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 Tomorrow morning, perhaps at an hour that will have their parents desperate for more coffee, children will open 
Christmas presents. Some of the experienced among them will tear through the giftwrap like wolves on their prey, mauling 
the same paper their parents fumbled with late the night before (increasing the desperation for more coffee). Our 
children’s eyes will widen at what the wrapping reveals. They might thrust the gift in the air and jump with delight, like 
champions winning the game. Those who are experienced with Christmas know what tomorrow will hold, which is why 
sleep may be short tonight. 
 
 But among the inexperienced with Christmas, tomorrow morning the hands may still grasp and tear, the eyes may 
widen with delight, but with a different sort of wonder than the wolf-child with gift in his clutches. I’ve seen it before. 
Maybe you have to: the toddler that had no trouble sleeping the night before Christmas. Inexperienced, she didn’t know 
what awaited her in the morning.  
 

She has a gift placed in her lap, which she grabs with inexpert hands so that the paper tears a bit. With a loving 
and eager voice, mom says, “That’s for you. Open it up!” She looks at the gift and back at mom, and gingerly tears a bit of 
the wrapping. Soon mom is helping to open, peeling back the wrapping that, in a couple years, will receive ravenous 
ripping––but not this morning. 

 
This morning, the toddler handles the wrapping as though the wrapping itself were the gift. Now the present the 

giftwrap concealed sits beside her, but she’s still caught up in crumpling and tearing the paper, wadding it up in her small 
fists and throwing it at the dog. The experienced Christmas children notice and pause from devouring their gifts to drape 
a piece of wrapping on her head. Someday that wrapping will be an impediment to the gift, but not today. For her, 
Christmas may as well be about the wrapping itself. 

 
Mary and Joseph were not experienced at Christmas. Neither were the shepherds or angels nor, for that matter, 

even Jesus. None of them, except perhaps for the angels, was in a position to receive God’s gift with like that child doing a 
victory dance with his present around the Christmas tree. How could they have truly understood what was going on? How 
can we? That God was being born in the world as a human baby. We can imagine that Mary, Joseph, and the shepherds 
were tangled in the wrapping of that first Christmas night. 

 
The Gospel of Luke talks about the wrapping around Jesus’ birth. How a government censes meant Mary and 

Joseph’s had to deal with travel logistic. Are travel logistic putting anyone through the wringer this Christmas? The angels 
came to shepherds that were working the night shift, trying to make ends meet. Know anyone that’s working tonight or 
tomorrow? For how many of us do questions of work and income loom large? As the fullness of God was about to enter 
the world in Jesus, there were Mary and Joseph feeling pressure to find a place to deliver a long way from home.  

 
It seems the wonder and gift of Christmas has always been wrapped up in fretting and logistics and work schedules 

and pressure for things to turn out right. How many of us have experienced a pressure free Christmas? Maybe not too 
many. We can feel all kinds of pressures––to give the right gift, to get the meal right, to avoid topics that shouldn’t come 
up when certain family members are together…  

 
How many feel like they’re knocking ourselves out so Christmas comes out wrapped just so? And for how many of 

us has life wrapped this Christmas in circumstances we wouldn’t have chosen?  
 
 It may sounds like strange tidings of good news, but some of the great joy of Christmas tonight, and on the very 

first Christmas night, is that Jesus’ birth was papered in discomfort and confusion and life rearrangement that no one had 
asked for. God didn’t choose to come into the world under perfect circumstances. Just the ones that were there. 
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The gift of Christmas is that, in Jesus, God enters the world just as it is. God is born among people whose hearts 

are papered in fear and disappointment. Christ is born to people who are strung tight in their efforts to get life right. 
Christ comes amid our attempts at tearing off what feels to envelop us. What is it? Debt or some struggles? Anger or 
resentment? Isolation and crushing expectations you receive from others or lay on yourself? 
 

The gift of Christmas is that Jesus comes wrapped in the circumstances of our lives, even the ones we wish weren’t 
there. Like on the night of his birth, when Mary couldn’t lay Jesus in a carefully prepared bed but resorted to a hastily 
prepared manger. We all have our own version of the manger. The situation that hasn’t worked out the way we wanted.  

 
Jesus doesn’t come to a pretty and perfect world, or to pretty and perfect lives. He only comes in the manger. In 

life as it is. The only way Jesus ever comes is where we really are and as we really are. Jesus doesn’t enter our perfect life. 
He enters the one we’ve got. 

 
When we receive him, we are set free from the pressure to having to get life right. Instead, we may live the life 

that’s there, whatever we are facing, with the God who comes close to share life with us. When we receive Christ, 
everything becomes a way for God to reveals his loving presence to us. Underneath our hurt, there is Christ, holding out 
his healing. Beneath our fear, there is Christ, giving his peace. When we open our anger, there is Christ saying don’t be 
afraid to let me love you. 

 
On Christmas, God is in the manger, which means Christ comes as our God and Savior even where we think he 

doesn’t belong. 
 
Last Saturday a local group gathered in our Fellowship Hall. Someone told me how Santa came by and listened to 

the kids. From his chair he called the name of a little girl that was recently placed with a foster family. She ran full sprint 
across the room and dove into his arms. She hugged him tightly around the neck and said, “Santa, I have never seen you 
before!” 

 
When we receive God’s Son, Jesus Christ––when we believe in him––God takes our lives and gives them back as 

we’ve never seen them before. Believing in Christ doesn’t mean our circumstances change for the better. It means that in 
every circumstance there’s a difference that matters for everything. The difference is that whatever our lives seem to be 
wrapped up in, we know that God is really with us, really sharing his life with us. God is loving us from inside whatever 
we’re going through.  

 
That’s why the angels sang, “Glory to God in the highest!” Not because Jesus’ birth meant that life suddenly got 

prettier or the world became easier to live in. It was because, with the birth of God’s son, the real world and our real lives 
became God’s place to live.  

 
So the angels sang, “Glory to God in the highest heaven! And on earth, peace.” Not peace because our lives are 

finally packaged as we want them, but peace because now nothing in life is closed off to God. For Savior born for us is like 
God running full sprint from heaven, wrapping us in his arms, and saying, “My son, my daughter, here is love like you’ve 
never seen before!” 

 
For the baby in the manger is the Christ who grew to live for us, to die for us, and to be raised by God for us, so 

that nothing in life or death would be able to separate us from God’s love. 
 
That’s what our lives are really wrapped in: the loving arms of Christ our Savior. That’s the Christmas news that’s 

great joy for us all. Amen. 


