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THE SNOWMAN 
What Really Happened That Night? 

Text: John 1:14; Colossians 1:15-20 
 

 
This message was originally presented as a Christmas Eve Narrative, offered in multiple parts,  
and interspersed with choral music.  The texts of the musical selections are also provided (in 

italics). 
 

How Quietly (J. Raney) 
How quietly the wondrous gift was given for me. 

How sweet and gentle, how meek and mild; this precious gift, this Holy Child. 
Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 

The little Lord Jesus lay down his sweet head; 
The stars in the sky looked down where he lay, 

The little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay. 
Angels sing to God, our King, of peace to all on earth. 

Morning stars break through the darkness proclaiming the holy birth. 
The cattle are lowing, the Baby awakes; 

But little Lord Jesus, no crying He makes. 
I love Thee, Lord Jesus, look down from the sky, 

And stay by my side until morning is nigh. 

How quietly, the little Lord Jesus, asleep on the hay. 
 

Do you think it snowed in Bethlehem that night?  Was it cold there the way it is here?  
I’ve seen it pictured that way on Christmas cards.  The shepherds are out in the fields, 
keeping watch over their flocks on hillsides covered with snow.  The glory of angels 
appears in the sky above, reflecting off the pristine blanket below.  The famous star 
shines above the stable on that cold winter’s night, as the holy family huddles around 
the manger – warmed by the manger’s glow.   
 
It’s a beautiful, romantic picture, isn’t it?  But is it actually true?  What really happened 
that night? Are there some illusions about Christmas from which we need to awake?  
That is what we’re here to find out…  
 

Awake, Sing Gloria (J. Martin) 
Sleepers awake!  Sing Gloria!  Sing to the Lord with joyful noise!  Sing to the Lord, lift high 
your voice!  Gloria Deo!  Come, see the King of glory.  Come, see the one who is born to save 
us all.  Sing we all Noel!  Praise Him!  Come, hear the song the angels sing!  Come and adore 
the newborn King!  

 
I’ve read where people say that this whole thing we’re doing tonight is just rehearsing a 
fond fairy tale.  You know, sort of like Frosty the Snowman.  It’s a nice enough story and 
it’s comforting to hear.  The season wouldn’t quite be the same without it.  But it can’t 
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really be true.  Can it?  I mean, think about the details.  Bethlehem is located in a Middle 
Eastern country, for goodness sake.  It’s a place of sand and heat, not snow!   
 
Some people say that we’re not even sure WHEN the birth of Jesus really happened. 
And that’s true. The early church was far more concerned with the events of Christ’s life 
– his ministry, death, and resurrection -- than with the details of his birth.  It wasn’t until 
A.D. 350, in fact, that the Christian Church got around to actually pegging a date for the 
celebration of Christ’s nativity.  In that year, the Roman Pope Julius chose December 25 
as the official date and it was for this simple reason.  This was the time when other 
religions held festivals to mark the Winter Solstice.   
 
The Winter Solstice was that day in the year when the Sun was farthest from the Earth. 
It was the time when darkness reigned the longest and temperatures could run the 
lowest. So naturally, it was the time of year when, more than any other, people yearned 
for the sight of the light and the warmth of the sun.   
 
What better time to celebrate the birth of He who the Scriptures have called “the Light of 
the World” and the “Son of God” who comes from above to fill our hearts with endless 
love? 

Still, Still, Still (M. Shepperd) 
Still, how the Christ-child sleeps so still.  The Virgin softly, sweetly singing, while above the 
angels winging.  Hear heavenly voices sound so clear.  Now gently soothe the royal babe 
while silent starlight manger bathes.  Sleep, Precious Child of hope, now sleep.  The Son of 
God comes down from above, filling our hearts with endless love.  

 
You can understand the yearnings of those ancient people, can’t you?  You grasp why 
they ached so much for the coming of the Light and the Sun.  I think it’s because life 
does get so awfully COLD sometimes, and not just in the Weather Channel sense. I 
regularly talk with people dealing with all kinds of chilling circumstances; maybe you do 
too.   
 
Someone gets caught cold in an addiction, an affair, some other kind of dishonesty. A 
family or individual shudders as they feel the icy grip of a terrible disease.  Another 
person is frozen out of a job.  Somebody’s marriage becomes painfully frosty. A 
friendship or enthusiasm cools. A financial freeze hits or icicles form on someone’s once 
fervent hopes.  And these illustrations are just from the conversations I’ve had in the last 
week.  Think about all that you’ve experienced or heard. 
 
I’ve been told by people more seasoned than I am that this is the way it IS in life.  As 
you get older, you start to notice the cold more.  You feel the brittleness of human 
character more acutely.  You sense both the preciousness and the fragility of life in a 
way for which moving to Florida is not enough of an answer – although it sometimes 
looks like a good start (!), especially this time of year. 
 
Whatever the ground conditions in Bethlehem actually were on Christmas Eve, the 
reality is that WE live in the snow.  In fact, it hit me recently that, in some ways, we 
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actually are LIKE snow. Think about this. At a distance we human beings look basically 
the same. If we could do one of those Google EarthTM views from way above, you might 
notice some minor variations of color perhaps – but generally we’d blend together, a 
blanket of humanity upon the earth.  
 
But if you zoomed in… if you got up very close… you’d see that we’re actually like 
individual snowflakes.  Every one of us is unique and unrepeatable, a masterpiece of 
Someone’s creative hand.  We’re each so amazingly constructed, yet so very fragile, so 
subject to being crushed or broken.  We clump together, get rolled around by life, get 
sooty or slushy depending on the atmosphere we’re in.  And in time, every one of us 
melts away.  It turns out that it is actually WE who are like Frosty the Snowman.  We’re 
alive for some magic moments – this evening is one of them -- and then our season is 
over. 
 
I say again, no wonder people through the ages have looked up for help, whether in the 
summer or the cold winter’s night.  It’s why this carol was written, which now we rise to 
sing… 
 

The First Noel 
The first Noel, the angel did say, 

Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay; 
In fields where they lay keeping their sheep, 
On a cold winter’s night that was so deep. 

Refrain:  Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel, born is the King of Israel. 

They looked up and saw a star, shining in the east, beyond them far; 
And to the earth it gave great light, and so it continued both day and night. [Refrain] 

Then let us all with one accord, sing praises to our heavenly Lord, 
Who hath made heav’n and earth of naught, 

And with his blood our life has bought. [Refrain] 
 
The more I think about it, maybe all these December religions through the ages 
shouldn’t be calling out to God like they have.  I say that because, if the God the Bible 
describes actually exists, then He would be so dangerous to us Snow People, would He 
not?   
 
The Scriptures teach, after all, that God’s basic nature is this glorious holiness.  There’s 
this scene in the Book of Deuteronomy where God appears to the people of Israel as 
this roaring fire.  The people say: "The LORD our God has shown us his glory and 
his majesty…  This great fire will consume us, and we will die if we hear the voice 
of the LORD our God any longer.”  They back away from the presence of God, 
sensing the danger that his holiness presents to them.  In the Book of the prophet 
Isaiah, and again in the Book of Revelation, we’re told that even the most brilliant and 
powerful angelic beings shield themselves from the white hot purity of God’s nature.   
 
How do we describe God?  Well, God is like super-heated goodness.  He’s like 
radioactive beauty.  He is wisdom and power all flowing together like streams of lava.  
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But God exists at a scale that isn’t just volcanic; it’s cosmic.  As I said a couple of weeks 
ago, astronomers have discovered individual stars that are a quadrillion times the size 
of the Earth.  To quote Louis Giglio again, “if the earth was a golf ball,” there’s a star out 
there that would be the size of Mount Everest in comparison to it.  And God has 
breathed out bezillions of stars and has not missed the energy or mass of them for a 
moment.   
 
God is so vast and spectacular… He is so radiantly flowing and free… He is so white 
hot holy and huge… that if the human race came into unshielded contact with even the 
fingertip of His glory, it would be like a snowflake landing on the surface of the Sun.  
What hope, what peace can we possibly find in that? 
 

Night of the Father’s Love (P. Choplin) 
Of the Father’s love begotten, ere the worlds began to be; He is Alpha and Omega.  
He, the source, the ending, He.  Of the things that are, that have been and the future 
years shall see, evermore and evermore.  Of the Father’s love begotten, held in this 
nativity.  Silent night, Holy night!  All is calm, all is bright.  Round yon Virgin mother 
and Child, holy Infant so tender and mile.  Sleep in heavenly peace. 

Silent night!  Holy night!  All is calm, all is bright. 
Round yon Virgin mother and Child, Holy Infant so tender and mild.  
Sleep in heavenly peace, sleep in heavenly peace. 

 
There would be no peace, no hope, or joy in the Decembers of our lives, if it wasn’t for 
what actually happened that night.  I’ve been a follower of Christ for 30 years now and I 
still can’t get over it.  The Apostle John puts the truth this way in chapter 1 and verse 14 
of his famous gospel account.  They are the five most remarkable words in all of history.  
John simply writes: “And the Word became flesh.”  I’ve tried to unpack this concept in 
earlier messages, but for tonight I know of no more effective way to translate this 
statement -- no better way to sum up the message of Christmas in terms that even a 
child might start to get his or her mind around -- than to say it like this: The Sun became 
Snow.  
 
He who was infinitely hot turned himself cold.  He whose nature was to flow and meld 
and expand without limits, voluntarily made himself solid, brittle, and small.  He matched 
himself to our temperature.  He reduced himself to our molecular structure. He chose to 
condense his fullness, to cool his holiness, to crystallize his character. Hebrews 1:3 
says: “The Son is the radiance of God's glory and the exact representation of his 
being, sustaining all things by his powerful word.”  But this eternally powerful Word 
chose to become the fatally weak flesh of a baby. The Word became Flesh.  The eternal 
Son of God became a mortal Snow Man, like you… like me.  
 
Don’t you wonder WHY?  Why O Majesty would you choose this ministry, this often-cold 
misery?  Explain the mystery… 
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Name of All Majesty (T. Fettke) 
Name of all Majesty, fathomless mystery, King of the ages by angels adored; power and 
authority, splendor and dignity, bow to his mastery, Jesus is Lord!  Child of our destiny, God 
from eternity, love of the Father on sins outpoured; see now what God has done, sending His 
only Son, Christ the beloved One, Jesus is Lord!  Source of all sovereignty, light, immortality, 
life everlasting and heaven assured; so with the ransomed, we praise Him eternally, Christ in 
His majesty.  Jesus is Lord! 

 
Do you know that it actually does snow in Bethlehem sometimes?  There’s a picture of 
what it looked like.  

 
It’s taken outside of the Church of Nativity -- a great cathedral built over the site that 
tradition tells us Jesus was born.  But even if there wasn’t an ounce of precipitation 
anywhere on the night Jesus was actually born… even if he was born in July and not 
December… it still doesn’t change the Gospel Truth: God became Man there. The Word 
became Flesh there.  The glorious, holy Son became cold, compacted snow there.  
 
He came to COMMUNE with us. Jesus was born to a troubled family, hunted by a 
homicidal maniac, raised in poverty, rejected by many, abandoned by friends, tortured 
by fools, all in a place widely regarded at the time, culturally-speaking, as the absolute 
zero spot in the ancient world.  What that means is that never again can you or I be in a 
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place so cold that we think to ourselves: “I’m all alone. God is a great distance away.” 
It’s just not true. He’s been here. He understands.  He’s with you now. 
 
The Son of God came too to COMMUNICATE with us. Jesus came to tell us about the 
heart and way of God.   In his telling of the Christmas story, the Apostle John writes:  
“No one has ever seen God, but God the One and Only, who is at the Father's 
side, has made him known” (John 1:18).  Jesus came to lead us out of the crevasses 
of cold confusion in which humanity lives and guide us onto the good paths of God.  
Think about this: If He could alter himself so much to meet us, how might you and I 
change to commune or communicate with others? 
 
And, finally, the Son came to be CRUCIFIED for us.  He allowed himself to be pierced 
and pummeled on the Cross, like a Snow Man ravaged by vandals -- to take upon 
himself the curse of sin and death.  He let himself be melted, and then he rose from the 
snow again to show us that Love and Life ultimately win – to prove that this Season is 
not the last season. 
 
But the question remains: WHY?  Why would he do what he has done?   Let me put the 
answer in the terms that the Snow Man himself did:  “For God so loved the world, 
that he sent his one and only Son, that whosoever believes in Him, should have 
everlasting life.  For God did not send his Son into the world to be its judge, but 
that the world through him might be saved” (John 3:16-17). 
 
This, I think, is very good news this Christmas Eve.  Will you (like me) fall on your knees 
in the snow and put your belief in him – maybe for the first time, maybe for the first in a 
long time, maybe time after time?  Will you do this?  Will you give your life afresh to 
Jesus and let this be truly, for you, an O so Holy Night? 
 

O Holy Night (A. Adam) 
O holy night, the stars are brightly shining, it is the night of the dear Savior’s birth; long lay the 
world in sin and error pining, till he appeared and the soul felt its worth.  A thrill of hope, the 
weary world rejoices, for yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.  Fall on your knees!  Oh, 
hear the angel voices!  Oh night divine!  Oh, night when Christ was born.   Truly he taught us 
to love one another, his law is love, and his gospel is peace.  Chains shall he break for the 
slave is our brother, and in his name all oppression shall cease.  Sweet hymns of joy in 
grateful chorus raise we, let all within us praise his holy name.  Christ is the Lord, then ever 
praise we, his power and glory evermore proclaim. 

  


