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Christmas Eve homily 
Based on Luke 2:1-20 

 
My sister-in-law wanted to put the Christmas tree up at their house on Dec. 1st.   Why do you 
want to do it so early, my brother asked her.  Because in December, stuff happens! She said.  
And she was right.  I spoke to her on Dec 22nd and they had yet to have a minute to decorate the 
tree, much less make sure there were an appropriate amount of presents under it, preferably 
wrapped.  Things happen; family crises, extreme weather, illness, power outages, you name it.  
Christmas is a holy time, and it’s preceded by four weeks of preparation in Advent, but nothing 
clears out those four weeks, there is no force field around that time, that keeps the rest of our 
lives from continuing to rush in and ruin our best laid plans.   
 
Christmas happens in the midst of everything; it always has.  In the midst of things going wrong, 
things coming late, things that were supposed to happen not happening at all. It comes anyway 
because it’s not about what we do or don’t do.  God happens; God finds a way in, no matter what 
else is going on.    
 
Even in Luke’s magical and holy story, the moment at which God’s son is born is not sheltered 
from the rude winds of circumstance and change.  Jesus’ birth happens, like a lot of human 
births, at an inconvenient moment.  His conception happens before the mother and father are 
married, for one thing, and it’s all a bit scandalous.  And his birth happens just when the mother 
and father have to travel on foot a long distance, when they are without a place to spend the night 
or a midwife or a grandmother to help with the birth.   
 
The angels’ message to the shepherds, though, is that none of that matters.  The birth is still 
miraculous, it is still good tidings of great joy for all people.  Good news for ordinary, working 
people, for poor people, good news for unnamed shepherds out in the fields, first and foremost.  
Unplanned, inconvenient, even a little dangerous, but that’s irrelevant.  It’s God’s presence, born 
into the human world.  
 
And may I say, the shepherds get a holy army of angels to point them to that presence, and the 
glory of the Lord shining round about them.  For the rest of us, ever since that day, we have to 
look a little deeper, listen a little harder, to find God’s presence breaking into the crazy 
circumstances of our lives.   We have to hear it a neighbor’s tone of voice, see it in a loved one’s 
recovery, read it between the lines of a news story.  In the midst of travel and family drama and 
political division, we have to listen for the angels’ voices, those messengers from God, telling us 
where to find the vulnerable, powerful spark of the divine among us.   It’s here, somewhere, in 
some unlikely, unfancy place.   
 
Just on my way over here this evening, I heard the story of first African American graduate of 
the public high school in Little Rock, Arkansas.  She was not allowed to join any club, attend 
any football game, participate in any school activity.  But she made it through, and at her 20 year 
reunion, had at least some reconciling conversations with the white students who had ostracized 



her.  Her take away from all of this was, “roses do grow in concrete and I need to have the 
strength to keep on looking for them.”   
 
But roses do grow in concrete, hope is born to poor travelers at inconvenient times, and we do 
need to have the strength to keep on looking.  Because when we find the place where God is 
being born in our world, our role is to nurture and protect and shelter, and also to rejoice.  Our 
role is to sing, loud, because we may not run into the angels, and other people also need to know, 
that here amidst the craziness, we have heard good tidings of great joy which shall be to all 
people.   
 
 
 


