The LCA provides this sermon edited for lay-reading, with thanks to the original author.
Sermon for Christmas Eve Year C
The Text: Luke 2: 1-12
It is so exciting tonight! There is so much Good News! What does this all mean, for you? Well, it means…that there are just 2 more days until Hot Cross buns are available in supermarkets on Boxing Day. You see, a few years ago, major retailers set a new record for the starting date of Hot Cross Buns sales—December 26. The new trend of Easter in December is now official, with its’ very own hashtag: #easterindecember. 
On the surface, selling Hot Cross buns at Christmas is not such a big deal. But it points to a deeper problem, one in which society has written their own Christmas essay. If society didn’t drive demand, then the shops wouldn’t be able to sell them. Marketers have sold us the lie that the wretched condition we need deliverance from is boredom, and retail therapy is the antidote. People can supposedly buy their way to happy experiences, meaning mere humans become our own saviour, even though we become deeply enslaved to finding the dollars in our ‘buy now - pay later’ culture. And so we have Hot Cross Buns on Boxing Day, and adopt anything else that will give us something to do, in society’s addiction to experience, even absorbing the pagan festival of Halloween and now the American tradition of Black Friday parties too, in the relentless quest to creating heaven on earth. 
Society says that this all means that Christmas is OK as long as we focus on what’s really important—the lights and decorations and food and fun—therefore we supposedly don’t need the real meaning of Christmas, and we can re-write God’s script of Christmas to be just a myth, a nice story, part of a nice family tradition. 
But no matter how much stuff we buy we can’t trade away our pride. No matter how many presents we unwrap, we can’t cover over our sin with the mound of crumpled up paper. We can’t bury our failings towards others deep down inside underneath layers of turkey, ham, pudding and trifle, or simply forget about them with a glass or three of bubbly. 
And so, consider this: the irony is that the world’s version of Christmas is actually the one that doesn’t deal with reality.
God knew that we needed more than a story. We needed reality. In the Christmas gospel we hear that the birth of Jesus was a historical fact that actually happened. We hear that:
In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken of the entire Roman world. (This was the first census that took place while Quirinius was governor of Syria.) And everyone went to their own town to register. So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of David, because he belonged to the house and line of David. He went there to register with Mary, who was pledged to be married to him and was expecting a child. While they were there, the time came for the baby to be born, and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger, because there was no guest room available for them. (Luke 2:1-7)

This isn’t an unreal event but one that is anchored in human history. These are historically verifiable people (great that this should take place at the time of a census!), real places, in a real time. God had promised this saving event throughout history, hundreds of years before it happened, speaking through real people, the prophets like Isaiah, Micah and Malachi, who prophesied of his coming.

This Christmas event did not try to evade the reality of human experience but unfolded in the midst of real hardship, loss, and pain. Real human emotions of confusion from Mary - “how can this be; I have no husband.” Confusion from Joseph - “how can this be; I wanted to marry her.” The turmoil of a sense of betrayal and disbelief as he resolved to divorce her quietly, because though he was hurt, he still wanted to protect her from public disgrace and shaming, with all its life-destroying consequences for her--she would be treated like damaged goods, not able to be betrothed again; no husband, no security, no future. 
The social stigma that accompanied Joseph’s decision to go ahead and take Mary to be his wife. The crowds at Bethlehem at the time of the Census, bustling and busier than the 36 straight hours of marathon Christmas shopping at major retail shopping centres. The time of the census, the worst time and place to be looking for accommodation let alone admission to the maternity ward. Looks like they’re going to have to ramp the donkey tonight. What would they do? 
What would you do? 
And then, finally a place for Jesus to be born; the only place; the lowest place; a place no mother here would choose her baby to be born: a stable with itchy hay, and nostrils filled with the aroma of dank earth and the sour manure as Jesus lay surrounded by animals. And a jealous king, who feels so threatened by Jesus and afraid that he will lose power and control, that he gives orders for a genocide in the surrounding areas of Bethlehem, in the hope of destroying his rival, Jesus. Christmas really is a matter of life and death.
Isn’t this the same reality of our world today? The shocking extreme of broken humanity? 
In our natural condition we don’t want Jesus either. In our natural state we too have no room for him. 
That’s the very real reason we need Christmas in the first place. 
That’s why Jesus came to a world who had no room for him; a world which likes to write its own narrative about Christmas and salvation. Jesus came from Heaven to Earth and was born for us, to save us from ourselves. 
Tonight, the angels call us to join in the celebration of giving glory to God that he showed his love for us in flesh and bones; the same human flesh and bones we have. In Christ, God came to earth in the most frail and vulnerable of situations, identifying with our messy world, born as a real baby, truly human, to step into the human race helpless to help itself; even those most lowly. In Christ God is down to earth and knows what human reality is like. He knows what it means to be hungry and thirsty, he knows what temptation is like, he knows what it feels like to be anxious and troubled in spirit, he himself knows what it is like to weep and grieve for loved ones who died. Then he died himself, having been handed over to be crucified on a cross to take away the sin of the world—with no exceptions, no-one written out of the story. 
This is not just a story. It is reality because it involves you, who are real people, real flesh and bones, who sit here tonight, who need salvation. The proclamation from the angels is God’s proclamation to all of us: Do not be afraid. I bring you good news of great joy. Today in the town of David a Saviour has been born to you. He is Christ the Lord. This will be a sign to you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger” (Luke 2:10-12). 
Jesus came to those who could not help themselves, who could not achieve, who could not measure up, who did not have social approval and cannot buy their way to happiness and peace, not in any real or lasting way. He came to save sinners that they might know the grace of God; a loving God who loves us—not because of what we can do, not because of what we’re good at, not even because we try our best to match up to his standards. Jesus still comes today, and he comes here to be with us tonight through his word: “Greetings, you who are highly favoured! The Lord is with you.” 
It is only through faith that we can say we are God’s highly favoured people, for through faith we receive the Christ child and all of his divine blessings, forgiveness, life and salvation. We heard tonight that “Mary treasured up all these things and pondered them in her heart” (Luke 2:19). There is no time like now to be real; real with our pondering, real with our reflecting, real about our response. For “Today…a Saviour has been born to you.” May our hearts be open to hearing his word and worshipping him. For this is not merely a story, but it is good news, of great joy, and it is from God to us. Amen.
