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A Christmas Tale for All Ages
December 24, 2007

Luke 2:1-20
 It was just about a year ago—as some of you will remember—that the bird from the carol The Friendly Beasts entered my imagination with a story to tell. She wanted to tell me how those animals in the song started to argue about whose gift had been the best, and how the memory of Mary’s song of peace stopped their argument.
Well, somehow, the word about that conversation got out in the animal world, and so a host of creatures have streamed through my imagination as Christmas has approached this year. The usual cast of characters showed up: a donkey, a cow, a sheep, an ox, and even a camel. But another animal also showed up this year, and he was even pushier than the others. It was a mouse, of all things, and that little creature kept insisting that we storytellers have listened to all of the regular Christmas animals a thousand times, and that I shouldn’t ignore him just because he didn’t get a verse in some crusty old carol.

“I was there in the stable that night,” the mouse told me, “and I was close enough to hear some things that I don’t think anyone else who was there heard. And you know what? As I look at the things going on in the world today, you need to hear the things I heard that mysterious night so long ago.”

“Okay, mouse, tell us your story,” I said, “as long as it’s not too cheesy.” And, while he didn’t appreciate my attempt at humor one bit, here’s what he had to say:

A long time ago on that first Christmas night

The stable was silent, the door locked up tight

When suddenly noises disturbed my deep sleep

And I thought that it must have been two noisy sheep.

I started to scream out “just go back to bed”

But decided to open my eyes up instead

And that’s when I saw such a curious sight

And I’ve never forgotten that magical night.
I’m sure that you’ve heard that great story before
But I’m here to tell you there’s yet even more
For I heard some things from the place where I lay

In the stable’s dark corner tucked under some hay.

The one she called Joseph was touching her cheek
He looked in her eyes, and he started to speak.
The words that I heard from my safe hiding place
Were filled with compassion and teeming with grace.
He said, “My dear Mary, you surely have guessed

That my head’s been spinning since God called you blest

And asked you to carry the child in your womb

The One God is sending to cast out our gloom.”
“You know that I struggled at first to believe.
The words that you told me were hard to receive.
It seemed so unlikely that God would choose you

And I wasn’t certain just what I would do.” 

“But I knew that I loved you and wanted to stay

And though I was silent, I wanted to say
‘Together we’ll care for this child inside you

I believe what you said that our God will soon do.’” 
When the mouse paused to take a breath, I just had to stop him. “Wait a minute. The Bible doesn’t tell us anything that Joseph said. In fact, according to everything we’ve ever known, the best we’ve been able to tell, Joseph was just there. Are you sure that’s what you heard?”
“Yes, it’s true. Don’t you remember what Matthew told you in his gospel? Joseph may not have said anything, but at least, Matthew tells us, Joseph decided to stay, and he believed what the angel told him in his dream. Don’t you remember how that angel told Joseph that he shouldn’t fear, because the child conceived in Mary is from the Holy Spirit? And don’t you remember that Joseph trusted that God would do what God had promised to do, no matter how hard it was to believe?”
I’m here to tell you, that mouse went on for what seemed like hours. He told the whole story of what God had done to save us, and he went all the way back to the very beginning of God’s dealings with us, and he reminded me that the whole world was watching and waiting for God to send the Messiah, the Christ, who would be the Savior of the world. And that mouse even told me how people’s expectations had gotten all out of whack over the years, and how folks started looking for a mighty warrior who would set things right by power and force. And then, coming back to that first Christmas night in the stable, that mouse reminded me that while the people were watching for God to open the front gates of heaven, God was busy sneaking down the back stairs and drew near in such an unexpected way that everybody who should have known what was going on missed it, while a bunch of nobodies—like a poor, unwed mother and a group of lowly shepherds, and even a sleeping mouse—were the first to see what God was doing that night.
And then that mouse went from preaching to meddling when he dared to ask me if I knew what that first Christmas night meant. I have to say I was glad he went back to that night in the stable before I had a chance to answer.
So now that I’ve told you what you need to know

My story continues of that night long ago

In the Bethlehem stable where Mary gave birth

To a child they named Jesus, the Savior of earth.

As Mary lay sleeping with her newborn Son,

Joseph saw shepherds arrive on the run

They told him the news that the angels made known
Great joy to all people—no longer alone.

Then Mary woke up and she listened as well

To all that those shepherds were eager to tell

And when the time came for them all to depart,
She kept all their words way down deep in her heart.

Then Mary, she handed dear Joseph God’s Son,

A gift to the world through their welcome begun.
Together they looked at the child in their care,
And they knew God in flesh was an answer to prayer.
The tale that I’ve told you is now almost through

But the rest of the story depends upon you.
The world bathed in darkness is longing to hear

The night is now ending, the dawn, it is near.

So run like the shepherds to where you must go

And lift up your voices that the whole world would know

That Jesus once held by a mother’s embrace
Has filled this whole world with God’s marvelous grace.

In case you have missed it, then let me repeat

God’s love is the one gift that makes life complete.
So now that God’s given that great gift to you,

Please share it with others in all that you do.
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