
 



WELCOME to Epiphany 

The preacher  
climbs the pulpit with his sermon in his hand. He hikes his robe up around his knees so he 
won’t trip over it on his way up. His mouth is a little dry. If it weren’t for the honor of the 
thing, he would just as soon be somewhere else. In the back rows, the older folks jack up 
their hearing aids. In the front, a young mother slips her six-year-old a Life Saver and a 
Magic Marker. A college sophomore home for the weekend, who is there because he was 
dragged there, slumps forward with his chin in his hand. The Vice-President of a bank, who 
twice that week has seriously contemplated suicide, places his hymnal in the rack. A 
teenager, alone in the knowledge of her pregnancy, feels the life stir within her. A High 
School math teacher, who for 20 years has managed to keep his homosexuality a secret, 
for the most part even from himself, creases the order of service down the center with his 
thumbnail and places it under his knee. The preacher deals out his sermon notes like a 
riverboat gambler. The stakes have never been higher. Two minutes from now, he may 
have lost them completely to their own thoughts, but at this moment he has them in the 
palm of his hand. The silence in the cavernous sanctuary is deafening because everyone is 
listening to it; everyone is listening, including even himself. They are waiting for God. 



Artwork: The Nativity by Gari Melchers (1860-1932)  
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