
THEY SAW THE DIVER
The Depth of God’s Favor

Through Angel Eyes (Part 4)

Text: Luke 2:8-14

Choir: Tell It On the Mountain

My friend, Mike Woodruff, observes that most of us come to Christmas Eve with 
all kinds of important questions rattling around in our mind.  “Did I remember 
to put the gift receipt in Aunt Milly’s present?  Will Jeff like his gift?  Exactly 
how much weight have I gained this month?”  I can resonate with ALL those 
sorts of queries, can’t you?  

The most important question, however, is: “Why are we here tonight?” I know 
the proper answer is: “Because this is the night that Christians have chosen to 
celebrate the birth of Jesus.”  But why is that birth so important to we who now 
live in the age of iPads and Xboxes?  With all the current news of conflicts in 
congress and war across the world, why do we keep going back to something 
that happened in Bethlehem so long ago?  What difference does the birth of 
that baby really make for me or for you?  

That’s the question I want to explore with you this evening through the lens of 
another tale – far from the snows of December but close to Christmas in heart.

It was June 1, 1975 and the sun shone brightly over the Gulf of Mexico. One of 
those huge jack-up oil-rigs you may have seen in photographs was being towed 
by a tugboat toward its final position far out in the Gulf.  During college, I 
spent a summer working on one of these rigs and can tell you that, before their 
legs get jacked-down to rest on the Gulf floor, these rigs are dangerously top-
heavy.  On this particular day in June, that reality would prove disastrous. 

Seemingly out of nowhere, a series of huge freak waves suddenly buffeted the 
rig.  In the space of sixty seconds, it completely capsized, sinking upside-down 
till its long legs stuck fast in the silt of the sea-bottom.  The crew on the 
tugboat watched the whole disaster in helpless horror.  But what they felt was 
nothing compared to the feelings of the six oilrig crewmen who were now 
trapped inside the rig itself, with water rushing in everywhere. 

What do YOU put your hope in when the waters of chaos are swirling around 
you?  When the job or the loved one is lost, when your health or a key 
relationship is sinking, when the structures and securities you’ve counted on 
have been turned upside down, and your world seems cold and dark – where 
do you look to find rest and rescue? 



Choir: God Rest You Merry, Gentlemen

Eighteen inches.  In the depths of that sunken oil-rig, there was a pocket of air 
eighteen inches high, and the members of that crew had managed to find it.  
Clinging to greasy pipes and struggling against noxious fumes from the film of 
diesel oil that layered the water’s surface, the trapped men managed to keep 
breathing.  Their only light came from the glimmer of the luminous dial on 
somebody’s wristwatch.  

As minutes wore on into hours, they talked to keep each other awake.  They 
discussed their families, the mistakes they had made, and what they would do 
differently if they could have had a second chance.  They talked about dying 
and where they would be buried.  And they prayed together.  Some of them 
really prayed for the first time in their rapidly fading lives.  They would have 
given anything for the in-breaking of some heavenly light.

Choir: Break Forth, O Beauteous Heavenly Light

The people we meet in the original story of Christmas felt a desperate longing 
for the light of salvation too. As Mary and Joseph made their way to Bethlehem, 
life seemed like it had turned upside down. The people of Israel were sinking 
under the burden of heavy taxation as the Roman government ran out of 
control.  The oxygen of hope had run so thin that people were increasingly 
turning on one another.  Religious and political parties viciously raged at one 
another, turning the hearts of common people away from faith and politics 
alike.  The famous peace and prosperity of the Roman Dream was declining into 
divisions and decadence.  The names of various gods were on people’s lips, but 
few really knew God.  Few let their lives be directed by Him.  He was simply the 
name they cried out in moments of desperation.  Sound familiar?

Centuries before, the prophet Isaiah had spoken to his people at a similar time 
of discouragement.  He promised that there would come a day when the people 
living in darkness would see a “great light” (Isaiah 9:2-7).  Because people 
had forgotten how to come to God, God would come to them to reorient their 
lives in a radical way.  This will be the sign that God has come among you, said 
Isaiah. “A virgin will be with child and will give birth to a son, and 
will call him Immanuel,” which means “God with us” (Isaiah 7:14).

If you have ever longed to know God with YOU… If you have ever hungered 
and hoped for His light to find you or our world where we are most trapped 
and sinking, then grab the greasy pipe and rise to your feet with me.  Look 
around at the other precious people who are treading water with you.  Take a 
good gulp of air and join me as together we sing.

Choir: Congregational Carol Medley



Those men in that oil-rig had hung on to hope for twenty-six hours.  Now, 
however, even the light on the wristwatch could no longer be seen.  The air 
pocket was almost gone.  The fumes were poisoning them to sleep.  Suddenly, 
they saw something so bizarre they thought he was hallucinating.  It seemed 
like the water beneath them was shining, as if a light was rising up toward them 
from below.  And, then, the surface of the water exploded with light, as a 
scuba diver named Mike Mason appeared grinning beside them, and the 
chamber erupted into hollers of rapturous joy.  

Choir: Welcome the Child of Light

Mike Mason had been at work for a very long time to find those men.  Though 
he carried a very brilliant underwater light, he dove into depths so black with 
oil he couldn’t see more than a foot in front of his face.  He cut through inches 
of plate steel with a burning torch and wound his way through treacherous 
wreckage and debris.  At every moment, he risked the further collapse of the 
rig, utterly unwilling to give up until he had located and rescued every last 
soul.  Think about the heart of someone who would do something like that.  As 
you listen to this song, imagine Someone doing that --- even at the actual cost 
of His own life – just to rescue YOU.

Choir: Gesu Bambino

If you and I could see Christmas through angel eyes, what do you suppose it 
might look like?  Here is what I imagine.  I see them dwelling in a place so 
indescribably beautiful that it makes the sunniest day on the most beautiful 
waters of this planet look like the worst oil-rig disaster we can conceive in 
comparison with it.

This place, which the Bible calls the Kingdom of the Heavens, derives its 
character from the glory of the Being who occupies the center of it.  God is a 
Being so spectacularly good, so stupendously powerful, so eternally wise and 
contented, that He needs nothing but Himself.  The angels who are themselves 
creatures of stunning intellect and beauty consider it ecstatic joy simply to be 
near Him.

I imagine the angels suddenly transfixed by the look in God’s eye as He gazes 
across time and space and beholds this tiny planet.  Following his gaze, they 
see what has happened here over the long eons since He created it.  They see 
His pain as He looks upon the hatred and destruction.  They see His sadness as 
He looks upon the selfishness and apathy.  They see the agony in His eyes as 
God gazes upon the hungry children, the bickering and brokenness, the abuse 
of power, the lost glory for which He created us.  

I imagine the angels watching God rise from His cosmic throne, just waiting for 
Him to brush the planet from existence.  I glimpse the surprise in their eyes as 



they see God take off the robe of His majesty instead and step in naked glory to 
the edge of heaven.  They watch Him pause in concentration, like a superb 
athlete before the decisive act of performance.  They see Him tense the 
magnificent sinew of His being, draw in a huge breath, and flex His knees.  

And we see the angels gasp, as they take in the thundering truth: In spite of it 
all, God still favors human beings.  He still loves them. And the angels know 
what God intends to do.  God will become the ultimate Diver. He will plunge 
from the heights of deity all the way down… so far… down… He will plunge 
himself into humanity itself.  Suddenly, the angels see it all.  

God will become a helpless child to one of the poorest families on earth. He will 
become a teacher whose words and stories cut like a blow-torch through the 
hard steel of pride and injustice.  He will wind his way through the twisted 
wreckage of human relationships, blazing a light that illumines a path of grace 
and truth for others to follow. He will lay His body down on a cross to purchase 
freedom for those trapped in sin and to display the magnitude of divine love.  
Descending into the depths of hell itself, God will rise with the light to find 
those who are lost.  And whoever puts their trust in Him, He will raise with Him 
into the sparkling sunlight of a whole new life.   

Beloved, this is what the angels saw.  They saw that Jesus was this God who’d 
left the heights of heaven.  They saw that the prize for which He dove so deep 
and rose so high was YOU and me.  Let Him rescue you.  Let Him take you up 
with Him from wherever you may be trapped.  His redeeming love is the good 
news of great joy the angels still beg us to take in on this Holy Night.  

Choir: O Holy Night

Introduction to the Offering

The splash that Jesus made when He came on His rescue mission is still sending 
ripples out across our world.  Wherever someone has truly taken in the wonders 
of His love for them, it has not only lifted them up, it has sent them out to look 
for others in need of God’s help.  

At the simplest level, this is what Christian churches are.  We are simply 
fellowships of rescued people who have now joined God’s rescue team.  
Grateful for how God has loved and looked for us, we now want to do 
whatever we can to help others who may be trapped in sin or poverty, or lost 
beneath the waves of loneliness, grief, or despair.  

I want to do something to advance that wonderful work tonight.  I hope you 
do too.  With whatever level of capacity God has put in our hands, let’s reach 
out do what we can to help this church continue Christ’s mission of mercy in 
this world.  So many people still don’t know Him or how loved they are.  As the 



ushers come forward to receive our Christmas Offering, let’s make it clear that 
we know who Jesus is.  Let’s be His love plunging deep to help people find the 
hope and help for which they’ve been praying.

Choir: (Offertory) Sweet Little Jesus Boy

Christmas Prayer [Music Plays Softly]

Our God in heaven, tonight, we have seen again (or perhaps for the first time) 
the wonder of Christmas as the angels saw it.  We remember tonight that it was 
YOU – You who took off the robes of your glory, walked out to the edge of 
eternity, and took that magnificent dive all the way into the depths to seek and 
to save us.  

You alone know where we are still trapped and need You to find and rescue us.  
Some of us are imprisoned by guilt over that awful thing we did or those good 
things we failed to do.  Others of us have been badly wounded by the capsizing 
of structures we counted on and are now feeling so disoriented and afraid.  
Some of us have grown weak, Lord, breathing the stale air of bitterness over 
what we’ve suffered, or suffocating on the fumes of anger toward someone 
who has hurt us.  Still others of us, God, have been treading water for so long 
in our own private concerns that we’ve forgotten that there is a larger world out 
there you’ve called us to serve.

Wherever we may be stuck, find us tonight.  Enable us to see your light coming 
to us.  Help us to feel your hands taking hold of us.  Guide us out of that dark 
room and up with you toward that second chance, that wonderfully wide-open 
life of hope and love that waits for us above.  Explode with us through the 
surface of whatever condition in which we may have been slowly drowning and 
fill our lungs with new life.  Restore us to the fellowship of your people.  Send 
us forth to find others who need your help.  

And as the Christmas Day dawns, may our souls be filled anew with Your peace 
and our lives with Your joy, as together with the angels we rise to sing – in the 
name of Jesus.  Amen. 

Congregational Carol: Joy to the World

Benediction

Congregational Response: Silent Night

Postlude
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