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December 25, 2016, Christmas Day 

Click here to view readings. 

Focus: In these last days, God has spoken to us by a Son.   

In the corner of our home office lying unceremoniously below the bookshelf is a cardboard box 

marked US Priority Mail.  I have no idea what the box was first used for—maybe some long 

forgotten seminary care package sent from my mom or a shipped Christmas gift—but as of now 

the box is brimming over.  You see, it is where I keep my letters.  And I have lots of them.  Some 

of them are cards and letters from all of you or from people in my internship congregation.  The 

letters and cards remind me when I’m feeling low or stressed that I have a lot of people 

supporting me.  They remind me of all the faces and people behind the letters who I’m so blessed 

to share life and the Gospel and days like Christmas with you.  They are very important to me.  

But most important to me, and the biggest part of the box is a huge collection of letters that even 

a ZipLock gallon bag can’t fully contain.  They are letters from Nikki.   

For over a year until this May, Nikki and I spent the large majority of the time away from each 

other.  And every day, we would write each other a letter.  I can remember trying to find fun 

stamps like tigers or the Indiana bicentennial or Harry Potter or the Post Office’s “summer 

harvest” collection.  We were probably the last people in their 20s still supporting the US Postal 

Service.  We have hundreds of these letters. 

If you were to read most of them, they’d probably be pretty boring.  I’m sure most of them 

complained about the humidity of southern Indiana summers or despaired that my pumpkin plant 

wasn’t coming up in the fall or talked about being stumped on writing a sermon.  Most of 

Nikki’s were, “Jeez, Hebrew class is really hard” or “the seminary maintenance crew mowed 

over the flowers I planted outside of the building…again.”  But when I got a letter in the 

mailbox, I didn’t really care what they said so much as who said it.  Because whether the letter 

wrote about something heartfelt and beautiful or something mundane and boring, just receiving a 

letter sent the greatest message: “I love you.” 

“Long ago,” the writer to the Hebrews says, “God spoke to his people in many and various ways 

by the prophets.”  If you want to read about these “many and various ways,” there’s a stack of 

stories bigger than anything that my cardboard box could hold called the Old Testament. 

When we read the Old Testament, we don’t always get it.  We have the grandiose passages like 

today from Isaiah: “How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of the messenger who 

proclaims Good News, who announces salvation, who says to Zion, ‘Your God reigns.’”  We 

have the beautiful words of the Psalmist that bring not only people but seas and floods and hills 

to “repeat the sounding joy.” 

But so often it’s different from that.  So often it’s God sending prophets, frankly, to yell at the 

people, to tell them to shape up or be shipped out.  So often it’s threatening people with exile or 

sending Jonah into the belly of a whale.  At one point, God even destroys pretty much all of 

creation with a flood.  And then there are the genealogies.  You will encounter these if you ever 

try to read the Bible front-to-back, because at some point, you are going to read “so-and-so begat 
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so-and-so and so-and-so begat so-and-so” and then finally one of them begat a biblical character 

that you’ve actually heard of—and then it moves on to “begat so-and-so” and you are lost again.  

And then you get some narrative with some characters and stories you care about.  And then you 

run into the long legal code, which covers everything from the basics, “Do not kill,” to the 

admonition in Deuteronomy 22:10 “Do not plow with an ox and donkey harnessed together.”  

And then there are the blueprints.  Did you know that most of the 2nd half of Exodus—chapters 

25-31—has nothing to do with Pharaoh or Egypt, but is just the blueprint for building the 

Tabernacle?  Folks, it’s a tent.  How hard can this be?  

People get discouraged when they read the Bible.  They think it’s too everyday, too mundane.  

They get bored.  They can’t follow the story.  And if I’m honest, I do, too. 

But that’s not what it’s all about.  The Old Testament may be many things, but one thing we can 

say about it is it’s love letters.  It’s God writing to his people.  It’s God caring about what 

happens in the world: from the little things: what you eat, what you do for work, what your 

tabernacle looks like, to the big things: who you belong to, what my plan is for you, how long I 

have tried to woo you as a bridegroom woos a bride, how much I love you.  How much I love 

you even in the day-to-day even in all those “many and various ways” that may not seem to 

mean so much to others, but mean everything to people in love.  Time and again, the Old 

Testament is God reminding his people exactly how much and in how many and various ways he 

loves them.     

And so the prophets would receive words from God, and like Patti our mail lady, they would 

deliver them to the people.  They would speak of what God expected from them and what God 

desired from them.  They would speak of God who is, “gracious and merciful, slow to anger, and 

abounding in steadfast love.”  They would speak of a God whose heart recoils within him and 

whose compassion grows warm and tender at the thought of ever giving them up.  And they 

would remind the people of God’s promises.  They were love letters. 

When Nikki and I would write each other, there was always one thing that we did.  In the top 

right, where we put the date, we would write below “224 days left” or whatever the number was.  

Well the days left were the days until the wedding.  Because what we both understood is that a 

letter can say a lot of things, it can mean a lot.  But a letter doesn’t walk by your side.  A letter 

doesn’t calm the storms of life.  It can’t prepare you a meal.  A letter can’t hold you when you 

are sad or scared.  There are certain things you just have to be there for in person.   

That is Jesus.  Jesus’s birth at Christmas was the end of the wait.  There would no longer be any 

separation between what God said through the prophets and where the people were.  On 

Christmas, God came to be with them and with us forever, in person, in the flesh, walking with 

us hand-in-hand through all the day-to-day joys and struggles of life.  Christmas is the 

culmination of a love thousands of years in the making: a wedding between God and us his 

people.   

In these last days, God has spoken to us by a Son.  When God speaks through the Son, the great 

chasm between God and all of us is breached.  When God speaks by a Son, it is as one who is 

here with us.  When God speaks to us by a Son, he washes away the stain of sin and death and 
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cleanses us for himself.  He feeds us with the meal of his body and blood.  He speaks as a Son 

who has shared in everything that is ours so that we may share in everything that is his.  There’s 

no part of human life that God in Jesus Christ doesn’t understand, that he hasn’t experienced 

himself.  From birth to death and beyond death into resurrection.  There’s no part of your life that 

is too boring, too mundane, or too everyday for Jesus to care about.  And there’s no part of the 

Son of God’s life that is too glorious for him to share with us. 

When God’s Son came on Christmas Eve, he showed his love for us.  He showed his love in that 

he didn’t just speak by the prophets.  But he spoke as through a baby who knew no words.  He 

spoke not in many and various ways.  But in one way.  The way of the Lord Jesus Christ, the 

way that runs from heaven down to Bethlehem, from Bethlehem out to Galilee, from Galilee up 

to the cross, and from the cross to the new creation in eternity.  Birth, life, death, resurrection.  

That is the way that we all travel.  And in Jesus, we travel that way with our heart’s companion.  

We travel with the one who demonstrated his love for us on the cross and with the one who ends 

our journey in the love of his eternal home. 

When the Son speaks, we listen.  And when we listen, above Bethlehem’s deep and dreamless 

sleep, we hear an anthem sung by angels over a stable that even the stone of the tomb could not 

silence: God’s love is born for us.  Amen. 


