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Luke 2:1-20 

Christmas Eve 2016 

 

Grace and peace to you from God our Father and from our Lord and Savior Jesus 

Christ!  Amen. 

 

 “In that region there were shepherd living in the fields, keeping watch over 

their flock by night.  Then an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the glory 

of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified.” 

 

 Like the shepherds all those years ago we too gather this evening under the 

cover of night’s darkness yearning for that same glory of the Lord to shine upon 

us.  We long for those words the angel spoke, “Do not be afraid” to enter into our 

midst, calm our oft troubled souls, and soothe our aching hearts.  We gather 

tonight each with our own reasons.  Perhaps, because it just wouldn’t be 

Christmas without going to Christmas Eve worship.  Perhaps, you may not even 

desire to be here but you come because your spouse or family does.  Perhaps, you 

come to sing the glorious Christmas hymns.  Perhaps, it’s to hold onto memories 

of Christmas’ past with a loved one who is no longer alive.  We each come 

carrying our own hopes, joys, fears, hurts, and reasons for being here; yet, within 

each of us is that deep need to encounter the One who birthed us into being. 

 One of my fears when I was a young boy was of darkness.  I admit it – I 

needed a night light.  I hated it when my parents sent me upstairs to my room, 

tucked me in, and then left me all alone as the blackness of the night engulfed 
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every nook and cranny of that space.  Darkness can be an intimidating and 

frightening place to be.  Our eyes strain to see even our hand in front of our face.  

We are vulnerable to what might be lurking in the shadows around us.  Often it 

seems we are utterly defenseless.  Yet, do you notice that in the darkness our 

senses are heightened?  For instance, we hear things we might not otherwise 

hear.  Some of that is because of the stillness and quietness, which often follows 

darkness but nonetheless I find at times I have nearly laser like hearing in the 

darkness.  Additionally, I also am more keenly aware of my sense of touch.  The 

cool night air on my skin.  A gentle breeze blowing softly across my arm.  As I have 

grown older I have come to appreciate the darkness.  The peacefulness.  The 

solitude it brings.  Even the vulnerability we often find ourselves in.  Perhaps, that 

is why each and every year I seem to treasure more this most holy of evenings as 

the church gathers in the midst of a dark, cold winter’s evening.  My soul yearns 

for this evening because without fail it is one of those special times when the 

presence of God is so near, which is none other than what this night is all about.  

The birth of a child.  Jesus Christ.  God incarnate.  Emmanuel.  God with us.  This 

night.  This child.  This greeting of the angels to the shepherd and to the world, 

“Do not be afraid; for see – I am bringing you good news of great joy for all the 
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people:  to you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is the Messiah, 

the Lord.” 

 Darkness is so often equated with evil in our world and portrayed in 

negative terms.  And in many aspects there is no doubt darkness is a metaphor 

for all that is bad in the world.  Like the Psalmist, each of us encounters at one 

time or another dark valley wanderings we would just assume rather not go 

through.  Yet darkness is not always a bad thing.  Recall, God created light out of 

darkness and then separated the light from the darkness calling the light day and 

the dark night.  A time for work.  A time for rest.  A place in God’s creation for 

both.  God is God of both light and darkness and it is often in the midst of 

darkness God comes to us and reveals to us the light of Christ in a way we 

otherwise might not see, feel, or experience.i 

 A couple weeks ago we travelled to Cascade as the Bears basketball teams 

were playing there.  It was a rather brisk evening and the moon was huge and 

brighter than normal.  As we made the journey back home the darkness of night 

wrapped around our vehicle like the strips of cloth Mary swaddled the Christ child 

in as she laid him in a manger in the middle of the night.  We had rode up with a 

friend so I had the good fortune of not having to drive and simply stare out the 

window.  The sky was as clear as crystal.  The stars aglow.  It was pitch black yet 
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my eyes saw in a way they wouldn’t under the glow of the sun.  It was almost if 

time had slowed down as we drove along county roads and I spotted the sheer 

beauty of the glistening snow dancing in the glow of the moonlight.  Or the awe of 

looking out over the Iowa countryside and seeing the silhouettes of deer standing 

in the fields.  Truly, it was an encounter with God’s creation I had not experienced 

in a while.  It was a moment in time, in the darkness of the night, in the glow of 

the moonlight that God felt so very near.   

 If we look back upon our lives I suspect each of us can testify to moments 

such as this.  God at work in the darkness.  God meeting us in the stillness.  God 

coming to us when we are most vulnerable.  God touching us when we least 

expect it.  We need not fear the darkness because of the promise of Christmas – 

the light of Christ also shines and meets us in the darkness.  Perhaps, darkness is 

an invitation to encounter God as we otherwise may not.  Because we may find 

ourselves more vulnerable.  Our defenses are down.  Our senses are heightened.  

We are dependent upon the light to guide us.  We are more open to the Spirit’s 

presence and voice calling out to us.  I wonder if that isn’t why this night is so 

meaningful for so many of us and why this night, more than any other, continues 

to draw people to church who ordinarily wouldn’t go.  In the darkness of the night 

as the church gathers, in the darkness of this space as we sing Silent Night under 
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the soft glow of candlelight, the radiant love and glorious presence of the Christ 

child meets us.  For this hour.  For this moment in time.  Our fears no longer seem 

to immobilize us.  The stress of the season is set aside for the time being.  Our cell 

phones are silenced, our eyes removed from their screens, and we find ourselves 

pondering the miracle of this evening just as Mary did.  Pondering what this child 

means for us.  Treasuring this most precious gift.  Contemplating just what God 

might be birthing in us.  How God might be calling and using us to bear the light of 

Christ to the world?   

 This night is so important.  God has come.  God has taken on human flesh.  

Because the world matters to God.  Because we matter to God.  Because all 

people matter to God.  Under the cover of darkness, God entered the world in a 

new way.  The birth of God’s Son in a stable, alone because no one would 

welcome them, alone with only a feed trough for Mary to place him in, alone 

wrapped in bands of cloth, alone in the darkness of the night.  This tiny child and 

his young parents alone.  Vulnerable.  Frightened.  With no place to go.  But this is 

how God chooses to enter the world.  Because so many people continue to find 

themselves in this same predicament.  Alone in the darkness.  With no place to 

go.  With no one nearby.  No one to help.  Afraid of the darkness.  Yet, we need 

not fear the darkness.  Because we find God in it.  Because God has the power to 
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transform even those darkest of moments and open to us the fullness of God’s 

grace, mercy, and love.  Because we are assured the light shines perpetually in the 

midst of the darkness.  Because the Holy Spirit continues to come to us and to the 

world proclaiming the hope and promise of this night, “Do not be afraid; for see – 

I am bringing you good news of great joy for all the people:  to you is born this day 

in the city of David a Savior, who is the Messiah, the Lord.”   

i Sonia C. Solomonson, Devotional Advent Waiting, Gather Magazine (Women of the ELCA, 2016). 

                                                           


