
Return to Boniface             January 5, 2014 
It is so good to be back here with you this morning. I have missed you. I have missed this 

place. I missed being with you through the seasons of Advent and Christmas. So, I’m glad this 
morning to finally get the opportunity to greet you. ---- Good morning! 

And Merry Christmas!!! ----- Although most folks took down the tree last week, it’s still 
Christmas! Today is the twelfth day of Christmas. Today we should all be getting our 12 
drummers drumming to go along with our lords a-leaping, our maids a-milking, and our 
partridge in a pear tree. 

So, let me ask you, did you get what you expected for Christmas? Did you get a new golf 
club? A brand-new iPhone? A fancy bottle of perfume? Or perhaps five golden rings? 

Well, this morning, I want to suggest to you that Christmas is not about what you expect. 
It is not about the presents. But it is about the gift. 

This year my family and I decided not to exchange presents. Instead, Jean and I offered to 
fly all of our sons and their significant others back here to Sarasota to share Christmas day with 
us. The greatest present Jean and I could think of was to share Christmas Day with our family – 
our four sons and their loves. 

Unfortunately, that present never materialized. 
Instead, my daughter-in-law Chelsea had a massive car accident on Interstate10 in 

Arizona. She rolled her car down an embankment at 70 miles per hour. Not side over side like 
most people. Chelsea flipped the car Hollywood Style. The car rolled hood over trunk over 
hood – just like in The Fast and The Furious movies. 

Our Christmas present of being together was ruined. But the gift was still to be given. 
Our greatest gift this Christmas was when my daughter-in-law Chelsea emerged from that 
wrecked vehicle all on her own. She had just two bruises and a scrape. 

Chelsea had been held safe in the womb of that car’s steel cage. As she climbed out of 
the car, it was as if Chelsea had been given a new life. 

When that car rolled, it should have been the end of Chelsea. The car was an 
unrecognizable wreck. But Chelsea’s gift – and the gift to everyone in my family – was the gift 
of a new life and a new day. 

I had expectations to be with all my family on Christmas Day. My expectations never 
happened. But, I was given a much greater gift – the gift of my daughter-in-law's life. 

You know, my friends, every day for us is a new gift. Every day our gift is the 
opportunity for new life. Every day we can begin again. 

Our gift is given in the birth of the Christ Child.  Our gift is given in the death of Jesus on 
the cross. Our gift is given in the resurrection promise of Easter morning. God gives us our gift 
daily – the gift – the opportunity to choose new life in Christ. 

It’s not what we expected. It’s not what we deserved. But by God’s grace it is the gift. 
I came to St. Boniface one year ago this week. Many of you were filled with expectation 

about me. I, too, was filled with expectation about St. Boniface. I think we all might have been 



expecting a smooth ride and marvelous ministry. We might have been expecting a church just 
the way we wanted it. A church where nobody has any problems. A church where nobody 
struggles. A church where everybody is happy all the time. 

But, unlike our expectations, you and I both know that's just not true. We all struggle. We 
all cry. We all sin. We all experience disappointment and we all disappoint each other. We all 
want life to go our way. We all have days when the pain overtakes us. We all have moments 
when our lives feel like a twisted wreck – more like Chelsea's car than anything else. 

My first year here at St. Boniface was difficult for many of us. It was not what I 
expected. It was not what some of you expected. There has been hurt in this congregation in this 
past year for many of us. 

I have been away from you for two months. And, just to set the false rumors you may 
have heard to rest, I did NOT have a nervous breakdown or try to commit suicide. I did NOT 
have a heart attack or a stroke. I did NOT have an affair or a visit to an alcohol rehab 
facility. 

Instead, at my Bishop’s direction, I stepped away for a time to gain some perspective, and 
to allow the parish to have time to do the same. 

Some of my actions in this past year have caused pain. And, some of the actions of others 
have caused pain, as well. I am sorry for our missteps. I am sorry for our hurt. 

Now, we are called to work for reconciliation in the coming days. We are called to come 
together as a parish. We are called to be people of forgiveness and grace. We are to be people of 
the Incarnation – the people who know Christ Jesus. 

I was called to this parish to care for you, to lead you, and to love you. That was intention 
and is my intention every day. 

My people, we are being given a gift this morning. We are beginning this New Year 
together. We can begin again with joy, my friends, for we have all been given a gift that far 
exceeds our expectations. The gift of Jesus Christ born to us. The gift of Jesus Christ raised 
from the dead for us. The gift of new life in Jesus Christ as we seek him together. AMEN. 

 
The Rev. John C. N. Hall 


