
The Cradle, the Cross and the Crown… 
 
 

1. This is one of the highest, most holy days in the Christian calendar. 
Often lost in the push and shove of the season, this very simple – yet 
impossible – story still packs a punch, when we let it.  

 
2. If you’ve not listened to our Christmas Eve service, may I suggest 

that you want to do that? The lesson there is the story that has 
captured my head and heart over the last couple of years. Today, 
what remains to be said? 
 

3. To review: we believe. We believe the impossible. I have no problem 
at all saying the story of Jesus is impossible…and, yet, I believe it. In 
fact, the more we see of the vastness and majesty of the universe, 
the cauldrons of fire and the impossible high towers that explode 
stars like shotguns firing endlessly into the darkness…the more I 
believe it is a sign of ignorance to NOT believe in the impossible.  
 

4. We are time travelers. Every time we look up into the sky, we are 
seeing light from stars that no longer exist…and we are NOT seeing 
light from millions of stars that DO exist.  
 

5. Into this universe, God came. He took the tiny molecules He created 
and formed a body in which His Son, our Jesus, our Messiah, lived. 
That body felt pain, joy, tasted food, tasted vinegar and gall, sweated 
under the heat of the sun, and felt the rushing waters of the Jordan 
roll over him as he was baptized by John.  
 

6. Impossible. And true. I’ve often used the illustration of a man in a 
large rowboat in the middle of a lake so large that he cannot see the 
shore in any direction. Suddenly, an eight foot high wave rolls at him 
at high speed and nearly swamps his boat before passing him and 
rolling out of sight. What caused that wave? An undersea 
earthquake? An explosion? Whatever answer he comes up with must 
be sufficient to account for the size and speed of that wave.  
 

7. So it is with this story. Where this story has gone, freedom, human 
rights, civil rights, the elevation of women, the ending of slavery…all 
occur – slowly, at times, but it still happens. You can look at a map 



and see where Jesus has gone and where his story is unknown. That 
is amazing…and telling.  
 

8. I want to spend a little time today on exactly this impossible story is. It 
is not primarily about a baby in a manger, talking animals, visits from 
the east, or angels singing in the air. Let’s take our cue from one of 
our dearest Christmas carols, one you’ve heard here and everywhere 
this season: Silent night.  
 

9. The last verse has these beautiful lyrics: Silent night, holy night. Son 
of God, Love’s pure light. Radiant beams from thy loving face. With 
the dawn of redeeming grace. Jesus, Lord at thy birth. Jesus, Lord at 
thy birth.  
 

10. I am still stunned by the beauty of weight of that verse. This 
birth of Jesus was the dawn of redeeming grace. We can find grace 
again and again in the Hebrew scriptures, but grace is embodied in 
the person of Jesus. He is the demonstration of God’s love for us. 
(Hebrews 1:1-4) 
 

11. Jesus is what God looks like, acts like, and sounds like. Jesus 
is what grace looks like, acts like, and sounds like. If we focus solely 
on the baby in the manger, we might lose the power of this story and 
the weight of this event. Jesus was a baby, yet, for a time, but he was 
lord at his birth, lord before his birth, and remains our lord to this day 
and forever.  
 

12. To give structure to the point I am trying to make, I want you to 
think of three words: cradle, cross, and crown. It sounds like a name 
for an English pub and that actually helps me remember it. Not that I 
am an aficionado of English pubs, but I’ve always loved how they 
were named. The cradle, cross and crown encapsulates our 
impossible story.  
 

13. Jesus didn’t just come down to earth to save us or to defeat 
death. As important as that is, he also came here to show us how to 
live while we are here. His story takes us from cradle to cross to 
crown (Philippians 2:5-11).  
 



14. Our sweet songs about the baby Jesus are fine…but only if we 
remember the other parts of his story: his teachings, his struggles in a 
world that did not believe Mary’s story or his parentage, his many 
acts of kindness and grace toward those whom society, religion, and 
custom had left behind or deemed unwelcome, and his walking down 
the mountain into the hands of the mob, giving himself up willingly, 
taking the pain and humiliation, launching himself into the void… 
 

15. Going dark from Friday to Sunday morning. Emerging from the 
grave, scarred, but unbroken. Ascending to heaven. Interceding for 
us. Cheering for us. Covering us with grace. And giving us a name, 
an identity, a meaning, and a task.  
 

16. For we, too, must walk through an impossible story. We must 
take our fragile, imperfect lives and channel the love and grace of 
Jesus as best we can (though no one ever does the best they can). 
We must remain faithful even as death approaches – a natural death 
or a death caused by our faith in Jesus. Only then will we receive the 
crown. Only then, will we co-reign with Jesus.  
 

17. Co-reign? O, yes, that’s another part of this impossible story. (2 
Tim. 2:11-13) When we get to heaven, Jesus will step from his throne 
and walk among us as his brothers and sisters, his equals in the 
kingdom.  
 

18. That sounds…impossible. But it is true. Jesus did not remain a 
baby. He wasn’t a baby before he got here. He came in the most 
vulnerable, unthreatening way possible…but he showed his power 
over creation by stilling the storms, removing disease and disability, 
changing water into wine and bringing Lazarus out of the grave.  
 

19. He also showed his power by forgiving the unforgiven. Loving 
the unloved. Accepting the unaccepted. All the while, he was showing 
us the way from the cradle to the cross to the crown.  
 

20. And that is our story. By believing it and living it, we take what 
seems impossible and make it possible, but we do not do that alone. 
Jesus sent the Holy Spirit to enter our lives and make the impossible, 
possible.  
 



21. It will not be easy. And that cross is still out there to remind us 
of that, but the way of the cross leads to the crown…or, as an old 
hymn from 1906 told us, “the way of the cross leads home.” 
 

 
 
KIRSTIN: I believe I will then lead us in the old Jesse Pounds’ hymn, “The 
Way of the Cross Leads Home” and tag it with the last two verses of “Silent 
Night” 
 
 CCLI Song # 3700457 
 
CCLI Song # 4424794 
 


