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 The image on the cover of our worship booklet might be something 
like how it looked two thousand years ago. Some of us had the privilege 
of journeying to the Holy Land with the Bishop three years ago. Near 
Bethlehem is an area named “Shepherd’s Fields,” and there is a cave 
there which animals and people shared, separated by a low wall. Maybe 
the birth of Jesus took place in a place like this.  Think of the warm 
presence of the cows and sheep and the donkeys, the beauty of the night 
sky, glowing with stars.  

 Imagine you are God and you want to announce the most 
amazing, incredible, joyous news ever—an event which will change the 
course of history—the birth of your Son, Jesus Christ. You would expect 
an event like that to be announced to the most important people in the 
nation. But none of them were invited. Only these few, poor shepherds, 
these social and religious outcasts, received the announcement.  
Shepherds were not even considered full-fledged Roman citizens. They 
spent all their time driving the sheep across the land of many different 
people and provinces. Yet it was shepherds, the poorest of the poor, who 
found themselves in a field blazing with the light of God. An angel of 
the Lord had stood in front of them, and the radiance of the Lord shone 
all around them. The night was lit up, and they were terrified. But then 
the angel said don’t be afraid; I am bringing you good news of great joy; 
I am bringing you news of the Messiah. And then they saw a multitude 
of angels, all singing praise to God. 



 The shepherds stopped being afraid and rushed to Bethlehem to 
see the child and told Mary and Joseph about the amazing thing that 
had happened to them. God came to earth as a baby and has chosen to 
share our lives.  

The claim that Ch makes for Christmas is that at a particular 
time and place God came to be with us himself. When Quirinius was 
governoe of Syuria, in a town called Bethlwhem, a child was born who 
was God made low and helpless. The One who inhabits eternity comes 
to dwell in tim, The Creator of the universe is delivered in a stable 
under the soft gaze of cattle. The Father of all merciese puts himself at 
our mercy.  

 Who knows what we would have seen if we had been present there 
in Quiinius’ time. Whether it happened that way Luke says it did, with 
the angels and the star, is almost becised the point because the one 
thing that believer and unbeliever can be qually sure happened is an 
event that changed the course of human history. And it was a 
profoundly human event—the birth of a human being by whose 
humanness we measure our own, of a human being with a face that, 
though none of us has ever seen it, we would all likely recognize 
because for twenty centuries it has been of all faces the one that our 
worl has been most hauned by. His name is Emmanuel, God with us. 
What  keeps the wild hope of Christmas alive year after year is the 
haunting dram that the child who was born that day may yet be born 
again even in us and our own longing for him. 



 
 
I submit to you that if it weren't for Christmas we 
might never have known 
the intensity of the love that God has for us. 
 
Mary and Joseph, far from home because of imperial 
rule,  a peasant mother 
giving birth in unsanitary substandard housing... There 
was no fanfare, no 
royal delegation.. They just laid him in that manger 
and they watched his 
little face, and they listened for his breathing, just 
like every new 
parent does. 
 

 

 

 We labor to be born. All that we have of holiness labors for breath, 
strains to bwe delived of darkness into light. It is the secret, innse 
battle of every one of us. And through all our laboring, God also labors:  
to deliver what is whole in us from what is broken, to deliver what is 
true in us from what is false, wunil in the end we reach the measure of 
the stature of the fullness of Christ, Paul says—until in the end we 
become Christs to each other. Be holy. Be healed. Be human. Because 
trhe light shines forth in the darkness, giving power to us all to become 
hildren of God.  But every time that voice rings out, we answer that 
such things are too wonderful for us, that the spirit iw willing but the 
flesh is weak. It is no reasy matter to save us when heal the time we 
don’t even want to ber saved because we are so at home in the deakness 



that is home. We none of us come to the end of our days with the saving 
more than a fraction done at best. But, praise God, the end of our days 
is not the end of us. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness 
has not overcome it. 


