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In the Name of God: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 
One of my favorite things to do this time of year is to drive around town to see the lights and decorations that people 
have put up. In my hometown, great, white, LED snowflakes adorned the light poles of Main Street, and a massive 
Christmas tree was lit up in the square near the middle of town. Whenever I see Christmas lights, they remind me of 
spending time with my Dad putting up lights in our yard -- then spending time with the whole family by the warmth of 
the fireplace, our hard work rewarded with the beautiful view of the multi-color light festival going on in the backyard. 
From humble little displays to this year's favorite, those big projection-pattern things that light up the outside of an 
entire house, there's often no shortage of light in and around our homes and towns come Christmas.  
 
You see, we're a people fascinated by light. Our houses, our churches, our workplaces -- pretty much everywhere feels 
more cozy when the lights are on; the light from a bonfire is so captivating that we could probably stare at it for hours 
on end; so too with the stars in the sky, we often can't help looking up at the light from time to time. And most things 
that give off light also give off warmth, something else we often crave this time of year. 
 
But this was not always the case. Nor was it always what we all did around Christmas. For certainly there have been 
many more Christmas seasons without festive LED lights than with them. Or even now, if you look at a satellite pictures 
of the world when it is night, you'll see bright centers in large cities, then some smaller scatterings of light here and there 
from towns and villages, but very quickly you'll see plenty of places -- sometimes for hundreds of miles straight -- where 
there is no light at all. 
 
It may be difficult to envision a world without light, but it certainly was that way for a very long time. We are people 
who are fascinated by light because we did not always have it. At some point, deep down, perhaps our intrigue at the raw 
power and energy of the bonfire is some leftover evolutionary moment of joy and triumph from when our only light 
came from fire. Yet even before that -- and before before that -- there was a time in which the entire world was dark. A 
formless void. Darkness covered the face of the deep. Chaos reigned. It was then that a wind from God swept over the 
face of the waters, and God said "Let there be light"; and there was light. 
 
These are familiar words from the very beginning of the Bible, but have we ever considered why God made light first? 
Perhaps God foresaw our desire for bright lawn displays and blinking lights synced to music that keep the neighboring 
children awake at night. Or perhaps God knew that, before creation needed anything else, it needed light. It needed 
brightness. It needed warmth. It needed something that attracts our eyes, gives us hope, and scatters the darkness away. 
 
God said "Let there be light"; and there was light, but even with light in the world, it did not take long for humanity to 
seemingly forget it. And this is hard to do. It's hard to forget light. Almost impossible, I'd say. However, there is a 
scenario that might help us understand how people have come to "forget" light. Imagine waking up in the middle of the 
night, and you know there's that moment when you walk into the restroom and you turn on the light -- it stings a little! 
It takes a little while to adjust your vision, a vision that was so accustomed to darkness, so accustomed to being without 
light that your eyes have almost forgotten what that light was like in the first place. 
 
This midnight trip to the restroom might be a good analogy for the people of God. They were surrounded by some 
much goodness, so much light, but their eyes had grown so accustomed to darkness that they couldn't understand light 
whenever they saw it. It confounded them. It hurt their eyes. It made them wish for darkness again, so much so that that 
was where they dwelt, in darkness. 
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Yet we are not meant to be people of sin and darkness but people of grace and light. We are meant to be people of hope, 
like Mary and Joseph and the shepherds, who went even to Bethlehem and greeted the Christ child in joy. And his birth 
is good news! Even for those who have walked in darkness, a light would shine. Even for those who were burdened, God 
will carry the yoke. Even for those who desperately hoped for salvation, a child was be born, a son given to them -- a son 
who would be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, and Prince of Peace. 
 
Tonight we meet that Son, the light who enlightens our hearts and our very lives. Though perhaps all of us have great 
memories of decorating for Christmas, may we remember that our lights serve a purpose, to show the way, to keep us 
safe, to warm us when we are cold, to cast out the darkness, and to show things for what they truly are. In Christ the 
light, we see ourselves for who we truly are, those children of God who have been given life in him who was born this 
night. 
 
May those lights be reminders that the true Light who enlightens us all has come into the world in Jesus Christ. May we 
hear anew the words that the shepherds heard, that Christ's birth is good news of great joy, for unto us a Savior has been 
born. May we remember how miraculous Jesus' birth truly is, that the same Almighty God who spoke our universe into 
creation saw fit to come into this world in the meekest of circumstances, when a helpless baby was born in a dark 
manger, the first place in the whole earth to know the light of Christ. May we look at the lights around as reminders to 
be grateful for all that we have, with caution not to forget the truth of this night and the goodness of God's light in our 
lives lest we, like those of Isaiah's time, forget what the light of God is really like. And may we remember that where light 
is, God is -- even in the smallest glimmer, even in a single match -- even if all you can see is a small light in the distance, or 
a single star in the sky, may they all be reminders of the love and light of Christ that has come to us this Christmas night. 
 
Where light is, God is. May Jesus Christ the Son of God born this day enlighten your life with his grace and his love. 
And a very merry and blessed Christmas to you and all whom you love. 


