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In the name of God, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, Amen! 

There is a rather poignant Christmas story about a little girl who watches 
her mother and father preparing for Christmas.  Over the weeks leading up to 
Christmas it seemed to her that her father was preoccupied with life’s burdens, 
while her mother was more concerned with parties and presents.  Bottom line - 
the little girl felt as though she was being pushed aside.  They didn’t seem to have 
any time for her. 
  So, one night, a few days before Christmas, the little girl knelt down beside 
her bed and prayed this prayer - She said, ‘Our Father who art in heaven, please 
forgive us our Christmases, as we forgive those who Christmas against us.’ 

My friends, I believe that sad story resonates, at least to some degree, 
within all of us.  It is a reminder that our gathering here on this holy night is no 
secret.  We have come here to share in the celebration of the birth of Jesus, who, 
according to Luke’s Gospel, was born in Bethlehem, in a stable, because the town 
was full of out-of-town visitors who had simply come to pay their taxes. 

Yet, if you look around you, it’s pretty obvious that we’ve made a lot more 
out of this celebration than the simple observance of a birthday story. 

This time of year is a profound one for all of us - filled with multiple layers 
of meaning - from family traditions to economic success for our merchants, to 
our year end tendencies to want to evaluate the year that is behind us, before 
setting sail into the next. 

All those things, along with a group of fictional stories like Rudolph the Red 
Nosed Reindeer and Frosty the Snowman, find their way into our consciousness, 
our decorations, our gift buying habits, our parties, and our expectations for 
Christmas and the future.  And, it would be an understatement to say that our 
culture treats Christmas with a great deal of sentimental attention.  For instance, I 
know many people who watch the Hallmark Christmas movies on television.  I 
also love to watch the old Christmas movies - ‘A White Christmas’ being one of 
my personal favorites.  And, truth be told, we long for our own families to 
embrace those sentimental visions of life as well. 

Now, please don’t get me wrong.  My middle name is not Scrooge.  None of 
those things are bad.  Our traditions instruct us, delight us, and remind us of deep 
seated values and the goodness inherit in God’s people.  However, on this 
Christmas Eve Christian clarity demands that we acknowledge that Christmas 
trees and Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer have nothing to do with the birth of 
our Savior. 



Which begs the question, what is this story in Luke’s Gospel supposed to 
be telling us?  If we really want to reflect on Christmas past, I suggest we look at 
the morning after Jesus was born.   In Bethlehem we find a stable full of animals.  
A cow loudly proclaiming its need to be milked.  Straw that smells just like a 
stable, now mixed with the experience of child birth.  We also find two new 
parents, stunned and exhausted by a long and tiring night, now experiencing an 
entirely different reality than the day before.  There’s a baby in their lives now.  
They rub their eyes, trying to recall the blur of activity that accompanied the last 
24 hours.   

Were those really angels making all that noise last night?  And what about 
those shepherds - the ones who had visited them in their little out-of-the-way 
stable - because, they had said, a bunch of angels had shown them the way.  And, 
this new baby boy lying in the straw between them is somehow the cause of all 
this commotion.  While it's true that in some sense every baby is a miracle, this 
baby is much more than that.  And Mary and Joseph know that God has plans for 
this child, and they’re a little afraid.  Yet, like any new parents, they can’t stop 
staring at their baby, touching him, holding him, loving him. 

You know, our culture has such a grip on Christmas that it’s difficult for us 
to view this story through a Hallmark lens, as though it were only about another 
sweet baby.  But, my brothers and sisters, that nativity scene, the morning after 
that dazzling holy night, isn’t just the end of Mary’s pregnancy and the start of a 
new family.  As we’ve been told, the baby in the manger is none other than 
Emmanuel, ‘God is with us.’  The people who walked in darkness have, indeed, 
seen a great light - and we’re not just talking about the shepherds and the star.  
The light emanating from this sleepy domestic scene is the light of God, which 
has purposely and deliberately, come to be with us, to dwell in us, and to 
transform us. 

In awe, we are prompted to ask, how do we respond to all of this?  And, for 
us, there’s really only one response. 

We need to respond in the only way we can.  By growing with the baby 
Jesus as he grows.  By learning from him, by emulating him, by becoming, as 
Jesus did, bringers of God’s light to those around us.  And, how do we do that?  
We celebrate the gift of God’s son by resisting the exclusions and oppressions in 
life, wherever we find them - just like Jesus did.  We do it especially in the life-
affirming ways that Jesus modeled for us - by teaching and healing, by giving 
voice and vision to those who have been, and are, struggling through the 
darkness of the world.  My friends, the profound message of tonight’s celebration 
is that the work of Christmas does not end tonight - it begins. 

One of the best loved of all the Christmas hymns is one we all know well - 
‘Joy to the World.’  Do you recall the words of the first verse, where we sing ‘the 
Lord is come?’  Sounds a lot like the memorial acclamation in the Holy Eucharist, 
when we say, ‘Christ is Risen!’  ‘The Lord is Come,’ says that Jesus comes to us 
here and now, not only on that first Christmas over 2000 years ago.  Our mission 



as Christians is to make that revolutionary love of Christ a reality in people’s lives, 
here and now, in this time and place we belong to.  Christmas present should 
always look different and better than Christmas past. 

The other part of that first verse in ‘Joy to the World’ that challenges us, is 
this, ‘let every heart prepare him room.’  As we reflect on the awesome gift we 
celebrate tonight, let us ask ourselves, how have I made room for the living Christ 
amid the busy shopping days and hustle and bustle of the season?  The only way 
for us to ‘prepare him room’ that truly matters to the world is when we make 
room for Jesus to challenge us and change us, to help us grow and transform us 
into Christ’s own hands and feet and strength and love - for this time and in this 
place.  To ‘prepare him room’ means giving up our personal attachment to having 
a ‘perfect Christmas.’  One that is more often than not, drawn to parties, 
obligatory gifts, and a false sentimentality.  To ‘prepare him room’ means we are 
motivated to do less buying and more giving.  It means less concern about having 
a perfect dinner table and more concern about feeding the hungry.  It means less 
decorating and greater recognition of who Jesus was and is, the one who is 
always being born anew in our hearts and who desires to always be with us. 

My friends, as you leave this place this evening, remember, Christmas 
doesn’t end tonight or tomorrow.  Christmas doesn’t end with Epiphany, or Lent, 
or Easter.  Christmas is God’s continuing gift of God’s presence with us.  
Christmas is our ongoing challenge to prepare room in our hearts, and in our 
lives, for a greater purpose.  For God’s purposes. 

Which begs the question, what about the Christmases of the future?  Well, I 
would suggest that, in a few days, as we pack up our ornaments for another year 
and fill our attics with boxes labeled ‘Christmas,’ we think about how our lives in 
January and February will continue the work of Christmas.  As we pull the tinsel 
off the tree, and put away the Christmas music CD’s and DVD’s, we need to think 
about who is lost, who is hungry, and who needs peace and security in March and 
April.  And when the shepherds are back with their sheep in the box, we might 
want to remember their surprise and joy, and find someplace to offer the song of 
the angels to someone who needs it in June and July. 

Finally, I believe poet Howard Thurman says it as well as anyone can in his 
beautiful poem, ‘The Work of Christmas.’  He writes, 

‘When the song of the angels is stilled, 
When the star in the sky is gone, 
When the kings and princes are home, 
When the shepherds are back with their flock, 
The work of Christmas begins: 
To find the lost, 
To heal the broken, 
To feed the hungry, 
To release the prisoner, 



To rebuild the nations, 
To bring peace among brothers, 
To make music in the heart.’ 

My brothers and sisters, Christ is born.  The real Christmas story now lies 
before us.  Merry Christmas!    


