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The Feast of Christmas Day 
December 25, 2019 

Preached by the Rev. Lisa M. Erdeljon 
St. Michael’s Episcopal Church 

Isaiah 62:6-12; Psalm 97; Titus 3:4-7; Luke 2:8-20 
 
“Let us go now to Bethlehem and see this thing that has taken place, which the Lord has made known to us.” So they 
went with haste…” 
 
We made it! You made it. I made it! 
 
We all made it! 
 
It is finally Christmas Day! 
 
All those hours spent rushing around, trying to get things done. 
 
Sitting in traffic on the way to one more store. 
 
Waiting in lines to check-out. With that one last gift. 
 
Menu planning, grocery shopping, cookie baking. 
 
Pages of to-do lists, which, if you’re anything like me, are in that garishly clashing red and green. In a 
half-hearted attempt to remember that it’s all for a reason. 
 
A reason that is Christmas. 
 
But what is Christmas? 
 
Is it really about the gifts. The brightly colored wrapping paper and perfectly tied ribbon bows? 
 
Of course not! 
 
We all know Christmas isn’t about that. 
 
I mean, otherwise, why would we be here today, right now? 
 
After all [look at watch] 10 o’clock in the morning on Christmas Day is prime gift opening time, right? 
 
And yet, we still just spent the past, what? Four weeks at least, rushing around, trying to get 
everything done in time for today. 
 
Just so we can all say, “I made it!” “I got it all done! I officially am ready!” 
 
But ready for what? 
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Since we know Christmas isn’t about the wrapping paper and the cookies (although, cookies always 
add a nice boost to the season), what are we really getting ready for? What are we really trying to 
“make it!” to? 
 
The manager? That scene? The one we get, briefly, this morning, in the Gospel reading from Luke? 
 
“So they went with haste and found Mary and Joseph, and the child lying in the manger.” 
 
Mary. Joseph. A new baby. A Manger. 
 
But are we ready for that? 
 
The past four weeks, while we’ve all been running around, getting ready for today, the Church has 
also been preaching “get ready”. 
 
Because, if you don’t know, the past four weeks were Advent. A time for anticipation of the big day. 
 
A time to get ready… to “prepare the way of the Lord”… to clean out all the cobwebs of our 
hearts… to get our lives in order—including our hearts and our souls. 
 
So to say, “we made it!” in the Church is just as important—just as much anticipation and waiting and 
getting ready and hard work (and sometimes redundant chores) 
 
So… I say this again: We made it! 
 
Go ahead, take a deep breath, let it out, and enjoy the fact that today is Christmas Day and we are all 
here, together. We survived that time leading up to Christmas. 
 
Thank goodness. 
 
And you know, I imagine the shepherds probably felt a similar level of relief. A similar sentiment of 
“We made it!” 
 
Except for them, it was to a stable. In Bethlehem. Some two thousand years ago. With no modern 
GPS or Siri or Alexa or whatever. Really, not even with paved roads or transportation more reliable 
than a beating heart. 
 
So “We made it!” must have escaped the mouths of the Shepherds, too. 
 
Because after the angel came and announced the birth of our Savior, and gave directions to the scene 
of His birth… 
 
The shepherds decided to go, and see for themselves: 
 
“Let us go now to Bethlehem and see this thing that has taken place, which the Lord has made known 
to us.” 
 
And they did. “With haste,” as the Gospel says. 
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And when they “made it!” they found exactly what they expected. 
 
Just as, I’m sure, you and I will find exactly what we expected for today. 
 
We will find people to spend time with. We will find big beautiful bows and bright wrapping paper. 
 
Even if you are spending this holiday alone, you will still find the usual things you expect to find on 
Christmas Day. 
 
Traffic as people rush to see family. Twinkling lights up and down neighborhood streets. Christmas 
carols on just about every source of music possible. 
 
But, I wonder, even after the Angel and the multitude of heavenly hosts and choirs singing “Glory to 
God in the highest heaven, and on earth peace among those whom he favors!” 
 
I wonder if the shepherds really expected to find what they found. 
 
To find what was told would be there. 
 
I mean, can you imagine? First the peace and tranquility of a dark and chilly winter night out in the 
middle of a field. 
 
Then the cacophony of heavenly hosts and angels singing glory to God. 
 
And then the dark streets and closed up houses of Bethlehem. As if this occurrence, worthy of angels 
and choirs of “Gloria!” and the birth of a savior “who is the Messiah, the Lord.” 
 
The quiet little town, with no one aware of what was happening, of who was sleeping, in that tiny 
manger in that lowly barn… 
 
And then, just as the shepherds are probably about to turn around, give up, say, “This is crazy! Let’s 
go back to <quote> ‘normal’,” they find it. 
 
The barn. The manger. Occupied by a child. 
 
The Child. 
 
The one announced by angels and heavenly hosts. 
 
Can you imagine the juxtaposition of those two things? 
 
The ruckus of the shepherds, grateful to finally “make it” 
 
And the sweet and innocent cooing of a mother to her new born son. Probably (hopefully) sleeping. 
Peacefully. Among the gentle sounds of animals, who probably have a better understanding of the 
significance of that little baby than the people sleeping in their beds throughout that town of 
Bethlehem. 
 
But just as the shepherds throw open the barn doors to celebrate… 
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Just as the front doors are thrown open for you to enter the space of family and friends and jovial 
celebrations… 
 
Just as the secret that, so far, had only been known by very few… Just as that secret is suddenly 
forced out into the whole wide world… 
 
I imagine the shepherds also took a deep breath. 
 
Perhaps to steady their nerves, as they reached out to the barn door to pull it open. 
 
Perhaps to fill their lungs, before they begin to sing their own Gloria’s. 
 
Perhaps to simply hold their breath, on this threshold of omnipotent significance. 
 
Can you imagine?!?! 
 
Can you feel it?!?! 
 
The anticipation. The nerves. The excitement. The anxiety. Maybe even some fear… 
 
And that deep breath, filling the lungs, calming the heart, stilling the body… 
 
I imagine we could all use that breath. 
 
Because we know we made it! It’s Christmas! Jesus is born! The Angels sing the choirs of Glorias. The 
shepherds arrived to the barn. A few more days and there will be wise men and gifts. 
 
But today, we made it! 
 
And today, we can all use that breath. 
 
Even if your preparations were minor, I imagine you could still use that breath. 
 
A deep breath. 
 
The kind that fills you from your toes to the top of your head. 
 
Let’s do it. 
 
Go ahead and square yourself up—get comfortable—loosen that tie if you need to… 
 
And take a deep breath. Fill your whole body with that sweet fresh air of Christmas Morning. 
 
<Breath> 
 
And again… 
 
<Breath> 
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<much slower> We made it! 
 
And so did Jesus. And so did Mary and Joseph. And so did those shepherds some two thousand years 
ago. 
 
And not only did we make it to the date—December 25—that arbitrary day of celebration… 
 
But we also made it to God. To God’s love. To Jesus Christ: “A savior, who is the Messiah, the 
Lord.” 
 
In the midst of everything else that is happening out in that world of ours… 
 
Politics and arguments. Family and strife. Work pressures, spousal pressures, child pressures, societal 
pressures. Global turmoil, personal turmoil… Unsteady finances, unsteady health, unsteady home. 
 
Even in the midst of everything else that could be and is going wrong in our lives and in this world, 
 
We made it! Into God’s arms. Into God’s care. Into God’s love. 
 
As that second reading, from Titus, includes: God “Saved us, not because of any works righteousness 
that we had done, but according to His mercy.” 
 
We made it, here, physically and chronologically, on Christmas Morning… 
 
But also here, spiritually and cosmically, on the day in which “the goodness and loving kindness of 
God our Savior appeared.” 
 
On the day in which a baby is born… a baby who is “a Savior, who is the Messiah, the Lord.” 
 
On the day that is worthy of great praise and singing of “Glory to God in the highest heaven.” 
 
And so, I will say. One. More. Time. 
 
We made it! 
 
Just be sure to take it all in. Take a moment to breath. 
 
And be here, today, with Jesus, that sweet little baby, born to a virgin, laid in a manager. Ready to take 
on this world. And ready to be the Savior, the Messiah, that each and every one of us so desperately 
needs and wants in this world and in our lives. Right now. 
 
<breath> 
 
We made it! 
 
Amen. 


