
 Christmas is a day for remembering. 

 Today, people are gathering once again in every corner of the world to retell an ancient 

story, a familiar story, but always a new story of the long-awaited Messiah and how He came to 

walk among us, born this day in a forgotten corner of the Roman Empire to an obscure artisan, 

Joseph, and his virgin wife; an infant, the King of Kings whose kingdom will never end but who 

was born in poverty and whose first glance at the world He came to save was cast from the 

humiliating cradle of a feeding trough. 

 On this day, we remember not just who He was and what He came to do; we remember 

who we are and what we are called to do. 

 It is a day to remember what is best in us and in others, and so it is only appropriate that 

on this day, at least, much of the world pauses for a few precious hours while we assemble to 

rise above our fears and to gather our hopes to present them to the newborn King.  For a few 

precious hours, our hatreds seem to recede, and the endless ways we find to divide ourselves 

one from the other diminish, as do the endless means we devise to injure one another.  All of 

this seems to fade — at least for a bit — as we gather to retell this ancient story, the Christmas 

story. 

 In remembering the Christmas story, we remember too who and what we are, because 

we’re reminded once again that the Christmas story isn’t just Jesus’ story, or Mary’s, or 

Joseph’s, or the shepherds’, or the wise men’s.  It’s ours.  It’s our story too, for it informs our 

understanding of where we’ve been and where we’re going, and who and what we’re likely to 

meet along the way. 

 We’re called to remember that what St. Paul calls “the peace of God that surpasses all 

understanding”1 is the free, unmerited gift of the Christ born this day, and the Christmas story, 

our story, reminds us too that sometimes we have to wait for it.  Waiting, in fact, is a significant 
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though often overlooked part of the story we’re here to tell once again, which is why St. Matthew 

begins his Gospel in a curious way.  He begins his story of the Christ with a long genealogy of 

Jesus, not because Matthew was particularly interested in the forebears of Jesus, but because 

he wanted to make the point that Israel had waited, generation after generation, century after 

century, for the birth we celebrate this winter’s day.  “Many prophets and righteous people 

longed to see what you see but did not see it,” Jesus would later tell His disciples, “and to hear 

what you hear but did not hear it.”2 

 It’s the same with us; that’s part of our role in the Christmas story, or should I say that’s 

part of its role in us.  Sometimes we have to wait for the Messiah to appear in our lives — or 

more accurately, perhaps, we have to wait until we’re able to discern Him more clearly.  For the 

Christ-child born today is always with us, always gazing up at us from His cradle of redemption.  

In the poetry of song, Solomon captures it exactly.  “Here he [the Messiah] comes,” Solomon 

writes, “springing across the mountains, leaping across hills.”3   

 The Christmas story isn’t only about the long-ago coming of Christ; it’s the story of His 

coming every day.  He “springs” and He “leaps” to embrace us, but sometimes we can’t 

perceive it because we don’t know where or how to look.  On this a day that speaks especially 

to the hearts of children, we’re called to remember that just as St. Mark says of Jesus as He 

receives the children brought to Him, “Then he embraced them, and blessed them, placing his 

hands on them,”4 the Christ-child gazes at us from the manger every day, hoping to embrace us 

too, hoping to bless us too, and hoping to place His healing and forgiving hands on us too. 

 But if we’re honest with ourselves, we know that sometimes it isn’t easy to find our way 

to the mangers, the birthplaces, of the Lord in our own lives.  Like the people of Israel, we too 

have expectations of how the Christ will choose to appear in our lives and the circumstances 
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He’ll bring when He arrives.  The Christmas story that we gather here to proclaim once again 

reminds us after all that this improbable King, this most unlikely Messiah, wasn’t a great military 

leader like King David, which is what they’d been expecting, but a helpless infant and later an 

itinerant rabbi.  He met none of their expectations, which is why so many of His contemporaries 

couldn’t recognize Him. 

 They would have difficulty finding this King, this Messiah, and so too do we sometimes, 

and so the Christmas story reminds us that the God of heaven and earth, the God who “form[s] 

the light and create[s] the darkness,”5 will from time to time send us signs and guides to lead us 

to Him. 

 From time to time the Lord will make appear in the night skies of our lives a “star,” if you 

will, just as He did for the magi, a sign for us to follow.  It might be someone who returns insult 

with charity, or someone who extends to us an unanticipated and unmerited kindness.  It might 

be someone who loves us when we’re the most unlovable, or it might be a time when we 

experience a mercy we know we don’t deserve.  All of these things and many more, of course, 

are the “stars” that help lead us to the Christ-child, they’re a reflection of the light about which 

the prophet Isaiah spoke in proclaiming “the people who walked in darkness have seen a great 

light,”6 the same light with which the St. John opens his testimony to the Christ-child.  “The light 

shines in the darkness,” John says in repeating an ancient hymn of the Church, “and the 

darkness has not overcome it.”7 

 From time to time people will appear in our lives who bear in their hearts and in their 

hands this very same light, the light of the newborn King.  They’ll come, no doubt, when we 

least expect them, and they’ll arrive in the most unlikely circumstances.  But when they come, 
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they’ll be a sign to us, a sign to follow them to the manger where redemption and salvation, love 

and forgiveness, are to be found. 

 But that’s only part of the Christmas story.  God sends bearers of light into our lives, to 

be sure, but He also sends us to bear His light to others.  Others are to be signs for us, and we 

in turn are to be signs for others.  That’s our part in the story.  “How do we know you’re the 

Messiah?”, John the Baptist’s disciples ask Jesus.  “Go and tell John what you have seen and 

heard,” Jesus answers, “the blind regain their sight, the lame walk, lepers are cleansed, the deaf 

hear, the dead are raised, the poor have the good news proclaimed to them.”8  Jesus doesn’t 

answer with a theological proof.  He tells them simply to look around and see for themselves.   

 It’s the same with us.  That’s our part in the Christmas story.  If we want to proclaim the 

“good news of great joy that will be for all the people … [that] today in the city of David a savior 

has been born for you who is Messiah and Lord,”9 we’ll do it by inviting others to look at our 

lives, to look at our fruits and see for themselves, and in this way invite them to stand at the 

manger and gaze into the eyes of God. 

 If they see us living a life of the Beatitudes, they’ll know that unto us, and unto them, a 

Messiah and Lord is born. 

 If they see us respond to injury with mercy, they’ll know that unto us, and unto them, a 

Messiah and Lord is born. 

 If they see us embracing the outcast, they’ll know that unto us, and unto them, a 

Messiah and Lord is born. 

 If they see us trying to heal what others try to injure, they’ll know that unto us, and unto 

them, a Messiah and Lord is born. 

 If they see us trying to light a candle of hope while others are trying to extinguish them, 

they’ll know that unto us, and unto them, a Messiah and Lord is born. 
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 And when they see these things, they’ll know that the ancient cry of “Come, Emmanuel!” 

has been fulfilled, and that the ancient story, the Christmas story, is being told anew in our lives 

and in theirs. 

 Merry Christmas, brothers and sisters.   

 May the blessings of this Holy Day be yours throughout the coming year of grace.  May 

you follow such stars as God causes to rise above your horizon until you find the peace that 

choirs of angels are waiting to proclaim to you. 


