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Maybe this is a dumb question to ask at Christmas time, but I’ll do it anyway.  Do you ever feel 
like you’re running around in circles? 

One day in early September the chief of a Native American tribe was asked by his tribal elders if 
the winter was going to be cold or mild.  The chief asked his medicine man, but with the rise of 
pollution and urban sprawl, he was no longer able to read accurately the signs of nature around the 
Great Lakes.  In truth, neither of them had idea about how to predict the coming winter, so the chief 
decided to take a modern approach.  He got on the phone and called the National Weather Service in 
Gaylord Michigan. 

 'Yes, it is going to be a cold winter,' the meteorologist told the chief.  Consequently, the chief 
went back to his tribe and told them to collect plenty of firewood.  

A month or so later, the chief called the Weather Service and asked for an update. 'Are you still 
forecasting a cold winter?' he asked.  

'Yes, very cold', the weather officer told him. 
As a result of this brief conversation the chief went back to the tribe and told his people to 

collect every bit of wood they could find.  
Near the end of November, the chief called the National Weather Service once last time to ask 

about the coming winter.  
'Yes,' he was told, 'it is going to be one of the coldest winters on record.'  
And the chief, marveling at the wonders of modern technology, couldn’t help but ask: 'How can 

you be so sure?'  
To which the meteorologist replied:  “Well, the Native Americans of the Great Lakes region are 

collecting firewood like crazy.'  (from the internet.) 
Going around in circles.  Lack of reliable information.  Confusion and uncertainty.  We laugh at 

silly stories like these, but if, this Christmas, you’ll be celebrating the holiday without a loved one that 
was here a year ago, or you’re fighting cancer, or your kids or your marriage are in trouble, or 
foreclosure is creeping closer, or your job and your pension hang in the balance, than I rather suspect 
that feelings of disorientation and confusion and anxiety and everything being somehow out of whack 
are not funny at all.  Maybe they’re all too real, those feelings. 

I’m not trying to depress you, or to be a downer on Christmas.  Quite the contrary.  Understand 
something, my friends: two thousand years ago, the world was not all that different—disorientation, 
confusion, anxiety, everything out of whack.  Israel was a conquered nation.  They were a beaten and a 
defeated people suffering under a foreign military occupation.  A harsh and despised taxation decree 
brought Mary and Joseph, an innkeeper, and a bunch of shepherds to the same place that first 
Christmas night.  Escalating violence, despair, and resignation plagued God’s people.  The Christmas 
story begins in darkness.   

It fascinates me that the two major Christian holy days – Christmas and Easter – both begin in 
chaos and darkness, with crowds of people who’ve traveled from other places, and shepherds abiding 
in the fields in the dark or women bringing spices to the tomb before dawn has broken.  What that says 
to me is that God is doing incredible things when most of the world is still in the dark, both literally and 
figuratively. 



And into the darkness comes an infant.  Think about that.  Seven or eight pounds.  Can’t walk.  
Can’t talk.  No teeth.  Can’t eat anything.  Can’t even hold its head up.  An infant life.  And yet, His life is 
the light of all people.  His life will save, redeem, transform.  An infant!  This is God.  If we’re not awed 
by that fact, then perhaps we’ve become too desensitized to the message and too over-stimulated by a 
culture of materialism and show.   

One of the things that has always interested me is how the Christmas story rewrites human 
interaction with God.  If you go back to the very beginning of the Bible, all the way back to Genesis, 
where it records the story of creation and of Adam and Eve, you may remember that Adam and Eve eat 
from the tree of the knowledge of good and evil.  Then they realize they’re naked, and it’s not the 
nakedness that’s the problem, it’s the vulnerability.  Knowing good and evil awakens an awareness of 
our frailty, our weaknesses.  And God comes looking for Adam and Eve and they hide, and when God 
demands to know why they’ve hidden, the first words placed in the mouth of Adam are these:  I was 
afraid, because I’m naked, vulnerable, weak.  And so eons later, when God takes on that vulnerable, 
weakened, frail state of humankind in the person of Christ Jesus, the angels who come to share the 
good news begins with these words:  Do not be afraid.  Fear is pervasive these days.  There are those 
who profit from ensuring that we remain afraid.   

But fear is not who we’re called to be.  I’m not suggesting we pretend it doesn’t exist.  Rather, I 
remind us that courage is acting despite very real fear.  The angels bring good news of a birth and a 
promise fulfilled.  And that good news is what inspires our courage.  In the person of Jesus, God made 
flesh, God is rewriting the essence of human existence, you see.  Do not be afraid of the darkness of 
ignorance, for wisdom is breaking in.  Do not be afraid of the darkness of suffering, for love is to be 
experienced in it.  Do not be afraid of the darkness of violence, for peace may be found within, even in 
the midst of it.  Do not be afraid of the darkness of your own vulnerability, weakness, frailty, for that is 
the soil in which God works to rebirth the world.  Do not be afraid of the darkness of sin or death, for 
God has already defeated it.  Do not be afraid of the darkness, for hope lives even before the sun rises.  
And as surely as the sun rises, so the Spirit of God moves.  The magic of Christmas isn’t just for children 
– it’s for anyone who has ever had their heart broken or their dreams crushed.  Christmas is the 
promise that God understands, but even more, that God is moving; healing, resurrecting, birthing.   

The story is told of a young couple visiting a ski lodge in the Colorado Rockies over Christmas 
Vacation one year.  Being from Europe, their internal clocks were a little off, and they arose quite early 
one morning before the sun.  As they were enjoying a cup of coffee watching the sun rise, they heard a 
series of loud cracks pierce the air, and both of them panicked.  Was it an avalanche?  The proprietor 
of the lodge reassured them.  “Don’t be afraid,” he said, “The sun rises and it hits the peaks on the 
opposite side of the valley.  The mountain’s not coming down.  It’s just the start of a new day.” 

And so it is.  Merry Christmas.  Amen. 


