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Isaiah 61:10—62:3 

Galatians 3:23-25; 4:4-7 

John 1:1-18 

 

 There was an eight-year-old girl who lived a genteel life, being the daughter of a 

physician, in New York City………a long time ago. In fact, it was one-hundred-fourteen years 

ago. One day she asked her father a question. It was one of those painfully awkward, utterly 

earnest questions that only young children seem able to ask. Her dad, being wise and prudent, 

knew exactly what to do. He passed the buck. 

 

 No, he didn't say, "Go ask your mother." Instead he advised his little girl, his only child, 

to consult a higher authority. He told her to write to the newspaper. One hundred-plus years ago 

there was no Google; or TV; or radio; or even telephones. Newspapers were it! They were the 

trusted conveyors of fact. Her dad said, as apparently he was often heard to say: "If it's in the 

Sun, it is so." 

 

 And that would have been the New York Sun where a man named Frank Church was 

working. Mr. Church had been a Civil War correspondent for The New York Times; editor of 

The Army-Navy Journal; and editor of a literary magazine. At this point in his fairly 

distinguished career, he had been with The Sun for 20 years and was in no mood to answer no-

win questions from little girls. But he did it anyway. 

 

 The day his response ran, it was the seventh editorial on the page. It ran at the bottom of 

the page. It ran after editorials on state and local and regional politics; on British naval strength 

in the Atlantic; on plans for a Canadian railroad to bring back gold from the Yukon. It even ran 

after an editorial on a new kind of bicycle – hardly something to warrant an editorial! 

 

 And yet, in spite of being dwarfed by far more urgent and/or interesting topics, Mr. 

Church's 500-word essay has become the most reprinted editorial in history. It was titled, "Is 

There a Santa Claus?" 

 

 Mr. Church was no theologian. But he actually penned some significant; some 

surprisingly modern theology………..all in the service of responding to eight-year-old Virginia 

O’Hanlon. "Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus." 

 

 We, too, will be in service to a little girl in a few moments. As a community of faith, we 

will baptize her. Her name is Chloe Jo Brown. Her parents, Michael and Whitney Brown, live in 

Maryland but have family ties here and hope to move to Grand Junction soon. 

 

 They have a fabulous family tradition. Michael's grandfather, ___________, has baptized 

all his grandkids. The laity can baptize, you know. This is usually reserved for cases of 

emergency, like the scenes of accidents or when a baby's life is in danger. But we'll relax the 

rules today. Besides I will anoint Chloe with chrism – holy oil – that has been blessed by the 

bishop. I think she'll be covered! 
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 As the people of Nativity we're honored to be included in this wonderful Brown family 

tradition. By our participation Chloe's family becomes extended beyond the reach of her 

biological relatives to include us. On an even larger scale, by virtue of baptism her family will 

now extend to all those born of water and the Spirit and marked as Christ's own forever. 

 

 And by their being here today, all the relatives of Chloe become part of a tradition at 

Nativity. It is the tradition of sending off by the laying on of hands. Two other little girls whom 

we have served recently in baptism, DeAlizay and Aleia, will be leaving us to be adopted by a 

loving mom and dad.  

 

 For a time, God allowed us – the people of Nativity – to be stand-ins for loving parents 

for DeAlizay and Aleia. We have been deeply loved and blessed by them in return. Today our 

hearts break as we say goodbye. But we also rejoice for the good things God has in store for 

them: a solid, stable new home and prospects for a wonderful new life.  

 

 Which brings me back to Frank Church and the words he wrote in answer to an 

inquisitive youngster more than a century ago. He wrote about the "seen" world, working in 

predictable, normal ways – as when little girls have their own mother and father – and the 

"unseen" world that operates differently – as when little girls have a whole church full of people 

as their moms and dads:   

 

     You tear apart the baby’s rattle and see what makes the noise inside. 

But there is a veil covering the unseen world which not the strongest man, 

nor even the united strength of all the strongest men that ever lived, could 

tear apart.  

     Only faith, fancy, poetry, love, and romance can push aside that veil 

and view the supernal beauty beyond. Is it all real? Ah, Virginia, in all 

this world there is nothing else real and abiding. No Santa Claus? Thank 

God! He lives, and he lives forever. A thousand years from now, nay, ten 

times ten thousand years from now, he will continue to make glad the 

heart of childhood. 

 

Amen. 


