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“Christmas Eve” 
 

One of the best gifts in my life is my vocation - I love being a pastor. 
 
I get to learn and stretch daily and daily I get reacquaint myself with the story of how it is God uses small people to do big 
things. 
 
I also get to work with fabulous people - the people of this church and community, and the people who work for this church 
and this community. 
 
We learn a lot from each other, because we are different from each other.  And that’s a good thing, our differences. 
 
I work with a colleague who is literally young enough to be my daughter.  There are thirty years between us.  Pastor Katy Lee 
began in this place the same Sunday I did.  We have bumbled our way through two-plus years of ministry in a new place. 
 
We teach each other - intentionally and maybe most powerfully, unintentionally. 
 
Recently Katy threw out a lament that caught my heart. 
 
She named her frustration that in her family she is the one who hankers after traditions.  She wants traditions! 
 
You know, those things you do year after year that give your life rhythm and form. 
 
Katy’s lament got me to thinking about a Christmas Eve tradition I shared with my family as I grew up and as I raised my own 
children. 
 
And miracle of miracles, it doesn’t involve food! 
 
I grew up on a skating rink.  Almost literally.  My mom had skated in the Ice Follies so she taught lessons and she taught her 
children to be skaters and we lived across the street from a skating rink so the slap of hockey sticks and the scratch of blades 
on ice were constant music in my childhood.  I was a rink rat and proud of it. 
 
I can still smell the warming house in my memory.  You understand... 
 
When I raised my children, we lived in almost the same kind of configuration:  our house was on a hill overlooking a skating 
rink.  My children grew up with pucks hitting side boards and lights and they too became rink rats. 
 
My dad was a pastor.  He - and we who sang in Jr Choir and did other things at church- did an early Christmas Eve service 
before dinner and came home for dinner. 
 
And then the long wait commenced for the eleven o’clock service. 
 
The same was true for my children growing up.  We were engaged in the early service as musicians and certainly when I 
became a pastor.  We followed worship with dinner.  And then the long yawning wait for the late service began. 
 
So here is what we did when I was a child and after I had children: 
 



We took up our skates and crunched down the hill to the skating rink. 
We sat on a snowbank to lace up our skates. 
 
There were no lights. 
There was no traffic. 
There were no other people about. 
 
There was only the canopy of stars, the heat of breath and the wild freedom of spinning and gliding and flying across a sheet of 
ice on a cold Minnesota night. 
 
So much of what held us was released as we skated. 
 
The oughts and shoulds, the stresses of setting up the perfect Christmas, the bobbled dinners, or unkind comments. 
 
We released all those things under the star spangle of night. 
 
We were free. 
 
And, as rowdy as my family can be, what I remember most was the silence, broken only by the sound of breath and blades on 
ice. 
 
And I remember the stars. 
 
There was a hush. 
 
In remembering, it feels like we needed that time to absorb the story we had preached and sung and heard in worship: 
 
A baby was born. 
To a poor and frightened couple. 
 
A baby was delivered in a manger because no one would give his mother and father shelter. 
 
And the mighty and the powerful had no idea of the miracle of this birth. 
But the shepherds did; 
The less-than-minimum-wage laborers who knew a desperate need for hope. 
They heard the angels.  Their hearts were stirred to follow: to wonder and worship. 
 
For unto the world a child was born. 
A son was given. 
God entered creation in exquisitely vulnerable flesh. 
 
And that child.  That stunning miracle of a child. 
That child would grow to teach and bless and call people to 
the hardest work there is: 
 
love.   
 
Loving God.  Loving neighbor as self. 
Living that love in daily conversation and in public policy. 
 
We needed time on a skating rink to absorb the wonder of it all. 
 
We still do. 
 



On this night as we sing of angels winging through the air and glories sounding, we know the story of Jesus’ birth is being told 
over and over and over again with the miracle of each newborn’s cry and with the reality that too many people are being 
denied room in literal inns and in the shelters of our compassion. 
 
There is no room for too many in this world 
 
The Word became flesh.  God dwells in flesh - in you and in me and in children denied safe homes and in Syria and across this 
country and it seems to me I need to find my skates. 
 
I need to glide under a star-spangled sky and take in the story again and again and again. 
 
For God so loved this world that God was born in terrible vulnerability. 
 
In order that we might (finally!) learn to bow our heads and our knees and live our worship and give thanks for the crazy kind 
of way that God keeps being born. 
 
May we, like the hope-starved shepherds, be stirred to follow.  To believe the song of the angels.  To see God in the most 
vulnerable.  To bend our knees and breathe in the power of God’s heart made flesh. 
 
In a baby. 
 
In this world. 
 
Believe it.                                            Amen 
 
 

 


