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The Fullness of Time
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“But when the fullness of the time was come, 
God sent forth his Son, made of a woman…”  
Galatians 4:4, AV
Now Mary and Joseph make this long journey 

and at the end of it

no one is ready for them.

They themselves are not ready for His birth.

Mary’s labor pains are probably induced 

by the long ride on the back of a donkey,

the jolting and swaying, the up and down, 

and now at the end of it,

Mary tells Joseph that her time is at hand…

the fullness of time.

He looks anxiously from house to house, 

this place and that,

even the caravanserai, the inn, is too crowded 

and there is no room for them.

The little town of Bethlehem is overcrowded 

by tired visitors, come for the census, 

feeling jerked around by the Romans,

feeling the nuisance, the upheaval, and no one has time

for this weary couple in the fullness of time.

They find (or maybe someone finds for them) a stable,

perhaps a cave where farm animals are kept.

There in the night, on a pile of straw,

wishing for better, 

but having to make do with what they have,

Mary gives way to the contractions 

that will not be delayed or postponed—

the Child will come now and that is all there is to it—

in the fullness of time.

Mary gives birth in the cold night, in the stable,

perhaps no longer caring about the squalid surroundings, 
caring only to get it over with.

And Joseph is the anxious and inadequate midwife,

wondering how in the world things ended up like this. 

And it is the fullness of time.

Again, making do with what they have,

they take the feeding trough, the manger, 

and use it for a basinet for the Newborn.

His coming seems so accidental, so incidental, so random… 
in the fullness of time.

This is the time chosen from the foundation of the world;

this is just what God imagined, or foresaw, or even planned.

He knew the Good Shepherd 

would come to His sheep as a Lamb.

While His people were harassed and helpless, 

like sheep without a shepherd,

then would He come in the fullness of time.

He would take the anxious feeling of being caught short,

the time when we wonder what to do next, 

this time of embarrassed helplessness,

the time of being ashamed of panic and poverty 

and transfigure it—

by coming to dwell with us right here in this time—

and make it beautiful, 

make it His time, the fullness of time.

