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John 1:10-18    Christmas II    1/4/15   Voskuil@Second 

 

I was in Chicago this week for vacation. 
Great city/bad sports teams/good food (call it a wash). 

It was a fun week to be there as many of the “skyscrapers” had green and red lights. 

Even Soldier Field was lit up in Holiday Cheer (despite having little to cheer about this season). 

Better yet, from our hotel room near the Navy Pier, I could see countless Christmas trees in the 
many condos and apartments littering the vast sky-line.  
I wasn’t being creepy, looking into other rooms-- the lights in the city simply sparkle at night 
and were more than noticeable. 
At the same time, workers in those same apartment buildings were boxing up the ornate 
lobby-level Christmas displays.   
So, on one hand the lights of Christmas were illuminating the sky (brilliantly so)-- on the other 
hand, the lights of Christmas were being turned off and boxed up until sometime after next 
Halloween. 
Fair enough. 
The radio channels that touted wall to wall Christmas music after September quickly yanked 
such merry making the day after Christmas proper. 
On the Second Day of Christmas my dear love gave to me, no more Christmas music. 

--They changed the downtown banners on Main Street yesterday. 

Less Zeel for Christmas, I guess. 
I’m sure that many of your Christmas decorations are already in the attic-- or that the eggnog 
is already consumed-- or that your mind has already transitioned to Spring Break. 
Warm, sunny, Spring Break. 
Believe me, I get it. 
We were going to put away our Christmas stuff yesterday… 

Maybe it isn’t so hard to take it down and pack it all up, because Christmas has, in many 
ways, become more of an event than a ongoing theological truth: 

--it has become about stockings 

--ham meals 

--Lebron James on TV (if he isn’t injured) 

--getting sweaters you’ll never wear 

--awkward conversations with in-laws 

--stress headaches 

--nostalgic memories of yesteryear 

--jeers for not having enough snow 

--cheers for not having much snow 

--green and red lights on skyscrapers in Chi-town 

--Christmas sales on Main Street 

--rum poured into eggnog 

--recycle bins poured into trash heaps 

--ham leftovers on the 26th. 
--getting ready for bowl games on the 27th... 

I get it. 
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And yet, do we really get it? 

Verse 10. 
“He was in the world, and the world came into being through him, yet the world did not know 
him.” 

“The world did not know him.” 

---- 

I found a really annoying ringtone for my phone called, “Angry Ring.” 

It has a smurf-like voice simply saying, Ring, Ring, Ring, except the longer you wait the angrier, 
louder, and faster the voice gets (RING, RING, RING!). 
Effectively annoying. 
I wonder how much God feels like that ringtone. 
Hello, folks, I’m over here! 
I created you in my image-- made you stewards over creation-- gave you everything you ever 
needed, and still you needed to bite into the apple of pride. 

I gave you the law-- helped you understand how to be faithful to me and others and still, you 
refuse the pickup the phone. 
I gave you prophets who used words like 2x4s, smacking you with truth right between the eyes, 
and still you refuse to pick it up. 
I brought you out of slavery. 
--Out of captivity. 
--I gave you manna. 
--(and) Promised lands. 
--(and) Milk and Honey-- overflowing vines of grapes and abundance. 
Ring, Ring, Ring! 
And still, you (we) refused to be faithful-- obedient-- humble before me. 
Ring, Ring, Ring! 
God wasn’t trying to be legalistic or arbitrary. 
No, God hungered for relationship with us: to walk, again, in the garden with us; to wrestle 
with us like Jacob, to love us in greater mutuality. 
Always has. 

God wants our mind and heart and soul-- our devotion and allegiance. 
And yet, time after time, we’ve simple refused to pick up the phone. 
In this, we continue to worship other gods (they may appear more “sophisticated” these days). 

--We continue to focus upon ourselves. 
--We continue to act entitled and ungrateful. 
--We continue to avoid the cry of the widows and orphans. 
--We continue to cheapen the many gifts we’ve been given. 
But, the good news is that God refused to let our disobedience dictate the terms of the 
relationship. 
So, God stopped trying to call us via the phone and instead sent us our true Christmas gift, 
named Jesus Christ. 
No, John’s gospel is right-- at first the world did not know him. 
--He was not as strong as Gaius Octavius. 
--He wasn’t as anticipated as William and Kate’s first born. 
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--He wasn’t as famous as Beyonce or even Jim Harbaugh. 
The world didn’t know him at first, because we were too focused on our X-Box games at home 
and our political gamesmanship in DC-- too focused on ourselves. 
And yet, God snuck through the back door with Jesus. 

--He wasn’t a royal decree. 
--He wasn’t a mere prophecy. 
--He wasn’t a Hellenistic ideal. 
As verse 14 puts it, Jesus was the Word that lived among us. 

--Flesh and blood. 
--Skin and bones. 
--Tendon and minute DNA strains. 
God entered through life’s back door because, in many ways, we stopped looking for him 
through the front door, or, at least, we refused to answer the phone.  
So, God became human. 
That is what Christmas is all about. 

Jesus fully dwelling with us and among us. 
We didn’t answer the phone, so God made a house visit. 

In doing so, Jesus shares in the full reality of our lives: 

He knows what it means to be tempted-- sin and longings were always grabbing for his 
devotion. 
He knows what it means to be an immigrant-- rushing off to Egypt to save his neck. 
He knows what it means to be hungry-- 40 long days and nights in the wilderness. 
He knows what it means to be rejected, denied, and even kicked out of a church. 

He knows what it means to taste fellowship and companionship-- disciples and friends were 
always part of his story. 
He knows what it means to be loved and loathed-- crowds and Pharisees and even Pilate 
revealed as much. 
He knows what it means to be forsaken-- to be abandoned-- to die alone-- as he hung on that 
cross with the weight of the world on his shoulders. 
Yes, he came into the world and the world did not know him-- even so, he was determined 
to know and love the world. 

And so he did (still does)... 
--Not through force. 
--Not through smoke and mirrors or bait and switch. 
--Not through coercion, shame, or even guilt. 
The Word became flesh and blood so as to re-teach us how to use our own flesh and blood 
for God’s glory. 

-Instead of killing our enemies, we are to now forgive them. 
-Instead of serving our own needs, we are to now look to the needs of others. 
-Instead of putting others on the cross, we are to take up our own. 
-Instead of seething in anger, we are to delight in the gift of grace. 
-Instead of throwing in the towel, we are to look into the now empty tomb and realize that 
there is always hope. 
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Christmas means that God has entered the fullness of our lives because that is what it 
takes to love us, wake us up, and bring us back into salvation’s story. 

God has always done whatever is needed to express this love: 

Forgiving us. 
Dying for us. 
Redeeming us through the blood of the lamb. 
Whatever that has been needed. 
In this, God didn’t stay high above like Zeus. 
God didn’t stay unaffected and disengaged. 
God didn’t even let us rot to our own devices. 
No, God came down so that the chains of sin could be forever removed. 
--God came down so as to give underdogs everywhere an opportunity to celebrate. 

--God came down so to free the saints, like us, to co-create beauty within this world-- to join 
his work in reconciling all that is unreconciled-- to foster peace and shalom to the people and 
places still brimming with hatred, sin, and rebellion. 
----- 

One of the songs our children sang last month was that simple chorus from Cameroon-- “He 
Came Down so that we Might have love” (and light) (and peace) (and joy). 
----- 

I’m not so worried about whether we pack up our Christmas nativity scenes before the 12 
drummers do their drumming; but I am worried about all the people in our lives who are still 
waiting to see and experience what it means that the Word has become flesh. 
The story of Christmas is especially for them. 
--Widows and widowers stuck in the quicksand of grief. 
God coming down in the full reality of life means that Christ joins them in their grief. 
--Families still shocked with the disbelief that loved ones died in the most recent Air Asia crash. 

Jesus reveals how much God’s own heart aches when planes crash, or when police officers are 
shot, or when young children are turned into sex slaves, or when guilt overwhelms our ability 
to simply live. 
Please realize that Jesus came into a world that was as brutal and harsh as it is today: 

--Herod was committing genocide. 
--Rome brutalized everyone. 
--Lepers and those with mental illness were tossed to curb. 
--Diseases and hunger and basic survival were the simple realities that Mary, Joseph and baby 
Jesus would have also faced each and every day. 
We might not have known him right off the bat, but he knew us. 

That is the Christmas Story-- God came down in Christ and now is with us fully through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. 
Best yet, through his solidarity with us on the cross, God did what only God could do-- he 
destroyed the power of death and reclaimed the future as his own. 

Even though we didn’t know him at first, Jesus got to know us well. 

Even though we didn’t stay faithful, God never wavered. 
Even though we struggled in picking up the phone, God, through Christ, revealed the depth of 
his love by making the ultimate house call. 
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So even as we take down the tree and freeze the uneaten sugar cookies, our role of heralding 
the glad tidings of Christmas never really ends.  
Of course, God doesn’t really want us to use the phone to tell others that God is with us. 

It is our life that sings the loudest. 
--Joining those who grieve. 
--Comforting those who struggle. 
--Fighting for justice. 
--Praying for peace. 
--Making meals. 
--Shoveling our neighbor’s driveway.  
--Refusing to laugh at the racist joke. 
--Initiating acts of forgiveness. 
--Being in solidarity with those still being kicked to the curb, even here in Zeeland. 
------- 

Howard Thurman, baptist minister and civil rights activist said it even better in this poem.* 

Maybe you’ve heard it before. 
"When the song of the angels is stilled, 
When the star in the sky is gone, 
When the kings and princes are home, 
When the shepherds are back with their flock, 
The work of Christmas begins: 
To find the lost, 
To heal the broken, 
To feed the hungry, 
To release the prisoner, 
To rebuild the nations, 
To bring peace among people, 
To make music in the heart." 

------- 

Why did Jesus come down? 

He came down so that we could have love, and light, and peace, and joy-- so that we could 
keep making the music that has the power to transform everything-- (like the song we sang 
after the 11 pm service on Christmas Eve) “Joy to the World, the Lord has come, let earth 
receive her king.” 

In this way, the joy of Christmas never ends. 
So let me say again, Merry Christmas! 
Let us pray. 
 

*I credit David Lose, homeltics professor and recently named president of Luther Seminary in Philadelphia, for directing me to 
this great poem. 


