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Luke 2:1-20 
Christmas Eve: A Simple Story 
May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts be 
reflections of your word to us today, in Jesus’ name we pray. Amen 

 

 It’s good to hear the story again . . . the story 

that’s the same every year . . . such a simple story. 

How did Jesus come to be born in Bethlehem, the 

city of David? Well, let me tell you, it’s a simple 

story. It’s such a simple story that our imaginations 

go wild with the details . . . What is it like for Joseph 

and Mary to depart from home and go on a journey 

right when Mary is supposed to give birth? What is 

it like for the shepherds to tell their story to Mary 

and Joseph, while sitting there in the hay? Was there 

a sense of collective upheaval around the region 

with so many people traveling to their hometowns 

for the census? We can imagine it all within this 

simple story for the ages. 

 We know about collective upheaval . . . we 

didn’t a year ago, but now we do. We know what 

happens when we all go through the same thing. We 

are staying connected only by the power of the Holy 

Spirit, and find there’s a lot of commonality in our 

experiences and responses to what’s happening. Ten 

years from now when someone asks what you did 

during the pandemic, you’ll have a story to tell . . . 

perhaps a simple one. My story is certainly simple – 

I basically stayed home for a year or however long it 

ends up being. Days became pretty routine, 

rhythmic even: I got up, did morning tasks, sat with 

my spouse, started my work day, took a break to eat, 

maybe went for a walk or chopped wood, usually 

watched movies in the evening. It’s a simple story, 

and not a very interesting one. But in the midst of a 

simple story, the whole world changed, and so have 

we. In the midst of a simple story, within the rhythm 

of the day to day, I’ve experienced both 

spaciousness and crisis; both peace and being 

confronted with myself; both ease and intense 

problem solving.  

Every story, even a simple story, is dynamic; 

there is so much is going on in the silences between 

words, within the rhythm of the action. Tonight we 

celebrate that within every story, Christ is born 

somehow; within the story of Bethlehem, within 

your own story and mine, Christ is born. It’s a 

mystery, and one we celebrate, because we need 

God to be born anew, to be welcomed in, to be 

acknowledged and celebrated. And like that very 

special birth of Christ in the baby Jesus, the birth of 



Christ is always worth pondering . . . like Mary, 

sitting and listening to the shepherds tell their story 

of an angelic encounter. I pray God would open us to 

this mystery, so much that we can hear the angels 

sing through the joy in our hearts. Christ is born this 

night, alleluia! Praise and glory be to the living God! 

  

   

 


