Christmas Eve – December 24, 2025
Luke 2:1-20
Merry Christmas!
It’s so wonderful to be with you all and share in such a special holiday. Christmas has always been my favorite time of the year.  And over the years some of that magic has faded.  Reality hits harder each year. Missing loved ones that we used to share the holidays with. Memories of Christmases past are both delightful but also bittersweet.
Every year I try to restore some of that magic lost over the years. This year we baked cookies and drank extra hot chocolate while going around and checking out Christmas lights And the magic has returned a little. But I also recognize that the reality of a hard world has jaded me some.
Even the Christmas story itself has lost some of its magic that it used to have. Each year we reread the story. We know the story so well. But maybe it’s the seminary education, or maybe I’ve begun noticing more of the details, but even the story just seems cumbersome and less magical.
We start reading it... It the same ole... There was a decree... The world needs registered... Joseph had to go to Bethlehem... *Yawn*
The bible study part of me starts to knit pick some of the stuff. Oh, in Luke here it says Mary and Joseph aren’t married. But what we read in Matthew on Sunday said that after the angel visited Joseph, he took her in and married her. And there was no place in the inn... Except there weren’t really inn’s back in the day... and the manger was really some kind of a room that was a part of someone's home. And the shepherds just happen to know which manger to find Jesus in? They didn’t get a star like the magi. And if the birth is so important, why is it barely mentioned in Matthew and not mentioned at all in Mark and John?
See? All of these nitty gritty things don’t make the story as fun as when I’m reading to the kids. Knowing some of this really does ruin the magic.
But then I had to stop myself. All of these details... The census, the travel, the inn, the manger, which animals were present, how the shepherds got there... those are just details.
And not the point of the story at all.
We don’t gather every year in the dark to celebrate some random “innkeeper” finding a place for a woman to have a baby We don’t gather to talk about the donkey that brought Mary and Joseph to Bethlehem. Or the assumed donkey, because we again, don’t actually hear about a donkey.
Getting weighed down in these details loses the magic because they aren’t why we gather. We gather to celebrate the birth of Jesus.
God incarnate.
Born as a child to come and minister among us.
The power isn’t in the details of the story, but the story itself. Us gathering just as millions and millions of others are around the world celebrating this one night 2000 years ago. Knowing that we are a part of the story. The birth of Emmanuel – God incarnate – so that God may dwell among us Reminding us that God doesn’t just sit in the clouds in judgement, but rather in love comes to us.
That’s the power of the Christmas story. The story that tells of God coming to us in whatever way it actually happened. As we gather tonight, we all come with our stories. Stories that we carry that are a part of who we are. Sometimes those stories are a burden. Sometimes the stories are painful. Sometimes they are ugly. But they are our stories. And just like the Christmas story, we can get bogged down with the things that are less important. 
But also, just like the Christmas story, there are parts of your story that carry the magic. Knowing that you are loved - By God. And by those who are around you. Literally here in the pews or loved by folks who might be far away.
You are loved.
You were created in God’s image and you are a special child of God.
Every hair on your head is known. And your story brought you here to this community of faith. Flawed as it may be – because what group of humanity is not? - but this community of believers who live into the gospel they proclaim. Who love as they are loved and look out for those around them. There is magic where God’s people gather in love and grace. Because we gather with our stories and love one another as we celebrate love incarnate this night. All of that is truly special.
And so as you leave here tonight, I pray that your story feels a little more magical. Knowing that with all you carry, best of all, you carry God’s love with you wherever you may go.

