Christmas Pageant

Sermon for the Nativity of our Lord, December 24, 2009

Sermon text: But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid; for see—I am bringing you good news of great joy for all the people; to you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is the Messiah, the Lord.”  Luke 2:10

We all know the story. Most of us have played a part or parts in it.

The story we tell in the Christmas pageant—which is not quite the same as the story told by Luke or Matthew, but a sort of composite including shepherds and their flock at night, angels heard on high, Gabriel with a speaking part, wise kings and inhospitable innkeepers, a young Mary and Joseph and, of course, a great set of songs.

Faith is a journey—it is a commonplace to say so. But here we have it in fact. The youngest start out as lambs, crawling up the aisle, led by older sibling shepherds. The girls become angels and various older children serve one year as Gabriel, another as the star, perhaps mary and Joseph.

Scenes over the years come to mind. The chaos of costuming, with inevitably one child deciding definitely not to cooperate. Boys are teasing one another, the angels are making sure their wings are on straight. A great fuss in happeniong in the sacristy; sound systems tested, lines reviewed. No one has ever got it atl down. 

There are sometimes tears. Not getting to play the part one wants—how true that remains throughout life. The pageant really is a preview. 

And then on with the show. Mumbled lines give way to a sudden command; a young girl’s pierces the heart. The innkeepr open the door and asks whio is it? Josehp and Mary is the answer. No, you’re my brother chimes a voice from the small flock. Lambs will wander, just like the real thing. Shepherds will feel their authority. Angels will look radiant and parents will take pictures—and all the pictures of every year will look very much the same. But track the children as they grow. Until they are gone (and another flock of lambs is crawling forward).

Parents look a bit breathless. The world is spinning faster than usual these days. One child has ear infections, a mother has a back operation. There is the shopping—a tight list this year--, the decorating, the invitations to open house, the gathering at yours. Family is coming—but there is a snow storm, a strike, a traffic jam. Finally all arrive. Frazzled but ready for a celebration.

And the days count down, until today, until tonight. And here we are.

