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I’ve mentioned in the past that one of the challenges of preaching holiday messages, like those of 

the Christmas season, is that it can be difficult to take a fresh look at a story that we’ve heard so 

many times and know so well.  So, in the face of that challenge, one of the pieces of advice that I 

received early in my career was to simply sit with the story each year.  No pre-conceived 

notions… no expectations… just resting in the story and allowing the Spirit to work.  So, that’s 

what I did.  And as I did so, it was that angelic choir that just absorbed my attention this year! 

 

There’s something ironic about the fact that this multitude of the heavenly hosts are singing of 

‘peace’ on earth as they are utterly disrupting that quiet hillside evening, but we’re going to talk 

about the peace side of this coin on Christmas Eve.  For today, though, in the midst of all of our 

music and singing of the service, I really just want to take a minute to think about that angelic 

chorus.   

 

Try, if you can, to picture that scene.  Imagine those humble shepherds tending to the sheep 

under the stars, keeping to themselves, only to be suddenly face to face with an angel sharing this 

unimaginable news of the Messiah’s birth.  Then, multiply that vision by 50, or 100, or 1,000, or 

whatever a ‘multitude’ might be, and just try to put yourself into the shoes of those shepherds.  

What started as a normal, simple evening of watching over the animals has suddenly been 

overtaken by an almost deafening chorus of angels singing of God’s glory made known in the 

birth of this child.  Just try, if you can, to imagine what it was like to be in that field that night. 

 

You see, the challenge that we preachers face in sharing messages about this story is little 

different than the challenge that we all face in hearing it.  It’s almost too well known.  It almost 

seems common.  We’ve been desensitized to it.  In hearing this story, again and again, year after 

year, decade after decade, the utter absurdity and magnificence of this birth has been normalized 

in our hearts in a way that I think causes us to miss out on the true awe and wonder of that 

moment!  Sure, we love the music, and we get goosebumps as we hold those candles and sing 

Silent Night on Christmas Eve, but there is a stunning nature to what unfolded that night that I 

think gets clouded by the ever-growing familiarity of the story. 

 

There’s a reason that the angelic chorus erupted in song that night.  There’s a reason that, in the 

wake of the angelic vision, the shepherds went running off to Bethlehem and then returned 
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singing, and praising and glorifying God themselves.  There’s a reason for all that joy, and 

wonder, and disruptive racket that night, and that reason is that what happened that night was a 

moment unlike any that had ever been or ever would be again! 

 

In the song that the choir will sing in just a minute, here, there’s an intriguing movement that 

takes place.  There’s a flow from the calm and normal into the angelic joy that is reflective of 

that note, and the reason for it all is stated in the opening words.  The composer opens with the 

phrase, “There is no rose of such virtue as is the rose that bare Jesu.”  This is THE event.  This is 

THE moment.  This is the child born to be ‘God with us.’  This is the babe named Jesus, for he 

would save his people from their sins.  This is the infant that would grow to heal the sick, restore 

the lame, and give sight to the blind.  This is the newborn who would be the one to preach to the 

masses, deliver hope to the hopeless, walk on water, and bring life to the dead.  This is the child 

who would climb upon the cross, bear the sins and transgressions of us all, die in our stead, and 

open to each every one of us the gates to everlasting glory. 

 

There’s a reason that the angelic chorus erupted in song that night!  It seems that, every year, we 

spend a lot of time talking about the ‘distractions’ from Christmas.  We get into all of the 

culture-wars about ‘putting Christ back in Christmas’ and the alluring temptations of the secular 

side of the season.  And there’s value to those reflections.  As we embrace the many-faceted joys 

and wonders of the season, we need to be conscious of remembering what it’s all about.  All too 

often, however, I think the untold loss of the season isn’t in the blessings that distract us, but in 

the familiarity that stifles the wonder – the shock – of that moment. 

 

So, as we come through the rest of this service, and through the season that still stands before us, 

try to open yourself up to what it was like to be there that night.  Try to put yourself in the shoes 

of the shepherds in the field.  Try to picture that angelic chorus and just imagine the wonder and 

glory of that moment.  Then, allow yourself to consider all that was born that night, and all that 

followed.  The story may be familiar, but there was nothing normal about that night, and there is 

nothing common about this birth.  Just try to imagine what it was to be there that very first night, 

and allow that joy, that wonder, and that awe to be the experience that you know this Christmas. 


