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 Nearly 200 years ago, in 1816, a young Austrian priest named Joseph Mohr wrote a six-stanza poem. It began, 
Stille Nacht! Heilige Nacht! Which is, “Silent night! Holy Night!” Two years later, on Christmas Eve, he asked his friend 
Franz Gruber to set the poem to music. That night, at St. Nicholas Church in Oberndorf, Austria, Father Mohr played his 
guitar as the two men sang the song at the Christmas Eve service. 
 
 We could imagine that service was a lot like this one. Kids squirmed in pews anticipating opening presents in the 
morning. Some tried, and failed, to hold back tears on their first, or even tenth, Christmas without someone they loved. 
Someone felt like life was putting them through the wringer, but as they sang cherished carols, God’s still, small voice 
assured them, “I am still with you.” Life wasn’t perfect, but for a moment, the church was filled with that poignant feeling 
that comes when you’re in a moment you know is holy. Silent night. Holy night. 
 
 On Christmas Eve, it seems like silence conveys holiness best. Like how the nativity scenes that depict our text in 
Luke––you know, with the shepherds, Mary and Joseph, and the barn animals all gathered to baby Jesus in the manger––
they always appear so calm and bright. Even the nativity scene at the northeast corner of Wilson Mills and SOM Center 
Road, the noise of engines and sirens at rush hour don’t seem to penetrate its silence. 
 
 But truth be told, according to the witness of Luke’s gospel, the very first Christmas was not so silent a night. 
There were the startled shouts of shepherds at the appearance of angels. There was the glory-soaked singing of the 
heavenly host. Inside a stable next to a Bethlehem inn, once heard not only the lowing of cattle but also of the sounds of a 
young woman giving birth. Can’t you just hear Joseph’s frantic shouts that seeking help from strangers? 
 

How about a nativity scene depicting the startling, desperate, chaotic moments that were surely part of that first 
Christmas night? Would that look anything like silent night, holy night? 
 
 Now, our text from Luke doesn’t tell us specifically but I don’t think we’d be out on a limb to imagine the timing 
of events there in Bethlehem. We could imagine that in the very moment when Mary and Joseph were desperately trying 
to get through childbirth in a barn, just as life surely felt so beyond their control, at the exact same time, out in the fields, 
angels were telling shepherds about good news of great joy. As there was the turmoil in the barn, the angels were singing, 
“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth…peace. On earth…peace.”  
 
 I don’t know about you, but each Christmastime, the angels’ announcement of peace accentuates the noise in our 
lives. The noise of our lives is the turmoil within us and around us that can lead us to believe that God’s peace, the fullness 
of life that comes from God, is far afield from where we are. What is some of the noise our hearts have brought to worship 
tonight?  
 

Perhaps its noise of work that’s always asking for more than us that we feel we can give? Or it’s the noise of a 
schedule that feels so out of control that maybe we landed in a pew tonight just trying to catch our breath? Or is we 
brought with us tonight a groaning in our heart over some way life keeps disappointing us? Don’t we know that the noise 
of the 24-hour news cycle always screams how many ways the world lacks for peace. 
 
 But we will still close tonight’s service with that holy moment when the lights dim, and our candles flicker, and we 
sing, “Silent Night, holy night, all is calm, all is bright.” If not all is really calm or bright or silent, whether in the world or 
in our own lives, can we sing this feeling like we’re telling ourselves a lie?  
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 Yet we do not tell a lie, but rather the good news itself. The good news that meets us at Christmas is that we don’t 
have to wait for our lives to feel peaceful and silent to know the peace and stillness of God. God’s promise to us at 
Christmas is that the deep down peace, the deep down wholeness for which we yearn, it doesn’t depend on life around us 
quieting down or going the way we want. The peace God gives doesn’t come when we’ve gotten our lives together and 
nothing hurts anymore. 
 
 Because Christmas promises a calm and a stillness, a perfect silence and a wholeness, that nothing in the world 
around us can touch. There is a peace than none of the turmoil within us will ever be able to destroy. It is the one who 
arrived in Bethlehem, not larger than a loaf of bread. The holy silence, the pure peace of our lives is the Lord Jesus Christ.  
 

Christmas tells us that, in Jesus, the peace of God is not a far-off promise but a present reality on earth. When you 
receive Christ whom God gives for the healing of the world, when you stand in wonder at him like the shepherds, you are 
coming into peace that doesn’t depend upon circumstances. 
 
 Mary never dreamed of giving birth far from home on the floor of a barn. But after the shepherds came shared 
her all the angels said, that they’d find the Savior wrapped in rags and lying in a manger, we’re told that Mary treasured 
up all these things and pondered them in her heart. 
 
 Our text from Luke gives us something to ponder this Christmas. If your life feels ragged, Christ would enter in 
and be your life that cannot fall apart. If your life feels like it’s in the wrong place, Christ would come in with the promise 
that God is still right where you are. This Christmas, we are given to ponder that the holiness of our life comes from the 
presence of Jesus. Not from our circumstances but from the presence of Jesus within them. 

 
When we receive Jesus Christ as God’s Savior for us, it means that at the center of our being there is pure peace, 

pure love, pure light––a still point where we belong entirely to God––because Christ the Savior is there. Maybe for some 
of us, tonight is a night that, for the first time, we realize that in Jesus, there is a peace, a soul-filling silence, that is not of 
our own making. Which means that, maybe, for some of us, tonight is a holy moment for trusting that Jesus is the unfailing 
light and hope at the center of our lives. 

 
Or maybe tonight is a night for owning up to how we’ve been seeking a stillness in life that will always be just 

beyond our grasp. And so this is a holy moment for remembering that when our hearts hold Christ the heavenly peace we 
seek is already there. It’s there within us where Christ is swaddled in the tattered life we bring him. 

 
No, it didn’t seem a silent night. Not then and not today. But still God comes to us. God abides with us. The peace 

and love and joy of heaven enter our flesh in Christ. The heavenly peace we seek isn’t for us to find, for he has found us. 
The peace we seek has found us. He lies in the manger of our hearts. Amen. 


