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In the Name of One God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit. Amen 

I admit to starting this sermon last week, days earlier than usual. It was Friday 

afternoon and already the news pinging on my phone was distracting me from my 

reading, my writing, my praying. 

· The Secretary of Defense resigns.  

· Ruth Bader Ginsburg has surgery to remove two cancerous legions.  

· Hammond, the local middle school, is on lock down after a 911 call.  

I scrolled through my facebook page and someone had posted a political cartoon.  

A seemingly grouchy old man is sitting on his couch by himself reading the paper. 

The man’s face is turned towards another room in the house and he is yelling: 

I’d just like to know what in hell is happening, that’s all!  

I’d like to know what in hell is happening!  

Do YOU know what in hell is happening? 

In our world there is so much fear – and anger – and confusion. In the world at large, 

and in the world of our own very particular lives.  

A Washington Post opinion piece from the Editorial Board last Friday was entitled, 

simply: Be afraid. 



Violence and disease makes headlines when national interests are involved. But we 

all know the fear of violence, disease, and death as it hits closer to home, inhabiting 

our hearts and burying our hopes and dreams – for ourselves, our loved ones, our 

futures.  

We live in the age of anxiety.  

But I am not sure how much different our world is today – as compared to the world 

into which Jesus was born.  

It is never useful to compare different experiences of grief or fear – no way to say 

that one experience is more heartbreaking than another or one experience more 

fearful than another.  

But we can say that deep grief and fear was common in the days in which Jesus was 

born. 

“In those days” the text says, emperors ruled, and at a whim, they could make you 

get up and move, give all your money to the state, sacrifice your children, and pledge 

allegiance to so many Gods not your own.  

Some would say “in those days” it was an awful time and place to be born. 

Yet, “in those days” is the setting of the birth of Jesus.  

We actually don’t get very much information about the birth of Jesus in the Gospel 

account. Luke doesn’t say much. The child is born and his mother wraps him up and 

puts him down to sleep. There really is not much to the story that is in any way 

extraordinary.  

It is as if Luke, the Gospel writer, wants us to focus our attention somewhere else – 

away from the manger.  

So he sends in an angel with an incredible message and choir upon heavenly choir of 

celestial back-up singers.  



As one writer puts it, “ Luke’s narrative emphasis falls not on the birth itself but 

rather on the angelic announcement of that birth to the shepherds… (Preaching the 

Gospel of Luke p 24).” 

Why would Luke want us to turn our attention away from the manger? 

The very first words recorded by Luke after the birth of Jesus aren’t spoken by the 

mother of Jesus. They aren’t spoken by Joseph. They aren’t even spoken by anyone 

within several miles of the birth itself.  

The first words are spoken by an Angel of the Lord – to a group of smelly, dirty, 

outcast shepherds who in “those days” don’t even count as people. 

God has the first word and the message is for those on the margins – the dirty, the 

poor, the outcast, the lowly, the sick, the lonely, the grieving, the frightened. 

"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.” 

Those days are long over. This day new life has come into the world and this life will 

save you from all you fear.” 

For all of us who are living in fear or confusion – who wonder what the hell is going 

on – as heartache consumes our conscience – we are given a glimpse this night into 

the hope of Christmas.  

For all of us overwhelmed by fear and loneliness, depleted by grief, ready to give up 

on hope – on God... 

For all of us - in this place – caught up in the fear which marked “those days” –  

God rips open the heavens and comes down… 

Announcing a new dawn and new day. 

And God’s message today isn’t first to those who are “all okay” - to the ones “who 

experience everything as fine…just fine.”  



God’s message is first to the ones in fields of sorrow, confusion, doubt and fear: 

 

Do not be afraid. 

When our doctor appointment looms and the news might be that the cancer has 

returned… 

Do not be afraid. 

When we read the newspaper and wonder what our country is becoming and what 

the hell is happening… 

Do not be afraid. 

When moving our family across town, or across the country or overseas - seems 

more exhausting than exciting… 

Do not be afraid. 

When we think we don’t have enough, when we don’t think we are enough… 

Do not be afraid. 

When the world – and the newspapers - and the opinion makers - all say “be 

afraid…” 

Do not be afraid. 

Do not be afraid. 

Can we hear the heavenly chorus of angels singing our song this night? 

Or must we wait for the silence… and the whisper of God?  

Do not be afraid, my love. 

I read once that according to the Jewish Talmud, every blade of grass has its own 

angel bending over it, whispering “grow, grow.” 



Tonight I want us all to imagine an angel being sent by God to each of us - coming 

close to us – as God has come close to us this night - as close as the breath of a 

newborn baby. 

I want us all to imagine God sending each one of us an angel – with the message of 

hope we each need to hear. 

God knows us and cares for us – as much as God cares for a blade of grass or a straw 

of hay – or a weary donkey – or a stinky shepherd. 

God knows us and cares for us – individually and particularly. God knows our 

struggles - individually and particularly. 

And bends over us - speaking to us - as gentle as a whisper that can bend a blade of 

grass - and as forceful as a shrieking terrifying legion of angels (if that’s what it 

takes…) 

"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.” 

Amen. 

For the contrast between those days and this day I give thank for the commentary of 

Charles Campbell in Feasting on the Word, p 119. 

For the insight into the Talmud, I give thanks for Barbara Brown Taylor in An alter in 

the World. 

 


