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1 In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was 
God. 2 He was with God in the beginning. 3 Through him all things were made; 
without him nothing was made that has been made. 4 In him was life, and that life 
was the light of all mankind. 5 The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has 
not overcome it… 
 
9 The true light that gives light to everyone was coming into the world. 10 He was in 
the world, and though the world was made through him, the world did not recognize 
him. 11 He came to that which was his own, but his own did not receive him. 12 Yet 
to all who did receive him, to those who believed in his name, he gave the right to 
become children of God— 13 children born not of natural descent, nor of human 
decision or a husband’s will, but born of God. 
14 The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us. We have seen his 
glory, the glory of the one and only Son, who came from the Father, full of grace 
and truth. 
 
 Last night, I had the honor of presiding at the wedding of a young 

man from our church—Rob Hogan, the son of Jim and Lissa Hogan, who 

wed a lovely lady named Sammi Gunter. Since I had some spare hours 

before the wedding, I meandered around the hotel in Dallas where the 

Hogans had generously ensconced me. It is called the Hilton Anatole, and 

it was, far and away, the most deluxe hotel I’ve ever stayed in, filled with 

art work and endowed with jaw-dropping architectural features. After I got 

past thinking, “I’m not worthy,” I wandered around and gawked. 

Eventually I strolled into the gift shop, where I saw a sign I liked so much 

I took a photo of it. It was entitled “10 Rules for Dating My Daughter,” 
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and since I’m the father of two daughters, those rules deeply resonated. 

Here are some of my favorites: 

1)  Get a Job. 

2) Understand That I Don’t Like You. 

3) I’m Everywhere. 

4) Be Home 30 Minutes Early. 

5) Get a Lawyer. 

6) If You Lie to Me, I Will Find Out. 

7) She’s My Princess, Not Your Conquest. 

8) I Don’t Mind Going Back to Jail. 

9) If You Want to Date My Daughters, You Will Be a sermon 

Illustration. 

 

(I made that last one up)  

 So I messaged my older daughter, Caitlin, who is 25 (and dating a 

fine young man named Jeremy, whom I like a lot) with the photo of the 

sign. I texted, “I almost spent $40 to buy this sign, but thought it would be 

just as effective as a photo. Use your best judgment whether to show IT to 

Jeremy.” She texted back, “Haha, I think Jeremy is aware of those rules. 

You have nothing to worry about. Maybe save it for when Emma is 35 and 

old enough to date.” For those who don’t know, Emma is my 7 year old 

daughter, and I would be personally fine with her not dating until she is 
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35, by which time I will be 92, and by that time will most likely be 

concerned about other things. But the sign did underscore my deep-seated 

conviction—one shared by a lot of fathers—that no man on earth (with the 

possible exception of Tim Tebow) is good enough for my daughter, 

though the young man Caitlin is dating now comes as close as anyone. 

 That point was driven home last night at the wedding. Rob, the 

groom, is as wonderful a young man as you could meet anywhere, and he 

and his new bride are very much in love. Two days earlier, her mother and 

father had just celebrated their 50th anniversary (I have a lot of empathy 

for old fathers). As some of you know, when I do a wedding, once the 

father escorts his daughter down the aisle, he stands between her and the 

groom. There is symbolism in that. The father will continue to stand 

between them until he hears some very important words. I ask the groom, 

“Will you have this woman to be your wife, and will you pledge your 

devotion to her, in all love and honor, in all duty and service, in all faith 

and tenderness, to live with her and to cherish her, according to the laws of 

God, in the holy bonds of marriage?” He answers, “I will.” And then I ask 

the bride the same question: “Will you have this man to be your husband, 

and will you pledge your devotion to him, in all love and honor, in all duty 

and service, in all faith and tenderness, to live with him and to cherish 

him, according to the laws of God, in the holy bonds of marriage?” She 

responds, “I will.” Only then do I ask the father, “Who gives this woman 
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to be married to this man?” The father will say, “Her mother and I,” or 

“her family and I.” And then, he joins their hands, and he steps away. 

Usually, there is a last moment—a hug between father and daughter, or a 

little kiss—that almost always causes me to tear up. Last night, the old 

father took a long moment before finally letting go of his daughter’s hand; 

and then, when he started to step away, she reached for him, pulled him 

back, kissed him on the cheek, and whispered “Thank you.” 

 There are so many poignant moments in weddings, so many things 

fraught with meaning. The most poignant sign I ever saw was posted in a 

stairwell at Ephraim McDowell Hospital in Danville, Kentucky. On every 

landing, there was a bulletin board with personal notices on it. I once saw 

a sign that, “Wedding dress for sale. Size small. Never worn. Will take 

best offer.” There was no name attached, just a phone number. There is a 

story beyond that notice—of a hope not fulfilled, of a union not 

consummated. 

 For 700 years, the people of Israel waited for a Savior, a Redeemer, 

the promised one of God. The prophets had promised and promised, and 

promised, and still that Redeemer had not come. The cry of the people 

sounded through the centuries: “How long, O Lord, how long?” Then, the 

Redeemer came. That Redeemer is God’s own child, Jesus Christ, and I 

wonder if the delay is because the Father wanted to see if the ones to 

whom he was entrusting “his only begotten Son” would be worthy. 
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 And of course, we weren’t worthy. We could never be. Nonetheless, 

in the fullness of time, God still gave his Child to us: 

Yet to all who did receive him, to those who believed in his name, 
he gave the right to become children of God—children born not of 
natural descent, nor of human decision or a husband’s will, but 
born of God. 
The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us. We 
have seen his glory, the glory of the one and only Son, who came 
from the Father, full of grace and truth. 

 

 Christianity—in fact, until very recently, before the great 

secularization, most of western civilization—measured time in two large 

epochs: B.C. (before Christ) and A.D., Anno Domini, “In the year of our 

Lord.” Jesus’ birth was the great dividing line in the way we constructed 

time. But yet, according to the Gospel of John, there was no “B.C.”; there 

was no time when Christ was not: 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and 
the Word was God. He was with God in the beginning. Through 
him all things were made; without him nothing was made that has 
been made. In him was life, and that life was the light of all 
mankind. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not 
overcome it… 
 

 Christ always was. But Christ was not always with us. Now, 

Christ is. We were never worthy. But the Father still let go, and trusted 

that we would love his Child, as we are loved, to the end of days. 

          Amen. 
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