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We have just celebrated Winter Solstice, the longest night of the year. Most people living in the northern hemisphere, even if they told no religious stories at all, if there were no scriptures, would eventually notice that throughout the year the skies change. Nights get longer, then shorter. The stars wheel above our heads. They would eventually begin to mark the longest day, the shortest day, and the two days in spring and fall where the light and darkness are equal.  Many earth-based religions have, as one of their most important symbols, a circle divided into quarters by two lines crossing one another.  This is a sun symbol, the circle of the year marked by four significant days in the relationship of the earth to the sun. 

At this Yule, this Christmas time, people in all religions in the northern hemisphere celebrate the return of the light, the birth of the sun. Along with our sisters, brothers and cousins in Christian churches around the world, we are getting ready to celebrate the birth of the Divine son,  the Baby, the light of the world. We have all heard the story of this birth. In our Unitarian Universalist tradition we try to approach all scripture with respect, and with a broad sense of its possible meanings. One way we can do that, as I told you at Hanukkah, is to approach the stories as if they were true in a transcendent way if not necessarily in an historical way. In other words, they tell truths, not about the world of history, but about the world of the soul. 


Listen to the faith-story of the birth of the Divine Child Yeshua in Bethlehem. His mother Mary had a visit from an angel who announced that she would give birth to a savior child. When it came time for the birth, the family was visiting Joseph’s home town of Bethlehem so they could pay their taxes.
Born before Mary had been with a man, the baby was laid in a manger. Angels and shepherds attended his birth, and some time later three magi came from far off lands to pay tribute to the new king born in Israel. The magi had stopped in at the palace, asking King Herod where the new king was. He secretly ordered all the males under the age of two in the town killed, so this royal child would not grow up to threaten his power. Warned by an angel to flee the slaughter, Joseph and Mary and their baby went for a time to Egypt, where they were safe. 


 The story of the Divine Child is repeated in many cultures throughout history.    

 ///////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

 The Egyptian God Horus was born of the virgin Isis; as an infant, he was visited by three kings.

In Phrygia, Attis was born of the virgin Nama. 

A Roman savior Quirrnus was born of a virgin.

In Tibet, Indra was born of a virgin. He ascended into heaven after death.

The Greek deity Adonis was born of the virgin Myrrha, many centuries before the birth of Jesus. He was born "at Bethlehem, in the same sacred cave that Christians later claimed as the birthplace of Jesus." In Persia, the god Mithra was born of a virgin on DEC 25.   

Also in Persia, Zoroaster was also born of a virgin.

In India, the god Krishna was born of the virgin Devaki.

Virgin births were claimed for many Egyptian pharaohs, Greek emperors and for Alexander the Greek. 

//////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

 The most striking parallels are between Krishna and Christ (I say Christ because I want you to hear how like “krishna” it sounds, and also because that is how Christians talk about the divine aspect of Jesus, reserving the name “Jesus” for his human aspect.   

Yeshua and Krishna were called both a God and the Son of God.

 Both were sent from heaven to earth in the form of a man.

 Both were called Savior, and the second person of the Trinity.

   His adoptive human father was a carpenter.

 A spirit or ghost was their actual father.

 Krishna and Jesus were of royal descent.

"Krishna was born while his foster father Nanda was in the city to pay his tax to the king." 

 Both were visited at birth by wise men and shepherds, guided by a star.

 An angel issued a warning that the local dictator planned to kill the baby and had issued a decree for his assassination.   

   Both were identified as "the seed of the woman bruising the serpent's head."

 Jesus was called "the lion of the tribe of Judah." Krishna was called "the lion of the tribe of Saki."

 Both were god-men: being considered both human and divine. 

 December 25th was chosen for Christmas because of a pre-existent Pagan Roman holiday, Saturnalia. December 25th was also recognized in ancient times as the birth day of various other god-men such as Attis and Mithra.

/////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

    As I said at the beginning, this is a soul story, not an historical story. Soul stories are as likely to be true as stories from history, but you approach  them differently.  I’ve told you that I try to understand them the way I would understand a dream. 


 The image of the Divine as a baby is so rich. I invite you to let go of your hold on the Jewish or Christian God you believe in or don’t believe in.   Open up to an understanding of the Divine as Love, as Light, as Spirit. When God is a baby, no one has to fear Him. No one has to tremble before His wrath. No one has to wonder what they have done wrong, how they have disappointed Him. A baby God isn’t mad at you – in fact, it needs you to coo over it, hold it close, visit it with presents. No wonder Christmas is a well loved holiday—God is a baby. No wonder it’s sad and hard for so many people. The possibilities held in the baby are playing out in their lives and lots of things feel like they got messed up along the way.

  The thought of a baby lets you start new. Before anyone got a picture of what you are like. Before you got defined and diagnosed. Before you made any mistakes, before there were any misunderstandings.

A baby love, a baby light, a baby spirit carries within itself all that it will become, like an oak within the acorn, like two hundred and thirty tomatoes within one tomato seed, like a mighty river that starts as a spring welling out of the earth in a high and quiet place. The light starts as a tiny sliver, something you care for, something you nurture, you are careful with it. You delight in it. A baby is full of possibility. A baby love has all the possibilities in the world, it carries all the hopes and dreams. Later on, as it grows and matures, it becomes more real, and if you are skilled and lucky, it grows richer and deeper.
 


What if this is a story about the soul entering the world of our body? The light of spirit and wisdom, the Divine Seed (to use a traditional Unitarian phrase) being planted in a human being? Most of the founders of our free religion believed that the seed of God, a tiny sliver of the light, was in each of us. Do you sometimes have the experience of the Divine seed glowing within you? Does it sometimes come in a midwinter time of life, when it is dark , when it is difficult to see in front of you? When you are in a time of not knowing, uncertainty?  


The Divine seed, the wise baby, is within all of us, containing the whole of divinity in itself, yet needing to grow.     Antoine St. Exupery writes: “the seed haunted by the sun never fails to find its way between the stones in the ground.”   (“Flight to Arras”) We have the experience of being able to feel the light, however faint, as it shows us the next step to take. When our souls are seeds “haunted by the sun,” we can grow.   Is our soul the seed, or is it the light? Both. Do we long for the Divine, or are we Divine ourselves? Both. Do we search for God or is God within us? Both. That is my belief. You, as always, are free to believe about this what makes sense to you. 


In times of confusion and doubt, see us able to visit our soul like the magi, the wise magicians, kneel before it with gifts of quiet, respect and love. We can nurture the light, the seed of God within us. We can protect it from the forces of power over, the forces of fear and control. The Herod power, the light-killing, love-killing power of the outer world and of our inner world as well. I wish for you all at this time of the rebirth of the light that the light be reborn in you, that love be cradled in your heart, that your spirit and the spirits of those around you be something you nurture and protect. 

Here is a poem by the 17th century Muslim Sufi poet Hafiz that says what I want to leave you with:

 We have not come here to take prisoners,

But to surrender even more deeply

To freedom and joy.

We have not come into this exquisite world 

To hole ourselves hostage from love.

Run, my dear,

From anything

That may not strengthen

Your precious budding wings.

Run like hell my dear,

From anyone likely

To put a sharp knife

Into the sacred, tender vision

Of your beautiful heart.

Hafiz
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    Author Kersey Graves wrote a book in 1875 titled "The World's Sixteen Crucified Saviors." It lists 346 "striking analogies between Christ and Chrishna."

