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Merry Christmas to you all! What joy on this night! A hushed, expectant joy as 

we await the morrow. No other day of the year seems to beat it for suspense 

and excitement. All the anticipation for Christmas morn—as adults we 

remember past ones while the children experience the newness of the now, 

and we share their wonder and joy. For ourselves and our children, we try to 

create and capture the emotions this special night brings. The rituals of 

Christmas—the candles, the readings, the carols—are so powerful, so imbued 

with rich significance and grace. They work anew their ancient mystery. 

 The exhilaration of the day comes in great part from the preparation 

for it, the suspenseful build up. The season of advent sustains suspense, 

expectation, until the hallowed calm of this evening, followed by the joy of 

Christmas morning. Easter has a similar pattern in the darker hue of lent, the 

passion of our Lord, the agony of his crucifixion, the deep grief of Good 

Friday, the quiet expectation of Holy Saturday, followed by the joy of Easter 

morning. Advent and Lent are so similar: periods of preparation and waiting, 

reflection and repentance, expectancy held, suspended, followed by a great 

burst of joy and celebration. At Christmas, birth; at Easter, new birth. This 

pattern is repeated daily—the darkness of sleep, rest, followed by the 

renewal and joy of morning, a day the Lord hath made, to rejoice and be glad 

therein. After darkness comes light; we are born anew each and every day. 

 Christmas is at its heart the celebration of birth: “This will be the sign 

for you: you will find a babe.” I wonder how many of you got caught up in the 

PBS series from England, “Call the Midwife.” Eleanor and I certainly did. The 
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scenes of poverty in 1950s East End London were shocking and appalling, yet 

in the midst of scenes of squalor and despair, without anesthetics, with the 

most rudimentary of medical implements, babies were delivered successfully. 

How the filmmakers accomplished those birth scenes, I know not, but I can 

attest that the appearance of reality was astonishing: the pain and agony of 

the mother, the bloodied infant laid on the mother’s lap, the first cries of life, 

the smiles and laughter and joy that greeted each humble birth. Commentary 

on the series indicated that the normally jaded male production crew 

members were often moved to tears at the sight of the infants on the set 

and of the created scenes of birth. 

 With those scenes in my mind, I thought of the story of the birth of 

Jesus. How tired Mary must have been after the journey from Nazareth to 

Bethlehem, a 95-mile journey. There is no mention of a donkey in scripture; 

they likely walked. How worried Joseph must have been. So far from home. 

No room in the inn. The pains of labour in a stable. Was anyone there to 

assist with the birth? Was there a midwife? Giving birth was high risk for 

mother and child in those times, far more than now. The infant nevertheless 

received into awaiting welcoming arms, especially the mother’s. Jesus 

swaddled by Mary’s loving hands. In the story of the birth of the Christ child, 

Luke’s emphasis is plainly on the humble circumstances, yet lowly shepherds 

came to witness and wonder at the birth of a child, and in Matthew’s story 

wise men came to pay homage at the birth of a child. 

 This central event of Christmas is imbued with emotion and meaning 

when we consider the birth of our own children: what wonder, what awe. How 

fortunate that fathers are allowed in the delivery room today to experience 

that moment of birth. And it all reminds us of our own births, the wonder of 

our own lives. Incarnation means many things: God our Creator revealed in 
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human form. The mystery of our faith: the very force which brought about 

the creation of the universe 13 billion years ago, which evolved our great sun 

to light our world, this magnificent creative force is revealed for us a mere 

2000 years ago in the birth of a baby: that huge force; one tiny newborn. 

The presence of God experienced in the life of a helpless baby, a dependent 

child.  The “Holy” found in the vulnerability of an infant, subject to the 

dangers of human existence, the slaughter of the innocents. What does it 

signify? 

 “He knows our griefs and sorrows.” 

 “The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light.” 

 “For unto us a child is born.” 

 “Good tidings of great joy to all the people.” 

 “Peace and goodwill.” 

 “His name shall be called Emmanuel: God with us.” God with us. 

The Divine Spirit is in our midst, in our hands and hearts. Incarnation: we 

receive the child into our awaiting arms. God is known in the love and care of 

parents for their child.  

 In Advent we learn that we are people who live all our lives between 

two advents, Christ’s birth and his coming again. Life is always an advent—

something about to happen. Not some far off event but daily, hourly, as we 

are constantly renewed, born from above moment by moment: God with us. 

God is here in the midst of us, where two or three are gathered in his name, 

the spirit of Pentecost dwells with us, Emmanuel. Peace and goodwill are in 

our hands, we must give, join hands, clap hands, dance, shout, sing: people 

will hear the good news only if above all else we demonstrate light in the 

midst of darkness, great joy, peace and goodwill to all. 
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 “God is with us, God is in us, so let us have courage, to live life fully 

each day, to love abundantly, to be all that we can be and make every 

moment count as if it is part of eternity. Pray not for the security that life will 

never possess, but for an enlarged capacity to live, a greater ability to love.  

Pray not for the absence of pain and hurt, but to be enabled to share in a 

peace that transcends pain and hurt, the peace that passes understanding.” 

(Bishop Spong) 

 As the days lengthen through the cold months of winter into the bright 

days of spring, we must remember always the key to joy for the world. In a 

world of war we must speak of peace. In a world of pollution and addiction, 

we must sing of purity. In a world of violence, we must act with love. In a 

world of abuse, we must stand for justice and compassion. In a world of 

death, we must seek rebirth. In a world of darkness, we must shine as light. 

 Today and everyday, let us turn our thoughts and prayers to all we 

know who are estranged from God’s love, to those who are angry, fearful, 

jealous, greedy, self-indulgent, so that we can mediate God’s love to them. 

When we think about people who are alienated, out of pride or fear, we 

realize that they are not just those who are obviously suffering but also that 

“they” include each of us. We all need God’s love to lift us from our private 

sorrow, our aloneness, to a consciousness of holy joy, of oneness with the 

God of life. We all need Christ to be born this day in our hearts and minds so 

that we can, with humility, spread His love to our neighbours, to anyone in 

need; so that we can, with humility, treat with compassion other endangered 

species. The greatest Christmas present we receive is the gift of God’s love 

for all of us. Let us accept that love and help that love to be known by 

others.  


