               Hoosier Epiphany
    It is a rare Indiana Christmas evening when a combination of moderate temperature, low humidity and no wind combine to make possible a comfortable, stunning view of the night sky.  I walked the fields until I reached the apex of a rise a half-mile north of my childhood home. Straining my neck to look up at the stars, I decided to lay down with my hands behind my head in order to get a strait-on view of vastness.

      I’ve become a city boy.  Even on clear nights the city lights where I now live obscure such view of the stars.  I’m surrounded by human contrivances.  Houses, cars, smooth pavement. I’m inundated by the smells of fast food to sustain me and the sounds of sirens to protect me.  Seldom without such scaffolding we lose a sense of scale. Surrounded by our own creations, we lose the fear of being, ourselves, vulnerable, tiny creatures.  

       Beneath the stars that night I was able to recollect what has changed since I first developed a social conscience by pondering the sky more regularly.  The locus of political debate has shifted from Meet the Press to Jay Leno. Jimmy Carter spoke freely of the importance of faith in Jesus Christ, his grace, love and call for human dignity.  Today, I fear the Democrats are bent on nominating a candidate so hostile to orthodox Christianity that it’s disorienting. The Andy Griffith Show has been replaced with Will and Grace.  As a child I went to elementary school where few if any kids were from broken homes.  Now, I’m confronted with a sea of fornication that accounts for three-fourths of this country’s increasing poverty.  Property taxes on my mother’s farm are now more each year than my grandfather paid for the place.  And the surrounding county roads that I remember having grass growing in the middle of them are crowded with sometimes drunken and irresponsible drivers like the one who killed my Father.  

      I know something of what older generations are saying when they complain about these things.  But I had my own epiphany as I watched falling stars this past Christmas.  I saw that the same Providence who led the wise men to Jesus and who holds the cosmos in place, will not allow me to be cheated in the end.   What the stars can’t say explicitly, revelation does.   Israel’s King will see to it that the righteous will flourish, prosperity will abound, all nations will serve him as he delivers the needy, taking pity on the weak.  On the top of the hills, like the one on which I lay, will sway abundant grain, and his name shall endure forever. (Psalm 72)    Though I grieve the disappearance of the world that nourished me in childhood, all that was good and fair shall come back. Each tie of pure affection will be rejoined. Evil alone shall die. 

      No politician, Right or Left, nor all the chaotic social forces the opposing political machines represent can cheat us out of this.  So, while we may grieve the loss of a more safe and just time, and regret the infantile nature of our social debate, we do not grieve in bitterness or without hope.  The King of Israel shall see to it that we do not perish in the night.
