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“Christmas Eve” 
 

A good friend of mine sent me an email with a provocative title:  It said, “Have a truthful Christmas”. 
 
I share with you a truth: 
 
I am challenged to preach this Christmas and I am so grateful to preach this Christmas. 
 
I am challenged because so many of the things that Jesus came to teach us; things like: 
 
Care for each other 
tearing down of barriers between haves and have nots 
Welcome for every person at the table of grace 
The power and presence of Emmanuel - God with us - alive in each person 
 
Those Jesus teachings have been savaged of late.  Our public discourse has broken hearts and jostled us into 
wariness. 
 
It seems we live in a nation much like that which existed at the time of the birth of Jesus: 
 
We are gripped by fear. 
We live in a land occupied by factions of people who denigrate and mistrust 
We live in a time of door-slammers who cannot imagine welcome given strangers 
We are desperate for hope 
We are tired and dispirited 
Like Mary and Joseph, we feel called to the journey that is our lives and we feel pregnant with life and compelled by 
the God- edict for lived justice we cannot afford to ignore. We trudge into we know not what. 
 
But this night, this night is antidote to trudge! 
 
Because, like Mary and Joseph on that long-ago Christmas Eve, we discover truths along the road that have the 
power to save our very lives. 
 
We find we are not alone.  There are others on the road.  There is a partner who reminds us who we are and who 
sings to us our dreams when the road seems impossibly long and the donkey balks.  We find we are not 
alone.  There are others with us. 
 
We find too the craziest thing:  Angels!  Shattering the silence of the night with messages that spin our heads and 
shake our hearts awake. 
 
Angels singing: 
 



Miracle is!  Life is!  A new kind of power is being born!  The hope of the ages is being born not in the splendor of a 
palace but to poor parents shunned by the wealthy.  God favors the terrified, the resolute, the oppressed and God 
has chosen to enter life in the company of homeless shepherds in a manger. 
 
The angels sing a message:  Peace. Peace to the tired and beleaguered.  There is more.  There is more.  God is in 
this.  God is with us. 
 
We discover too that the life ripe within each us must be born.  Our children, our dreams, our longings, the passions 
that swell our bodies and souls.  This life must be born and if a stable is the best birthing place we can find so be it! 
 
Dreams find deliverance.  This we find. 
 
We find too a truth we can scarce take in: that the most high God shows up in the most vulnerable of forms:  a tiny 
baby.  A shared conviction.  A whispered prayer.  A belief that things can be born in want and grow in power. 
 
And, we find that the right people show up to bring the vulnerable power of possibility into robust life.  People stop 
and listen.  They follow stars.  They arrive at your side.  They lend what they have.  They share your wonder.  They 
hold your hand and share your tears and they accompany your love into life and that love grows and teaches and 
blesses and saves. 
 
This we learn.  This we remember. 
 
It has been a challenging year of light and shadow, both. 
 
It has been a year in which the sacred worth and beauty of whole groups of people and the earth have been 
denigrated and challenged. 
 
And, it has been a year when people across the world came together in streets and in living rooms.  And, people 
have come together at Standing Rock in North Dakota.  People who called themselves “water 
protectors”.  Shepherds of the earth who followed the call to protect an elemental necessity:  water. 
 
Louise Erdrich is a native writer whose work moves me. 
 
She wrote an article for the New York Times recently called “Holy Rage: Lessons from Standing Rock. 
 
I want to share part of that article with you: 
 
“...tribal leaders held a meeting at Sitting Bull College. Two local veterans, Loreal Black Shawl and Brenda White Bull, 
took charge. 
 
“The highest weapon of them all is prayer,” White Bull said. She explained that her Lakota name meant 
“Compassionate Woman.”... “The world is watching. Our ancestors are watching,” she said. “We are fighting for the 
human race.” 
 
Most visitors and supporters who came to Standing Rock encountered a portrait of sacred humility. As in any large 
decentralized gathering, there were conflicts, but the over-all unity was remarkable… 
 
…Every time the water protectors showed the fortitude of staying on message and advancing through prayer and 
ceremony, they gave the rest of the world a template for resistance. 
 



I am a grudge-holder, so, when leaders practiced radical forgiveness, there were times I had trouble living in the 
moment. In most prayers that I heard, the police, the sheriff, and the pipeline workers were included. The U.S. 
government was forgiven for all it had done to the Great Sioux Nation, and, later on, the military also.  
 
But there is something extremely compelling about surprise compassion.  
 
A friend of mine, Marian Moore, who spent time at the camp in support of the water protectors, told me that, one 
day, members of the Indigenous Youth Council took water up to the barricade that prevented access to pipeline 
construction.  
 
The young people offered the water to the police who stood on the other side. Two of the officers refused, but one 
took some water and spilled it onto his shirt, over his heart. Then, across the barricade, the police officer and the 
water protector bowed their heads and prayed, together.” 
 
(New York Times, December 22, 2016) 
 
God’s heart, with water spilled over it, joining the God heart of the water protector. 
 
Long ago and today, love became flesh and dwells among us. 
 
The world needs the Jesus template for resistance and surprise compassion. 
 
Merry Christmas. 
 
 


