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Christmas Eve: some say it’s “the most 

wonderful time of the year,” but, for a preacher – at 

least this preacher - it’s the most challenging.  Why?  

because here I am: standing up here to boldly 

declare with absolute certainty the ‘Word of the 

Lord:” the Word from the ‘Big Guy’ himself; the 

Word about a God, who – despite everything the 

culture around us increasingly ‘declares,’ and 

despite the sorrow and tragedy so many of us have 

surely encountered in our lives – I’m here to bring 

you the story – and to do it with a straight face – of 

how this God who cares about each one of us so 

much that he actually knows the very number of 

hairs on our heads…to tell you that this God – who 

created and maintains all that there is or ever will be 

- has come to you in particular to make an eternal 

claim on your life this very night: in the quite 

surprising and “un-God-like” manner of a baby - laid 

in a feeding trough in a nasty, stinkin’ stable in a 

backward, backwater town over 2,000 years ago 

somewhere in the Middle East. 

It’s my job to proclaim that this same God: in 

what has become history’s most earth-shattering 

encounter – brings the Divine ‘Yes’ to all our human 

‘Nos’…unmerited love to a world stuffed to the gills 

with hate – and the single-minded purpose to save 

you – to save each of us- even when we didn’t know 

we needed – or even cared – to be saved – from 

ourselves.  

I don’t know whether I can do it!  Anybody 

else wanna’ give it a shot?...  Didn’t think so. 

For most of us, tonight is the most surreal 

night of the whole year. Part of the Wonder of this 

hour is the palatable sense of the meeting of time: 

the coming together of 2 planes of existence: not 

just the historical, time-bound worlds of ‘ancient’  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and ‘modern,’ but in a way that’s never more 

tangible than tonight: the meeting of the Divine and 

the human. Angels sing. and - although we’ve never 

seen an angel – we hear them, and stare up at this 

spectacle lighting-up the night sky - our mouths 

agape in awe – as the shepherds “quake”…and, 

somehow, we are there. 

I wonder what we would have heard that 

night – had we been there: would we have heard the 

choirs of angels singing - or simply the grunts and 

squeals of the barnyard? Would we have seen more 

than 2 poor and frightened kids about to have a 

baby? Would we have understood the hushed 

silence as the Divine Presence, or simply the chill of 

a cold east wind?   

Or, might the choirs of angels actually might 

have been drowned out by the raucous haggling and 

dealing in the nearby bazaar? There was a bright 

star in the sky – science even affirms that – but the 

only ones who paid any attention to it were some 

unusual astrologers from far away. Would we have 

seen it? 

2 different people in the same place that 

night could – quite possibly - have heard and seen 2 

entirely different things: God never presents himself 

in a manner which forces us to believe. we’re always 

left with an option:  was that a ‘miracle?’… or just a 

‘coincidence?’ 

It’s a surreal night for other reasons as well:  

you’re in church - that’s pretty surreal for some, 

huh? … at 11:20 at night – and, you’re really not 

sure, why.  Yeah: it’s the family tradition, or you 

finally gave in to the nagging. but, could there be 

another reason? might you be searching for an 

answer to the question we’ve heard over and over 

and over again since the first Santa display went up 
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in Wal Mart – I think that was round about Memorial 

Day: “Find what you were looking for?”  

Ee’re all looking for something. It’s part of a 

universal human longing:  a sense that something’s 

missing in our lives. It has nothing to do with what 

we can – or can’t afford, or who we’re with – or why; 

nothing to do with our successes or lack of…our 

health, our career – not even our family. It’s what 

some have come to call the ‘Hole in Our Soul:’ that 

feeling that there must be more – to life, to 

ourselves, to what we’re doing here…And, it’s an 

uncomfortable thing for us to acknowledge. In fact, 

most of us spend our whole life running away from 

it – consciously or not - trying to fill it with anything  

that promises to ‘fix’ us: that ‘ab trainer’ on the 

infomercial…the new car or truck that the dealers 

claim they’re almost giving away this time of 

year…that perfume or cologne guaranteed to make 

us irresistibly alluring…trying to stuff that hole with 

anything to make that nagging emptiness go away. 

But, it never does.  We think we can do it ourselves: 

with our optimism, our sheer will…thru scientific 

breakthroughs that forever change our world. There 

is nothing the human spirit can’t do, we tell 

ourselves: fly to the moon, build skyscrapers almost 

as tall, and peer into galaxies light years away.   

But, although our education and scientific 

knowledge can help, we can never quite stuff the 

hole tightly enough. and, like the shepherds tonight: 

we become ‘sore’ afraid. The Hole was carved out 

by God when we were breathed into existence… 

placed there for a purpose: to draw us to say ‘Yes’ 

to God’s free and unconditional gift of Love in the 

Christ Child, given this night. 

John 3:17 is my favorite Bible verse – it’s 

actually quite obscure, I don’t know why – I was in 

my 30s when I first unearthed it.  It comes right after 

the one many of us learned as our first: John 3:16 - 

“For God so loves the world that he gave his only 

son, Jesus, so, that if we believe in him, he will bring 

us to ‘eternal life.’  Nice. Succinct. Easy to memorize 

– but wholly incomplete. 

 Here’s what we often miss about this whole 

‘Jesus thing’: John 3:17 says:  ”For God sent his Son 

into the world not to condemn the world” – not to 

point a bony figure of judgement – although plenty 

of churches teach that…not to get in our face to tell 

us how rotten we are…“God sent his Son into the 

world not to condemn us – but, so that thru him, the 

world – and all of us – might be saved.”  

So, there you have it.  We’ve already been 

judged – and found ‘guilty’ – that’s what tonight is 

really all about. That’s the story – in a gracious and 

loving nutshell why this night is such a big deal…why 

we call it “holy” –  set apart, different…and why the 

news the angels bring is “Good News – of great joy 

– which shall be to all people:” not just to those 

surrounded by loving family tonight - but good news 

to the drunk and his dog staggering down alone 

behind Wal-Mart to his makeshift tent in the 

woods…not just to those who will celebrate by 

exchanging expensive gifts – but to those with 

babies in their arms taking cover under what’s left 

of their bombed-out house in the Middle East…to 

those languishing in the isolation of nursing homes 

and darkened hospital rooms…to those who suffer 

thru this: the first Christmas without a husband or 

spouse. 

It’s Good News – what God did for us – for 

you – this night because in coming to a poor, 

frightened couple who were themselves lost and left 

out, and for whom the world had no room, God 

turned our world upside down. Forever. Because it 

means that God knows you and loves you - just as 

you are – but too much just to leave you there. 

2,000 years ago is a long time ago – but, here 

– all that time later – God still mystifies us – if we’ll 

let him: with news that’s frequently too good to be 

true, delivered by messengers that are often totally 

unexpected: showing up in the most unlooked-for 

places, and in the unlikeliest of people.  

But, none of this ‘God’ stuff depends on 

anything I say up here tonight…because what we 

see and hear in life depends not on the ‘what’ of 

events, but on the who we are as people. It’s not 

what is out ‘there,’ but what’s in ‘here.’ (heart) 

 No matter how often we look for God in the 

familiar, the rational and sensible, God will make 

sure he comes in the unexpected, and the 

unpredicted:  a Roman soldier who cries “I believe! 

help my unbelief!” …a thief on a cross who pleads 

“Lord, remember me when you come into your 

kingdom…” even a baby born in the midst of a 

cluttered, noisy, self-indulgent world – like ours…  
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You can’t buy into any of this with just your 

head, or with just your heart.  It takes both to bring 

us to what Danish philosopher Soren Kierkegaard 

calls taking a “Leap of Faith.” It’s not a ‘magical’ 

hokus-pokus word; or even a ‘religious’ word. It’s 

not even a noun…it’s more like a verb:  as the book 

of Hebrews defines it: “Faith is the assurance of 

things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen.” 

But, when we domesticate the Divine and 

muzzle the Mysterious, we leave little room for God 

to work in and through us.  

But, that’s so often just what we do. So God 

took the initiative. 

Nobody really knew what was going to 

happen that night, or even what the outcome would 

be. They were all stumbling through the dark, trying 

their best to do what they needed to do – with just 

enough Divine light to give them some measure of 

courage to continue to move forward – like us. That 

is ‘faith.’  

The God we see in the manger tonight is a 

God who reaches past the boundaries of race, class, 

gender and religion to touch you – with Love. 

Christmas has come, once again. and, now, 

the work of Christmas begins: to find the lost, and 

heal the broken…to feed the hungry, release the 

prisoner, and rebuild the nations, to bring peace 

among brothers…to make music in the heart.  Joyful 

music. Angelic music – even if you can’t carry a tune 

in a bucket – for unto us a child is born, and a Son is 

given. And his name shall be called Wonderful 

Counselor, Mighty God – Prince of Peace. 

  Just think of it as the ‘Big Bang’ - in a manger. 

Amen. 
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