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I BELIEVE….EVEN NOW 

“T'was the night before Christmas” – that old poem goes – “when all through the house, not a 

creature was stirring, not even a  mouse.  The stockings we are old were hung by the chimney 

with care, in hopes that Saint Nicholas soon would be there; the children – of course – were 

nestled all snug in their beds, while visions of sugar plums danced in their heads. 

And let me say, I still don’t know what a sugar plum is and certainly have never had one.  

Anyway….mama in her kerchief, and I in my cap, had just settled down for a long winter’s nap. 

So opens the beloved Christmas poem by Clement Clarke Moore, arguably some of the best 

known verses ever written by an American, nearly 200 years old at this point.  The story is such 

an entrenched holiday classic that i can’t even remember when I first heard it, some television 

special probably.  Moore’s poem is largely responsible for our modern American conceptions of 

Santa Claus.  It was even an important part of the revival among American protestants of 

celebrating Christmas at all, because they were suspicious of religious feast days and anything 

else that was deemed “too catholic.” 

It strikes me today just what a type-a person’s fantasy land that whole scene is.  “not a creature 

is stirring,” and the stocking hung by the chimney with are, and all the children nestled snug in 

their beds, and even the parents calm, collected and cozy…if this wasn’t a two centuries old 

holiday story, I bed we’d accuse Moore of being a little too Martha Stewart about it all. 

I mean, come one, if you have kids at home, or you remember back either to when you did, or 

when you yourself were a child, how many of you had idyllic, all put together scenes like this for 

the holidays?  Where is the mad dashing to finish the Christmas shopping or the gift wrap paper 

and tape all over the floor where you have been wrapping presents, or the children who don’t 

want to go to bed because rather than dreaming about sugar plums, they’d already eaten a few 

too many of them – or cookies or whatever. 

Where are the fights with your sister or probably for more of you than I might realize the fighting 

between your parents?  How about the ruined sauce for dinner or the sauced-up uncle ruining 

the party? 

Now, I know that this Christmas is different. This Christmas there are not office parties or family 

parties to go to.  It’s hard to feel the joy this year.  I know I have felt less than prepared to 

celebrate Christmas this year.  We aren’t in the sanctuary with its beautiful trees and the 

wonderful lights all around.   

Christmas is different.  Amidst the pain and the pressures, have we had the time to focus our 

spirits and lift our hearts, and open our minds once again to the mystery and majesty and gift we 

celebrate tonight?  Have we been able, as churchy types sometimes like to say “to prepare our 

hearts to receive the Christ child this season” whatever that pious pleasantry means? 

This year in particular, though, I don’t think it’s merely the personal, individual stuff that risks any 

of us feeling unprepared for Christmas – although i know for a lot of us, the personal stuff 

weighs heavy this year. 
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But so too the news headlines and the twitter feeds that tell us of the world that surrounds us.  

They have been anything but calm and bright recently right? There is a global pandemic and a 

racial pandemic, there is a country split apart due to politics, a lot of people I know are facing 

significant challenges to health or wholeness or happiness, so it makes for a rather contrasting 

background to set tonight’s refrains of joy and gladness against.   

All of these have felt like signs of neon blazing in the night, brightly displaying for all to see the 

reality that our society is not prepared for the true reign of justice the Christ child comes to bring 

about. 

Caught in the net of news headlines, bogged down in a mass of mourning and melancholy in 

our own lives and the lives of those around us drowning in details, in debt, in disappointments 

and disillusionment….it’s no wonder any of us might feel unprepared for Christmas this year. 

But you know what?  I don’t imagine the shepherds – the ones living in the fields, keeping watch 

over their flock by night,” I don’t suspect the shepherds were prepared wither.   

Try if you can to really put yourself in that scene.  Maybe imagine the janitors at a high end 

shopping mall, maybe Partridge Creek or Somerset mall, working the night shift so that by 

morning all can be sparkly, and they can be out of sight, lest the Macy’s or Apple store shoppers 

see their faces. 

And there, in the middle of the night, vacuum cleaners humming, side conversations chatting 

away, then suddenly an angel of god appears!  I don’t even know what I might imagine an angel 

of god looking like, with or without the glory of god shining around.  Would I know what I was 

looking at, even?  Would I be amazed, astonished, awestruck?  Confused, suspicious, afraid?   

 

The gospel writer says the shepherds were terrified.  Would our night-shift janitors be terrified? 

Would they be worried for their jobs, or maybe even their lives? 

 

Terrified or astonished, awestruck, or confused, what I’m quite sure of is that there is no way on 

earth that those shepherds were “prepared” for what was happening.  Near the bottom of the 

social strata, disregarded laborers among a disillusioned people in a distant occupied sector of 

the empire, there was no reason anyone or anything of importance should be paying attention to 

them.  Much less coming to them, to them, with news for all people – and good news of great 

joy, no less.   

 

Why wouldn’t you go to Augustus, the emperor – or someone like Quirinius, a governor? I mean 

if there was news to be spread, they were the ones prepared to do it…they could organize a 

census of “all the world” after all. 

 

People like Augustus and Quirinius had made preparations, many of them, for a census, for 

military might, for civic rule and the ways of the empire.  But for all of their preparations, they 

weren’t prepared either.  In this gospel that tells us of the birth and the shepherds and the 

angels, by the end of it, the powers and principalities of empire and the world will be shown truly 

unprepared for what the Christ child brings…like the little dog Toto peaking behind a screen and 
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revealing the Wizard of Oz for the sad little man that he is, Jesus cross and his resurrection 

reveal the injustice and the weakness of the judges and the potentates of the world. And the 

powers that be, they weren’t prepared for that when the Christ child came.  They’re still not 

prepared for it now, as god is still the one able to make a way where there is no way, as the 

spirit still infects the world with new life, as the word still comes among us, full of grace and 

truth. 

 

The powers that be were obviously not prepared for all that the Christ child’s coming would 

mean, but neither were the shepherds.  I’m not sure anyone could be truly prepared for what the 

shepherds experienced, the angelic messenger, the glory shining, the choirs singing praise to 

god and the trek to Bethlehem to see the child Jesus himself.   

 

For that matter, I’m not sure any of us can be truly prepared for God coming to us and among 

us.   

The shepherds may not have been prepared, but they didn’t need to be. 

The angel of God came to them anyway.  The messengers sent them on to Bethlehem anyway.   

 

The good news of Christmas is that God comes into the world and comes to us, even and 

especially when we are not prepared.  God doesn’t wait until we have our stocking hung by the 

chimney with care, and more importantly, does not wait for us to have our life’s baggage 

unpacked, ironed out and put away to look respectable.   

 

God does not wait until we can get the checklist finished or the checkbook balance refilled.  God 

doesn’t even wait for our asking but interrupts an ordinary dark night in the work field with glory 

and good news. 

 

We may feel unprepared for Christmas this year, more importantly we may be unprepared for all 

that Christ’s coming into the world means. But the good news is that it is not ours to prepare, it 

is not ours to be prepared, that’s god’s job.   

 

We don’t know what the future holds, but we know who holds the future.  We don’t know yet 

how we will recover from the events of the last 10 months.  But we sing anyway.  Whether at 

home looking at a screen, whether outside at six feet apart, our hearts will sing out strong and 

loud “O Come All Ye Faithful, and see that the one who calls us to break chains as we heard in 

the carol of resistance “O Holy Night” and bring more calm and bright. 

 

Our theme for advent has been “I believe, even when.”  It comes from a poem written by a 

prisoner in a concentration camp during world war 2.  We have used lines from the poem, but 

here it is in it’s entirety. 

 

I believe in the sun even when its not shining. 

And I believe in love, even when there’s no one there. 

And I believe in God, even when God is silent. 
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I believe through any trial, 

There is always a way 

But sometimes in this suffering 

And hopeless despair 

My heart cries for shelter, 

To know someone’s there. 

But a voice rises within me, saying hold on, 

My child, I’ll give you strength, 

I’ll give you hope, just stay a little while. 

 

I believe in the sun 

Even when it’s not shining. 

And I believe in love, 

Even when there’s no one there, 

But I believe in God, 

Even when God is silent 

I believe through any trial, 

There is always a way. 

 

May there someday be sunshine. 

May there someday be happiness. 

May there someday be love. 

May there someday be peace. 

 

The light is coming, is coming, and is not overcome.  We believe in the light, even when….even 

when we are not out of the woods yet.  For God is with us.  Emmanuel.  Amen. 

 


