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Hunkered Down Homilies 

“Flavor” 
Friends, 

It’s crunch time. The Christmas tree is up. The yard 
is decorated with hundreds more lights than we 
have ever used before. Presents are bought or 
made and many of them have already been 
delivered. 

Now we get to the serious business of making sure 
we and our kids’ families have the necessary 

ingredients for a traditional Baldwin Christmas breakfast. This breakfast includes easy-
to-find items such as eggs, biscuits, and grapefruit. But there are also items you can’t 
find just anywhere. Like Moravian sugar cake. Sugar cake is like a soft doughy bread 
oozing with butter and brown sugar. And there is country ham – easy to find in NC and 
VA but not so much in Southern California. And there’s grits. Try explaining to the NSA 
people at Los Angeles airport what is this bag of “grits” in your backpack. 

We have mailed or carried these Christmas breakfast items to places such as El 
Salvador, Canada, and Virginia when our children lived there. In El Salvador, the 
Christmas breakfast menu was edited to include black beans and fried plantains. Our 
son’s in-laws in Virginia added oyster stew to the breakfast table. (It took a little while to 
get acclimated to that one but now we look forward to it.) It pleases us that our children 
have taken the traditions and foods we value and have made them their own. Although 
the foods have a little different flavor, they still feel familiar.   

Each time we pass on the story of Jesus’ birth, his sinless life, his death, and 
resurrection, it takes on a new flavor. Every generation and every culture add a unique 
understanding of the gospel and a fresh way to express it. In Daniel’s vision he saw, 
“one like a son of man, coming with the clouds of heaven. He approached the Ancient 
of Days and was led into his presence… All nations and peoples of every language 
worshiped him.” (Daniel 7:13-14) 

What a feast we will share when we all gather together at the table of the Lord! 
Moravian sugar cake, oyster stew and black beans will join the foods and songs and 
stories of brothers and sisters we have never met. 

It makes me hungry for that kind of fellowship now. 

 


