
THE “W” OF CHRISTMAS 
Christmas Is For Real People  

 
 
I want to reflect with you today on three senses of what I will call the “W” of Christmas.  The 
FIRST sense is the “W” that begins the word “War.”  As the carol we’ve just heard reports, the 
first Christmas became an occasion for war as King Herod slaughtered hundreds of children, 
trying to destroy the Christ Child.  If you followed the news, then you know that the War over 
Christmas still rages on.  It is a struggle well described by Max Lucado in a legend from India’s 
famed Taj Mahal.1
 
It seems that “the favorite wife of the emperor Shah Mahan died.  Devastated, the Shah resolved 
to honor her by constructing a temple that would serve as her tomb.  Her coffin was placed in the 
center of a large parcel of land,” and construction of a magnificent temple began around it.  As 
time wore on, however, the Shah's grief for his beloved wife was increasingly eclipsed by his 
passion for his great construction project.   
 
One day, while walking across the building site, the Shah’s leg bumped against a wooden box.  
Brushing the dust off, he ordered a worker to throw the box out” – not realizing that he had just 
ordered the disposal of the one true love of his life.  “The one the temple was intended to honor 
was forgotten, but the temple was erected anyway.  Difficult to believe?  Perhaps.  But eerie 
nonetheless.  Could someone build a temple and forget why?” asks Lucado. “Could someone 
construct a palace, yet forget the king?”  
 

Interlude 
 
“How can they forget the glory of this night?”  “How can people forget what happened in that 
stable?” some ask in the War that rages today.  “How can they throw Jesus out of our Christmas 
songs and order the disposal of his manger from the public square?  How can they reduce the 
glory of God come to save human beings to a mere frenzy of lights and shopping?  Don’t they 
realize what becomes of a people consumed with building palaces, instead of honoring the royal 
Love that is the season’s reason and the Source of peace and goodwill our world so desperately 
needs?  What do you think?  Is all the debate over Christmas today just much ado about nothing?  
Or is it possible that we HAVE lost a proper sense of wonder and gratitude before the marvel of 
what happened on Christmas Eve long ago? 
 
If truth be told, I feel some sympathy for those on the other side of this War over Christmas.  If 
Christmas is going to be about jamming an arrogant angry religion down everyone’s throat… If 
it’s really about asserting moral control or getting everyone in line with “W’s” politics or 
somebody else’s ideology… then I can see why some would rather sing “Away With The 
Manger.”  But Christmas is not about this.  At its heart, Christmas is about what happened once 
to real people like you and me and how that Love and Goodness still meets people like us along 
the roads we walk. 
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There is a SECOND “W” of Christmas that bears some thinking about tonight too.  Christmas is 
about much more than the War that rages in the culture today.  It has to do with the conflict that 
boils in our own hearts.  I can’t speak for you, but I know that when I come to Christmas each 
year I find myself facing the fact that there are two sides to my life.  There’s the side I want 
everyone to see – the part of me that’s well-mannered and tailored, the part that shows up at the 
Christmas party or at church or work, neatly packaged, taped up, and tied off.   
 
But inside the box, there are some dead and rotting things that I don’t much like brushing up 
against.  There are things I’ve done that I’m ashamed of and never can quite forget.  There’s the 
part of me that is a selfish spouse way too concerned about my own feelings and agenda to love 
my wife in the way I once vowed to.  There’s the part of me that is a lousy parent, blowing the 
opportunities I have with my kids right now.  There’s the side of me that my workmates whisper 
about when I’m not around.  There’s a part that has given up on being a great blessing in this 
world – a side that is settling for all this and doubting it could ever change. 
 
Of course, that’s not the only side of me.  But it’s these twin selves, this “double-me” that makes 
me wish that somewhere there really is a power that can renew my life from the inside out.  Is 
there a “double-you?”  Is there any real hope for people like us?  YES, there is – but it only 
comes from above. 
 

Interlude 
 
Beneath the Hallmark card images we have of the Christmas story, its players were very real 
people.  They were people whose marriages had gone from better to worse… whose family life 
was disappointing them… who faced old-age fearing that they were long past prime and only 
death lay ahead.  If you read on in the book, you learn that Jesus transformed the lives of 
businesspeople with ethical problems, single people with a broken love-life, wealthy folk, 
political junkies, seeking students, sick people, and those tired of mere religion. 
 
Most churches are made up of people like that.  Churches aren’t museums for saints; they are 
hospitals for sinners.  What unites us is not simply the fact that we are facing real issues.  It is 
that we are finding an interactive relationship with the God who came to offer us real help.   
 
You see, there is a FINAL “W” of Christmas I want to touch on tonight.  It is the one seen by a 
parent who writes of a December when “I found myself exhausted, unable to appreciate the 
precious family moments, and of course, the true meaning of Christmas. My son, Nicholas, was 
in kindergarten that year. It was an exciting season for a six year old.  For weeks, he'd been 
memorizing songs for his school's ‘Winter Pageant.’  Because the school system had long 
stopped referring to the holiday as ‘Christmas,’ I didn't expect anything other than commercial 
entertainment - songs of reindeer, Santa Claus, snowflakes and good cheer.  
 
“When my son's class rose to sing a song boldly titled, ‘Christmas Love,’ however, I was 
surprised.  Nicholas was aglow, as were all of his classmates.  Those in the front row held up 
large letters, one by one, to spell out the title of the song. As the class sang ‘C is for Christmas,’ 
a child was supposed to hold up the letter C.  Then, "H is for Happy," and on and on, until each 
child would help to form the complete message, ‘Christmas Love.’"  Even watered down for 
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public consumption, who can argue that Christmas is all about Love?  It’s a fine song.  Or is it 
just possible that there is sweeter music still? 
 
The Winter Pageant performance was going smoothly, until suddenly, we noticed her; a small, 
quiet, girl about halfway down the front row holding her letter “M” sign upside down.  The 
audience of children began to snicker at the mistake.  But she had no idea they were laughing at 
her, so she stood tall, just proudly holding up her "W".  The teachers tried to shush the children, 
but laughter continued until the last letter was raised and, suddenly, we all saw it together.   
 
A hush came over the audience and eyes widened.  Suddenly, many of us remembered why we 
were there, why we celebrated the holiday in the first place, and how even in the midst of the war 
outside and the conflicts within us, still there moved a peace and grace trying to reach us all. For 
when the last letter was held high, the message read ever so clearly:  "CHRISTWAS LOVE".  
 
And He still is.  I proclaim to you this day good tidings of great joy which reach out in love for 
all people:  The great Being who formed this Universe stooped down from eternity and became a 
human baby.  He walked among human beings to show us in word and deed the life for which all 
of us have been created.  He voluntarily gave his life upon a cross to pay off all our spiritual 
debts and show us the staggering lengths to which God’s love will go to save you and me.  He 
rose from the grave to show God’s power to overcome all that drags us down.  He promised his 
life-renewing Spirit to all who would open their heart to him. And he founded communities of 
disciples like this one, where anyone can learn from Jesus what life can be. 
 
Now he invites you to come be part of that adventure.  You see, Christ was not just love come 
down long ago.  Christ IS the Love that reaches out to YOU from the Pageant today.  If you’re 
weary of the wars of this world, weary of the double-you, ask Him into the Inn of your heart.  
And I promise you -- just as He did at that first Christmas -- Christ will come, and His new life 
will be born in you. 
 

 
                                                 
1 Max Lucado, The Applause of Heaven. 
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