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Who Would Send a Baby?    

”’Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house…hmmm.  Well, the 

house IS quiet but we are all still awake…but sleep will come soon enough.  I love 

how Christmas Eve is always such a quiet night outside.  It must have been that 

way when Jesus arrived.  The awe…the awesomeness, the splendour, the simplicity 

and perfection of this…the perfect gift!  No price tag for a priceless gift!  The best 

gift we have, the one that fits perfectly, the one that we have all throughout the 

year…and forever!  How amazing is that?  Happy Birthday, Jesus!” – So went the 

Face Book post from my sister on Christmas Eve. 

This is that lovely image of Christmas that so many of us Christians lift up during 

the holidays.  Don’t get me wrong, I love this image, I really do, but, somehow it’s 

always seemed a bit too quiet for me. 

My response to my sister’s post went something like this: 

Quiet.  Hmmm....I heard that in the stable the cattle were lowing.  Camels were 

chewing not to mention spitting!  Sheep were baaing and donkeys were 

braying.  And Mary, at fourteen, was giving birth to her first baby. 

 

Meanwhile, because of the census, the “O Little Town of Bethlehem” was bursting 

at the seams with people:  walking, talking, snoring, laughing, and a few, 

undoubtedly, were arguing.  In fact, there were so many people in town that every 

innkeeper had a "no vacancy" sign posted on their door.  Innkeepers were stressed 

to the max trying to keep up with the demands of their patrons.  Heaven help the 

person who came knocking to see if, perhaps, they could squeeze in just two more 

people! 
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And let’s not forget the heavenly choir with all that singing of "Gloria in excelsis 

Deo.”  Quiet...hmmm.  I'm betting Mary was ready for a little of that "Silent Night, 

Holy Night" by the time the blessed babe was born. 

 

Kind of like us by the time Christmas finally arrives.  After all the shopping, the 

wrapping, the posting of parcels, the writing of Christmas cards, the grocery 

shopping, the baking and the cooking of the Christmas turkey, we, too, are ready 

for our own little “sleep in heavenly peace.” 

We all have this softly focussed, tranquil view of Christmas Eve but we also need 

to underscore the earthly humanity of Christ’s birth because, by doing so, it 

underscores that God comes to us in very plain and ordinary ways: through the 

waters of baptism, the words of the Bible and the bread and wine of communion. 

Turn to look at the person on your right.  Now look at the person on your left.  This 

is how God makes himself/herself known to us – through ordinary people – like 

yourself, your spouse, your children, your friends, and yes, even your church 

family!  God uses flesh and blood people to spread the good news of God’s 

unconditional love for the world. That is the message of Christmas – pure and 

simple. 

God comes through the ordinary, the fully human baby Jesus, born to an ordinary 

fourteen year old girl, born in a common stable, in a manger full of straw, with the 

smell of living animals surrounding the holy family.  It is here among the common 

and the natural, the humble and the ordinary, that God chose to express God’s 

love for us.  

Was everyone in Bethlehem aware of the holy event taking place in their 

midst?  Not likely.  Only the chosen few, the shepherds, the angels and the beasts 

bore witness to the birth of God’s child.  But those with eyes to see the wonder 

and ears to hear the cries of this new life, they are the ones who carried the story.  
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They always do and two thousand years later, it’s still a story of light coming into 

the world; a story of hope born again into the darkest days of each December; a 

reminder of God’s love for us. 

Far too often we find it difficult to see God’s presence in the ordinary. We want 

God to come through the extraordinary:  through miracles and magic not through 

nature and things that can be easily explained.  We want celestial messengers with 

wings and halos not human messengers like family and friends. 

Some people think God is more present in this sanctuary than at the factory or in 

the office or in the school we go to each day. In church, we may feel we are in the 

presence of God, but we may not see or feel the presence of God in the faces of 

the very people with whom we live and work.  If we can’t see the face of God in 

the flesh and blood of the people who are right in front of us, is it possible for us to 

see the face of God at all? 

From Jean’s reading of the scripture this morning, we heard that Mary and Joseph 

brought the baby Jesus to the temple to be circumcised and presented to God 

according to Jewish law.  Upon their arrival they were greeted by two elders, Anna 

and Simeon. 

Simeon was an old man who had waited a lifetime for the Messiah. That day in the 

temple, he didn’t see miracles; he didn’t see signs; he didn’t see wonders.  He saw 

a baby and said, “Lord, now let your servant depart in peace according to your 

word, for my eyes have seen your salvation which has been prepared for all 

people.” In the ordinariness of a newborn baby he saw and he believed.  That was 

enough.  Anna was quiet elderly, too, but her experience mirrored that of 

Simeon’s for at first sight of the baby Jesus, she witnessed all that she had been 

told about the Messiah.  Scripture says, “[Anna] gave thanks to God and spoke 

about the child to all who were looking to believe.”  That very first Christmas and 

every Christmas since, we affirm that with the birth of Jesus – the Word made 

flesh – the world can never be the same again. 
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For unto us a child is born.  In fact, 370,000 times every day worldwide, unto us a 

child is born.  God’s faith in humanity is restored anew with the birth of each of 

those blessed babes.  Despite all of the terrible things that can and do happen in 

this world, God never once loses faith in us.  We, ordinary humans, flesh and 

blood, find ourselves entrusted over and over again with that most precious of 

God’s gifts – life. 

In the solo this morning, Isobel Burnstad sang:  “Who would send a baby to heal a 

world in pain?  Who would choose a manger to cradle a King?  Who would send a 

baby?” 

Indeed!  Who would send a baby when the world is crying out for the Promised 

One?  I like the story of Anna and Simeon.  Just an everyday elderly couple who 

went to the temple to pray and be with their community.  On the same day that 

another everyday couple, Mary and Joseph, were bringing their first born child to 

present to God.  No miracles, no signs, no wonders.  They saw and they believed. 

That is what Christmas is all about: God through Christ comes to live with us as a 

real, live human baby.  Emmanuel, God-with-us.  It’s Christmas.  Now I ask you, do 

you believe?  Amen. 

 


