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Telling the Christmas Story 
A sermon preached by the Rev. Jay Sidebotham on Sunday, December 30, 2007 at  

The Church of the Holy Spirit. 

 

If you were asked to tell the Christmas story, what would you include or delete? 

What would be essential elements? Angels? Shepherds? Santa Claus? From the first days 

of the church, it was apparent that there was more than one way to tell the story. The 

gospel writers each had their own spin. Matthew includes details about Joseph, and tells 

us about the wise men. Mark has no interest in Jesus as infant and begins his story with 
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language that has nothing to do with infants. His is a cosmic vision that echoes the first 

words of Genesis, an indication that the story about to be told is as significant as the 

story of creation itself.  
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back to the story one more time now that all the frenzy, the work of Christmas 

preparation is over. Now we can simply savor the good news without distraction, and 

perhaps remind ourselves once more of the reason for the season. From the perspective 

of the gospel, the Christmas story could be summed up in verse 14: The word became 

flesh and dwelt among, and we beheld his glory, full of grace and truth. Jesus, the word, 
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among us. Jesus, the word made flesh, was full of grace and truth. Raymond Brown, a 

scholar who spent his life studying the Gospel of John, in his translation combined the 

words grace and truth into this one phrase: enduring love. Grace conveys the love of 

God. Truth conveys the faithfulness of God. If we hear nothing else at Christmas, we 
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experience, the love we receive, the love we give, is often so conditional, so fleeting, 

framed by our latest success, dependent on our most recent kindness, our looks, our 

career success, our behavior, contingent and cautious, withheld on a whim, captured in 

the question: What have you done for me lately? The enduring love we celebrate at 

Christmas carries a different quality, captured in the marvel of God coming to live 

among us, to know what we go through, to heal the brokenness of our lives. That 

brokenness, that challenge is something we all know something about, so we can each 

tell the Christmas story. And the Christmas story can be told in many ways. 
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about the meaning of love from a drunken peasant. The rabbi entered a tavern in the 
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were protesting how much they loved the other. Ivan said to Peter: Tell me what hurts 

me. Bleary eyed, Peter says: How do I know what hurts you? Ivan answered: If you 
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God loving us with enduring love by coming to know what hurts us.  
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struck by a cab, breaking her leg. A person of considerable power and influence, used to 

being in charge, she lay on the ground helplessly as spectators gathered, waiting for the 

ambulance. She remarked on the loneliness and fear of that place. A friend happened by, 

pushing to the center of the crowd. In an instant, that friend lay down on the pavement, 

next to the victim, until the ambulance arrived. The injured woman spoke in retrospect 

of how much that helped, not being left alone in the brokenness that marked her life. 
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us down. 
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of his wife in a fire in 1861. The Civil War broke out the same year, and two years later, 

Longfellow learned that his son had been wounded in the Army. Sitting at his desk one 

Christmas Day, he heard church bells ringing, and he wrote seven stanzas that speak of 
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 And in despair I bowed my head; 

 "There is no peace on earth," I said; 

 "For hate is strong 

 And mocks the song 

 Of peace on earth, good will to men." 

 

 Then pealed the bells more loud and deep. 

 "God is not dead, nor doth he sleep! 

 The wrong shall fail, 

 The right prevail, 

 With peace on earth, good will to men!" 
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God who comes to us in Jesus, whose life begins in homelessness and ends as a criminal, 

an infant who is born in a manger, dies on a cross, is buried in a borrowed tomb. Love 

without condition. Enduring love. 

 How will you tell the Christmas story? What will you emphasize? Because 

Christmas is more than a day, it gives us the chance to go out into the world sharing 

enduring love, to tell a story of grace and truth, enduring love that our world needs 
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his congregation will realize the good news of Christmas is not bound by a calendar. 

Finding a way to tell that story in word and action is the work we are called to do. Tell 
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so desperately needs it. Tell it all year long. Merry Christmas. 
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