
Page #1 

 

 
 

   From the Pulpit... 
 

“Wake Up!” 
Rev. Dr. Martin Hall – Preaching 

Luke 2: 1-20 

December 24, 2018 – 9pm 
 

I’ve always been taken by that story of The Other Shepherd that I shared at the outset of worship 

this evening.  I think, mostly, because it is something we just can’t fathom!  When we think of 

the night of that birth, we have this image of a clear night, with the stars shimmering in the 

darkness.  The sheep are calmly grazing on the rolling hills as the shepherds vigilantly keep 

watch over their flocks.  Being in the countryside, away from things, they can see the travelers 

arriving for the census, but they really have no idea of what’s happening in that stable in town.  

For them, it’s a quiet and normal night that is very much like the night before, and the night 

before that.   

 

It is an unremarkable setting, on an unremarkable evening, on which all of this happens.  But, on 

that clear night, with those sheep grazing on the rolling hills, the normal routine in which these 

shepherds were engaged was disrupted by an angel proclaiming unimaginable news and a choir 

of the heavenly host singing of the glory of God.  It was a night that went, in an instant, from the 

normal routine of the ordinary to the very definition of the extraordinary – to a choir of angels 

singing of our savior’s birth.  So, it’s hard, I think, to even imagine that one might sleep through 

such an event.  It’s comical to consider Asa the shepherd conked out under a fig tree while the 

voices of the angels are echoing through the skies above him, only to awaken and proceed with 

his life completely oblivious to the God-given miracle that had just occurred.  I like the story, 

because it humors me.  It’s hard to fathom that one could miss all of that and go on like nothing 

ever happened.  The other reason I’ve always been taken by that story, however, is that it is so 

often exactly what we do! 

 

A few weeks ago, during our Music Sunday worship on December 9, I reflected some on what I 

called the ‘blessed familiarity’ of the season.  Much like the shepherds in the fields that night, 

this season can be filled with a routine that we know very well.  It is joyous, and it is filled with 

so many delights, but it is a routine with which we are intimately familiar.  In our house, for 

example, decorating for Christmas is a big deal – and we love every minute of it.  When we do 

the inside of the house, however, we often find ourselves making sure that the items come back 

out into the same places they’ve been in the past. Bins are labeled by room, the items are brought 

right back into that same room, and we know what goes where.  The conversation is far more 

often, ‘This goes over here!’ than it is ever, ‘Where should we put that?’  And, when I work on 
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the outside, it’s that much worse.  The strands of lights have labels and notes tell me which goes 

where and in what order they should be put up – I start at the roofline with this reel, which 

connect to this one, and so on.  We love how it looks, and we enjoy it all season, but the vast 

majority of what we put out each year is exactly the same as that which went up the year before. 

 

And, for many of us, in many ways, that is the nature of the season.  We know the carols…we 

know the gatherings…we know the stories…we know the traditions and we love the traditions, 

but the blessed familiarity of that routine, as joyous as it may be, does have a tendency to put us 

into that mindset of the shepherds that night.  All is calm, all is serene, all is normal.  We love 

every minute of it, but none of it really takes us by surprise – and that, right there, is the problem.  

Simply stated, it’s a whole lot easier to sleep through the miracle, to dwell in the routine, if 

there’s no chorus of angels to awaken you from your slumber as they sing of our Savior’s birth.   

 

That story of Asa the shepherd is remarkable because it’s hard to imagine one sleeping through 

the glory of the heavenly host singing of God’s miracle, but we don’t have that choir appearing 

before us.  We don’t have the angel proclaiming the birth of our savior.  We have the stories 

we’ve heard a hundred times, and the carols we’ve sung a hundred times, and the traditions 

we’ve enjoyed a hundred times, and we just don’t have the opportunity to be shocked out of our 

routine in the same way as those shepherds.  And, yes, after a season of enjoying the blessed 

familiarity of the routine, we all too often end up moving on, oblivious, as though it never 

happened at all. 

 

Think about it.  While all of those decorations are coming out and those traditions are gearing up, 

in the midst of the blessed familiarity of the season, there is another thing that happens.  There is, 

in the midst of that, a spirit that overtakes us.  And, not just us, but the culture around us.  People 

just smile a bit more.  They take a minute to acknowledge one another and wish a Merry 

Christmas or a Happy Holidays.  Some studies suggest that as much as 20-25% of all charitable 

giving in the United States is done in the last 6 weeks of the year.  It’s not that struggles 

disappear or there aren’t trials and difficulties that come with the holidays, but there is an overall 

spirit of compassion and kindness that erupts in our culture at Christmas.  But, think about it.  

Just as that spirit emerged so naturally as the decorations were hung – it disappears just as 

quickly when into the boxes and bins the ornaments go. 

 

I found myself in a conversation with a gentleman about a week and a half ago, and we were 

talking about this very thing, about the spirit that overtakes the season.  And, what I shared with 

him is really the hope and prayer that I am looking to share here, tonight.  “My prayer every year 

at this time,” I said, “my prayer is that we would find the inspiration to be, the rest of the year, 

the people that we are at Christmas.” 

 

You see, part of what brings such joy to the routine of Christmas is that it only lasts so long.  

There comes a time in which we are ready for the house to get put back together, the schedules to 

return to normal, and the crazy overwhelm of the season to subdue.  By early January most of us 

are ready to put things back away for a while.  We will love it just as much when it comes out 

again in 11 months, but there comes a time when we are ready to get back to normal.   

• The problem I am pointing towards, however, is that it isn’t just the tinsel that gets put 

away.   
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• The problem that I see arise, each year as Christmas passes, is that we put the spirit, the 

meaning, and the lessons away with it.   

• The problem I am trying to draw out is that, by New Years, as the local Walgreens has 

already managed to transition their stores over to Valentine’s Day, the effervescence of 

kindness and compassion that erupts with the Christmas season gets boxed away equally 

as fast.   

In other words, we are Asa – we get through the routine of the season and we put it away and 

move on with life like it never happened.   

 

So, this year, just imagine how different things would be if we were shocked to attention in the 

manner of those shepherds that night.  Imagine how different things would be if we came to the 

end of the Christmas season knowing that we needed to run to the bedside of the infant Jesus and 

worship the glory of the newborn king.  Imagine how different things would be if, instead of 

storing the spirit of Christmas away with ribbons and bows we awakened to heralding angels, 

joined the chorus of those singing the praises of Immanuel and lived all year as the Christmas 

people we are each December.  Imagine how different things would be in March, in May, in 

September…if the incarnation never slept, but forever lived, in us. 

 

There is both humor and tragedy in that satirical story of Asa the shepherd.  The humor is in the 

fact that it’s almost unimaginable that someone could sleep through the glories of that night and 

live on as though it never happened.  The tragedy is that our culture, so often, does exactly that.  

So, let the voices of our choir echo the sounds of the heavenly host.  Allow the words of 

Scripture to reflect the voice of the angel proclaiming the birth of Immanuel.  And wake up!  

Arise from slumber, break free from the familiarity, hear the proclamation of the God-given 

miracle that is the incarnation, and in January, February, March…when the bows are packed 

away and the bins are stacked neatly in the basement, keep the spirit of the Christ-child alive – 

living every day, all year, as the Christmas people we are each December. 

 

   


