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If you should ever meet an angel, you will tremble, tremble, tremble. Angels are that 

way. In the Bible, angels spread panic wherever they go.  

 

Consider, for example, the angel stories in the Gospel of Luke. When old Zechariah 

meets an angel in the temple, he was, (quote) "startled and gripped with fear." When Gabriel 

visited Mary a short time later, she was “greatly troubled.” And when an angel appeared to the 

shepherds in the field, “they were terrified.” 

 

Angels make knees knock. And yet, wondrously, ironically, when angels appear, they 

bring good news of great joy as well. Startled Zechariah will become a father in his old age. 

Mary will be the mother of a Messiah. And the shepherds’ fear turns to dancing and whoops of 

joy when they realize that they have been appointed to serve on the Messiah’s welcoming 

committee. Angel fear is mere prelude to great good news. 

 

 Oddly, then, Jesus, the promised child, never seems to inspire any fear at all. The 

Christmas babe is a poster child for sweet and cuddly. He’s a little holy infant, so tender and 

mild.  

 

 The angels might terrify, but the “sweet little Jesus boy” of song merely soothes and 

sleeps. 

 

 But just you wait and see what happens next. Tax collectors give their ill got gains back 

to the people. Prostitutes preach love to their neighbours, instead of selling its counterfeit. The 

sick find comfort—and perhaps even healing. The poor are fed, honored, and embraced. The 

temple is cleared of cheats. The hypocrisy of the establishment is revealed. People start talking 

about, then believing in, and finally make justice roll like a river.  

 

 Nobody was ever afraid of Jesus. He is mostly perceived as a light-weight. But see what 

happens next. Henry Emerson Fosdick, a liberal preacher writing before the second world war 

gets it best, I think, in a poem I’ve shared with you once before. Listen. Fosdick says: 

 

I saw the conquerors riding by 

With cruel lips and faces wan: 

There rode the Mongol Genghis Khan; 

 

And Alexander, like a god, 

Who sought to weld the world in one; 

And Caesar with his laurel wreath; 

And like a thing from Hell, Attila too, the Hun. 

 

And, leading like a star, the van, 
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Heedless of up stretched arm and groan, 

Inscrutable Napoleon went, 

Dreaming of empire, and alone . . .  

 

Then all they perished from the earth, 

As fleeting shadows from a glass, 

And, conquering down the centuries, 

Came Christ the Swordless on an ass. 

 

 The bottom line? Well, this, I think. Whether you heard it from an angel and it made your 

knees knock, or you read it in the Bible and it made you think, or you learned it from the lessons 

of history, Jesus is all about good news of great joy. For sweet baby Jesus has come to show us 

how to become fully human, how to bring good news to the poor, release to the captives, and 

freedom from the oppressed. He will not spread panic wherever he goes.  

 

 But just wait and see what we do next! 
 


