
A Son! 
The Son! 

    It’s to Be! 

Elizabeth, a life within from an unexpected turn, 
Mary, a life within from a miraculous moment, 
A son! It’s to be! 
The Son, The Son! It’s to be! 
Two hearts join together 
To share in their joy, 
Mothers! 
Mothers! 
With leaping in their wombs 
In acceptance, 
In anticipation 
Of paths to unfold 
By a son laying the bricks, 
By a Son walking lightly upon them, 
Without the asking 
Without the tradition. 
One born to lay that path toward the light. 
One born to lay the path that is the Light. 
John. 
Jesus. 

Zechariah, his life without, taking an unexpected turn, 
Joseph, his life jostled hard in one miraculous moment, 
A son? It’s to be? 
The Son, The Son? It’s to be? 
Two hearts alone with their faith, 
To share in their queries. 
Fathers!? 
Fathers!? 
With questions leaping in their hearts 
In consequential fear, 
In trepidatious doubt 
For a son laying the bricks, 
For a Son walking lightly upon them 
Without the asking, 
Without the tradition. 
One born to lay that path toward the light. 
One born to lay the path that is the Light. 
John. 
Jesus. 



Mothers! 
Mothers! 
Two hearts join together 
To share in their joy. 
The joy of life growing within. 
The joy of dreams fulfilled. 
The joy of unexpected surprises. 
The joy of favor. 
The joy of confirmation of who we are. 

Fathers!? 
Fathers!? 
Two hearts alone in their faith 
To share in their queries. 
The query about the life growing within. 
The query about dreams altered. 
The query about daunting surprises. 
The query, why such favor? 
The query about who I am. 

Elizabeth, Zechariah, and John, a life revealed to prepare. 
Mary, Joseph, and Jesus, the life when the Word IS flesh. 
A son has become! 
The Son has become! 
Three hearts joined forever in a vast story just begun. 
To share a tumultuous path, together, apart. 
Mother, Father, Son! 
Mother, Father, Son! 
From that leaping in a womb 
In acceptance 
In anticipation 
In consequential fear 
In trepidatious doubt 
For their paths to unfold, 
Led by a son laying the bricks, 
Led by a Son walking lightly upon them, 
Without the asking, 
Without the tradition. 
One born to lay that path toward the light. 
One born to lay the path that is the Light. 
John. 
Jesus. 
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Zechariah’s Joy Set Free 

A priest known as righteous, 
In the temple, by straws, 

A sudden commotion beside him, 
Startled with fear and with awe. 

Words of prayer answered 
Presented to him 

Offering joy and delight 
And rejoicing with vim. 
An angel before him, 

But he just won’t believe 
That the gift of his child 
Could still be conceived. 

No immediate acceptance. 
No “this is so good”. 
Doubting this angel, 

Oh, he did not do what he should. 
Then struck mute by his questions 

Uncertainty closing his mind. 
His faith, it had faltered. 

His heart was struck blind. 
So, in silence he pondered 
And waited for this birth 

To free his voice 
And to share in the mirth. 
Name day finally arrives, 

Recalling a bond,   
Tradition is to be broken. 

“His name is John”. 
As Zechariah writes 

These words on his tablet 
His voice is set free 

With his payment of debt. 
This mystery of silence 

And then his speaking in praise 
Set off murmurs and questions 

“Who is this child he will raise?” 



From this man now called “Baba”  
An answer arose, 
God’s Holy Spirit 
Guiding his prose. 

“Mercy” and” rescue” 
He did prophesy, 
That it’s his child 

Who will prepare for the Light 
To shine in the darkness 

And show us the way 
To love one another 

“Into the path of peace” each new day.  
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The Shepherds!


It seems good and right

That shepherds living a life in the open,

Watching over their flocks,

Should be the chosen ones

To receive Good news of Great joy.


It seems good and right.

That, after one, single angel

Commands their attention,

A host of the heavenly praise God

To share the Good news of Great joy.


It seems good and right

That the shepherds believed enough 

To travel a long way to see this child,

Lying in a manger, wrapped in bands of cloth,

To witness the Good news of Great joy.


It seems good and right

That their visitation from a chorus of angels

Be shared with Mary, Joseph, 

And all who would listen

To their story of Good news of Great joy.


It seems good and right 

That shepherds should be the chosen messengers

To praise and herald God’s gift of and bear witness to

The Messiah, The Shepherd.

Truly Good news of Great joy.
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Joseph’s Concession,  
 Yet Commitment,  
  Time and Again… 

How many taps on the shoulder? 
How many visions in dreams? 
How many puzzling messages? 
How many uprooting demands? 

Joseph concedes and commits 
Time after time and again. 
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