and 

their friends?  

 These were many of the questions that plagued me as I drove my Honda Civic 

from west Houston to north Houston that fateful February night in 2002 to tell my 

parents that I am gay. My parents had never done anything to show that they would not 

love and accept me fully for who I am, but I had that nagging question: “Is this it? Is this 

the thing that can make me incapable of love?” I had friends who had been told that, I 

knew older gay people who were taught that. There are media images that enforce that. 

And I was serving in a denomination that affirmed that.  

So, this was a “once-and-for-all” moment. My parents were not only representing 

the incarnation of God, but the incarnation of Love, but would affirm or deny for me 

whether I could be loved. And my poor, unsuspecting parents, they thought that I was 

just coming to their home for Chinese food. Let’s just say that there is a lot of detail that 

I have left out, but my parents were the grace-filled incarnation of God that every young 

person deserves to have in this moment of ultimate vulnerability. It was affirmed for me 

that I could and would be loved. 
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But I do find myself wondering how many times we find ourselves at the precipice 

of being the incarnation of Love for someone. Just as Joseph was for Mary. And just as 

Mary was for the world. And just as my parents were for me.  

As English poet Christina Rossetti wrote in 1885: 

Love came down at Christmas, 
Love all lovely, Love Divine, 
Love was born at Christmas, 
Star and Angels gave the sign. 
 

  

 

 
 


