
Sermon for Christmas Eve 
Sunday, December 24, 2017 

“Birth Stories” 

Text: Luke 2:1-20; John 1:1-16 

I speak to you in the name of the one true God:  Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit.  Amen. 

The story of the Nativity is a story about a birth. None of us can 
remember our birth, but perhaps the story of your birth was told to you 
by your mother or father. When I was a boy, every year on the day before 
my birthday, my mother would give me the details of where she was and 
what she was doing at precisely that particular hour. About all I can 
remember is that sometime after she went to vote in the presidential 
election on Tuesday, November 5, 1968, my dad took her to the hospital, 
where she agonized all night until I was born at 9:22 on the morning of 
November 6. Then within the next few hours, while my mother remained 
sedated, my dad went to fill out the paperwork for my birth certificate. 
Unable to remember that he and my mother had picked out the name 
Christopher, in a moment of haste—as my father told the story—he told 
the registrar that my name would be Norman, Jr. 

For most of us, the details of our birth story is not all that important, 
but for a little baby born in Bethlehem of Judea over 2000 years ago, the 
details matter, and St. Luke the Evangelist gave us those details in the 
Gospel we just heard a few moments ago. Luke gave us many details 
about the birth, but he left out a lot of details, too. He didn’t tell us 
anything about midwives, labor pains, contractions, water breaking, 
boiling water, or a comfortable bed. In fact all Luke tells us where it 
comes to location is that it was in a pain, unnamed stable because there 
was no room in an unnamed inn. In fact, the “inn” might actually have 
been a cave! 

Why then do we tell this story? Our birth story probably never made 
it past a family dinner conversation…once. This child’s birth has been 
the topic of a season for over 2,000 years! Because this is God whose birth 
we celebrate. The creator of the entire universe, who loved us so much 
that he became one of us, subjected himself to the vulnerability of infancy, 
the burden of adolescence, the evolution into adulthood, just to be 
tortured and crucified. But that was the best way that he could show us 
that he was real, and that he loved us more than we could ever imagine. 
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Jesus’ being born means that our ultimate salvation is guaranteed! 
That’s what the name of Jesus means…Yeshu’a: salvation—he saves. 

Today we celebrate an event from over 2000 years ago when the 
Word was made flesh and dwelt among us—God pitched a tent in the 
midst of the chaotic world and became one of us to show us how to be 
more like him.  The annual celebration of the nativity reminds us that 
the love of God and the light of Christ constantly breaks into our broken 
world, and that gives us hope. He came to a world that was as 
dysfunctional then as ours is now. We just have more powerful machines 
and weapons, and better technology. Celebrating his birth every year 
reminds us that we can be kind, generous, thankful, and loving in a world 
that desperately needs more kindness, generousity, gratefulness, and 
love. So this Christmas and every Christmas, let us keep the light of 
Christ in our hearts. Amen. 


