


Scripture: Luke 2:15-20

As you light the fourth candle the candle of Love or the Shepards candle what are you thinking about?
Who do you need to tell this Christmas that you Love them?  How odes the Love of Christ make a di�erence 
in your life?  And how will your Christmas be di�erent because of the Christ?

Prayer:   Purify our conscience, Almighty God, by your daily visitation, that your Son Jesus Christ, at his 
coming, may �nd in us a mansion prepared for himself; who lives and reigns with you, in the unity of the 
Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. 
           Amen.

Sing:    “O Holy Night”

Silent night, holy night,�All is calm, all is bright�Round yon virgin mother and Child.
�Holy Infant, so tender and mild,�Sleep in heavenly peace,�Sleep in heavenly peace.

Silent night, holy night,�Shepherds quake at the sight;�Glories stream from heaven afar,
�Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia!�Christ the Savior is born,�Christ the Savior is born!

Silent night, holy night,�Son of God, love’s pure light;�Radiant beams from Thy holy face�
With the dawn of redeeming grace,�Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth,�Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth.

Silent night, holy night�Wondrous star, lend thy light;�With the angels let us sing,
�Alleluia to our King;�Christ the Savior is born,�Christ the Savior is born!
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Advent has been a part of my life for as long as I can remember. Every Sunday between Thanksgiving and 
Christmas my family would pull out the children’s advent calendar that became increasingly creased with age 
and my sisters and I would take turns reading the pairs of couplets under each �ap. The bible verses that had 
been read that morning at church would be repeated. Then Mom would lead in her strong alto as we sang 
whichever song went with that particular week (I have particularly strong memories of O Little Town of 
Bethlehem. Week two). Lots of people I knew did advent at church, but very few had a repeat preformance 
that evening. As we got older and busier we would squeeze in the advent reading where we could. Sometimes 
we would do two weeks at once, until the oldest daughter went to college and we started doing 
all of the readings on Christmas Eve right before we put our pajamas on and read The Night Before Christmas.  
The whole story packed into an evening of candle light.

Later I came to understand advent as a season. A time in the year where I make room in my heart for the arrival 
of Christmas. As things get more hectic and confusing and �ustered,  as the semester winds down and my 
students and I get sick of seeing each other every day, day in and day out, as the day light hours get shorter 
the Lord calls me to focus and understand that two-thousand years ago he made good on a promise he 
had given two-thousand years before that.  That in the seemingly ordinary events that make up the Christmas 
story; a pregnant woman, a government edict to return home, strangers getting lost in a town, shepherds just 
slugging to work one more day, an overcrowded inn the Lord worked a mighty miracle. He forever changed 
the way that humanity could relate to Him.

Not only did He come to earth as a baby; He sent His son as a baby, in a time when children did  not count for 
very much. The sacri�ce of becoming human, pointed to the eventual and ultimate sacri�ce on the cross.  
And yet more than that: A new promise. The Christ child has come, and he is coming again. And this promise, 
just as the already ful�lled promise did, gives us more to hold on to. It gives us the small pieces that together 
make up larger miracles. The promise ful�lled of the Christ child coming as a baby, as our messiah,  And the 
promise of Jesus coming again as a Lord and King, these promises bring us the everyday miracles of Hope, 
Peace, Joy, and Love.

I think that hope smells like a new born baby. I don’t mean that  �guratively. I mean actually literally the scent 
that no one can de�ne. The one that some people can’t get enough of as they press your new baby’s whispy 
hair to their face. I think that that is all of the hope in the baby, just emitting from their pores.  Maybe that 
is why that scent is so intangible, so indescribable. A baby is like a chalk board that has never been written on, 
or a car with zero miles, a brand new pair of shoes. The hope is so real. What hopes there are for a tiny person 
who hasn’t even been outside yet!

A nation sat in anticipation. Maybe this year, maybe this generation will be the one that welcomes the Messiah. 
And in that hope, that hope of a great nation there lived a very personal hope.  Elizabeth and Zechariah still 
hoping for a baby. Maybe even secretly, so silently they would not even speak the words out loud, not even to
each other. But I like to think that Elizabeth whispered the words to the Lord, at night while she lay awake, or in 
the middle of the day while doing some menial task like beating laundry against a rock. “Father, I know it isn’t 
even possible anymore, but in my heart of hearts….what I really want….Lord would you  grant me a baby.” 
Try as she might, her hope would not be ignored. And the angel told Zechariah, “The Lord has heard your prayers”
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Not only did Elizabeth bare her hoped for baby , but in that hope ful�lled came the speaker of a greater hope. Her 
precious hope leapt in her womb at the sound of the Messiah coming, at the sound of the Hope of the Nations. 
And as he grew older he became the speaker of hope. It is okay to hope again, prepare your hearts for Him. 
Prepare ye the way of the Lord!

Elizabeth hoped silently, and Zechariah was struck dumb. But John, John the Baptist had something to say. 
That silent hope got a voice. A voice in the wilderness calling for people to get ready. People listened. But isn’t 
that how hope works? When someone �nally has the courage to voice that hope, it only grows stronger.  He was 
just a crazy guy who knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Jesus was coming, and people are attracted to true 
hope. They lined up to be baptized by him.

This is what the Lord is asking us to do. To call out to the world prepare your hearts. I know it feels crazy, I know 
that this is the middle of your own personal wilderness, but take heart. The Messiah is coming. It is okay to hope. 
In a world where the  humor most used is sarcasm, and seeing the positive side of things is seen as naïve, God is 
asking us to be the ones to tell the world that there is hope. He, Hope, is coming.

I should have realized long before I did what the phrase “the peace that passes all understanding “ 
meant. It was just one of those things that I had heard people pray for. Lord bring the peace that passes all 
understanding. Almost like one word you know thepeacethatpassesallunderstanding.  It was usually when 
something bad had happened, or it seemed as though something bad was imminent. The peace that passes all 
understanding. I was far too old for my misunderstandning to be cute before it somehow clicked in my head. 
Oooooh The PEACE that PASSES all understanding. God give this person peace in a situatuion where they 
shouldn’t feel peace. If we really looked at it with our logical brains we have no right to ask for peace. But in this 
moment what this person needs is PEACE. To let go and understand that YOU are GOD and that you have it. 
Whatever it may be. I can’t help thinking that Joseph was a guy who for all intents and purposes should have 
been completely freaking out. I mean, the guy was betrothed to a girl who was pregnant with a baby that wasn’t 
his. And I know that God brought an angel and all that, but how much could that have helped. Seriously. 
Joseph went from being betrothed to a girl who was pregnant with a baby that was not his, to betrothed to a 
girl who was pregnant with THE MESSIAH, God’s ONLY Son, the HOPE OF ALL NATIONS. A baby 
(who happened to be God) that  he was expected to parent. No pressure or anything.

Then Joseph was expected to put his massively pregnant wife on a donkey so that they could make the longest 
trip of his life. To Bethlehem, which while gorgeous in the snow globes was not the safest town in the area. 
And amidst all of this… there was peace. I can just feel the anxiety of Joseph mounting as he went from inn to 
inn, asking the directions to the next place, silently with his eyes begging the inn keepers to see his predicament
 and take pity on him. Not wanting to disappoint his new bride, smiling con�dently he would tell Mary, "there will 
be room for us at the next one, I'm sure" and inside screaming "Please God let there be room at the next one!" 
And when they ended up at the barn, and Mary went in to labor....I don't think it is how either of them pictured it. 
In a barn, surrounded by animals, no female relatives to help Mary out. But there he was The Prince of Peace born 
in to the midst of incredible turmoil. The Peace that doesn't make any sense, the peace that shouldn’t be there, 
the peace that passes all understanding. In the middle of a barn, in the middle of labor, in a dirty  town with no
help to speak of, Joseph can scream WHAT AM I DOING HERE? I DID NOT SIGN UP FOR THIS! or he can decide that 
God has it. And let God have it and bask in the peace that He promised. 

And isn’t that what God is still asking for. For our trust in Him in the midst of the crazy. In the midst of the tra�c 
and the crowds. In the midst of the crazy days at work where people are expecting just too much of you. In the 
midst of not understanding how any of these circumstances could possibly amount to anything but complete 
chaos. God is asking us to trust that this is His plan for us that He is in control. He is asking us to claim peace.
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In my room from when I was sixteen, the one my mom gutted of teen furniture  and put a futon in as soon as we 
left the house, there sits a poster from the Lifeway Christian bookstore. It says: Choose Joy. I got it for my 
seventeenth birthday. From a friend who had also struggled with depression, who was even suicidal at one point. 
She knew how tangible depression can feel. It can seep into your self, feel like it sits right next to you on the couch. 
And as terrible as that sounds, and it is, the opposite is true. Joy, true joy, also has its own presence. Like an extra 
person in the room contributing to the conversation. But instead of turning everone else away like depression 
does, joy beckons those around to join in.

Joy is a funny one. Happiness looks like joy in the same way bakers chocolate looks like a hershey bar. Any child 
who has stealthlily sneeked the former can tell you, they are not the same thing. Joy is what the shepherds must 
have encountered that night. They were just minding their own business, groaning about having to go to work. 
Shepherds were not exactly the high point in society. You sent your youngest couple of boys out to take care of 
your sheep, and if you did not have sons to spare you sent your daughters. Shepherds are people who are 
disposable. And disposable people don’t have a whole lot to be happy about. 

But joyful and happy are not the same. The shepherds could not have been that happy about what they were 
doing, they had to spend all night in the cold taking care of dumb smelly animals, and it was going to be 
boo-ooring. But that night it wasn’t. A host of angels appeared. One angel has to tell you to “be not afraid.” 
Imagine what a whole host of them makes you feel like. Terri�ed and paralyzed and in awe all at the same time. 
And then to be taken from a completely disrespected job to one of the �rst visitors entering the stable, 
welcoming the savior. Joy showed up that night on the hill. So real and strong that coherent words were not 
even mandatory, simply make a joyful noise. 

I like to think that the shepherds returned to those same �elds night after night as they continued to tend their 
sheep. As they became old the shepherds’ children tended sheep on the same hills the angels appeared. I like to 
imagine they told the story of those angels so often their descendants could recite the tale word for word in 
chorus together if they wanted to.  From the casual observer nothing changed. Same people, same �eld, same 
dumb sheep. But if you sat down by the �re and got to know the people, you would know they had been forever 
changed. Joy would be there, at the �re, in the stories, in the way they interacted with each other, in the way they 
treated the sheep. They would be joyful in the knowledge that their God keeps his promises. 

Joy does that for you. It suprises you when you least expect it. It makes the ordinary extraodinary, the mundane 
vital and beautiful and worthwhile. Because in those ordinary moments we are welcoming the Christ child into 
our lives, and inviting Him to come again. Joy follows you into a room and if you let it, enters the conversation, 
changes the way you look at things. It is joy that changes an ordinary �eld into a point of entry for a proclamation 
of the best news in history. But you have to choose that joy. Choose to focus on the extraodinary visitors, rather 
than how cold the night is, or how the neighbors will think you are crazy when they hear this. None of that 
matters, the Messiah has come. Choose to accept it, and choose to carry it with you. Choose to concetrate on 
the heavenly host in the room and not the pile of sheep poop.

Love is a terrifying force. Well, it can be anyway. You hear those stories of a mother lifting up a car to save her 
baby, or a man standing down a mugger with a gun for the woman he loves. People spend hours sur�ng through 
internet pro�les, go to places they would not otherwise go, and do things they had sworn they would never do 
for the people they love.  Loving someone make you vulnerable. And vulnerable is not a place very many people 
want to be. When you love someone you give them the power. You trust them, you expect things of them.
But maybe more terrifying than loving, is being loved. Someone decides that you are worthy, that you are good 
enough to be loved by them. I know what it is like to be a new mom, the wonder of a baby staring up at you. 

-10-

joy



You are their entire world and they snuggle in, trusting that you love them enough to meet all of their needs. 
That your love is enough.  It is amazing and wonderful, and all of those other things that everyone says and then 
say that  the description is inadequate. But it is terrifying to feel the weight of that love, to know that it is up to you 
to meet those millions of tiny needs.

Angels, the messengers of God are also good and wonderful and terrifying. Every time an angel shows up the 
�rst thing out of their mouth is “Be not afraid!” No one in the bible ever had the guts to speak before the angel. 
Angels are the essence of God’s love and people can barely stand to be in the pressence of them. That love, God’s 
love is often terrifying because it is always life changing.  The angels come to Mary and Joseph, to the shepherds in 
the �eld and completely change their plans. To have an encounter with pure love like that is terrifying. God loved 
you enough to send His only son to a newly married teenager in a stable so that you could know Him intimately. 
And just as the new mom, or the smitten boyfriend have so many expectations of what their beloved can and will 
accomplish, God has extraordinary plans for us. Sometimes that love feels too terrifying to accept. 

By accepting what the angels foretold, that God’s love came down and physically existed, that God chose death 
on a cross for His only son because He loved us too much to be seperated from us, we are accepting that what 
God believes about us could be true. It can feel like a lot of pressure. I am sure it did for Mary. “You want me to be 
who’s mother? Surely there is someone more capable than me, maybe someone who has done this before. You 
know, a trial run before the Messiah.” 

God’s love was enough for Mary. She accepted that she wasn’t good enough to be the Mother of God, but that 
God loved her, and that made her enough. God loves you. He loved you enough to die for you. Even more than 
that, He loves you so much he wants to have a relationship with you. He loves you enough that He wants amazing 
things for you. God wants so much for you it can feel paralyzing, terrifying. But this Christmas the Lord is calling 
you to heed the call of the angels. Let the love of the Lord work all things it is capable of. Be not afraid.
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DATE

Nov. 30
Dec.1
Dec. 2
Dec. 3
Dec. 4
Dec. 5
Dec. 6 
Dec. 7
Dec. 8
Dec. 9
Dec. 10
Dec. 11
Dec. 12
Dec. 13 
Dec. 14
Dec. 15
Dec. 16
Dec. 17
Dec. 18
Dec. 19
Dec. 20
Dec. 21
Dec. 22
Dec. 23
Dec. 24
Dec. 25

OLD TESTAMENT

Isa 1: 1-9
Isa 1:10-20
Isa 1:21-31
Isa 2:1-11
Isa 2:12-22
Isa 3:8-15
Isa 4:2-6
Isa 5:1-7
Isa 5:8-23
Isa 5:13-25
Isa 6:1-13
Isa 7:1-9
Isa 7:10-25
Isa 8:1-15
Isa 13:6-13
Isa 8:16-9:1
Isa 9:1-7
Isa 9:8-17
Isa 9:18-10:4
Isa 10:5-19
Isa 10:20-27
Isa 42:1-12
Isa 11:1-9
Isa 11:10-16
Isa 35:1-10
Isa 59:15-21

EPISTLE

2 Pet 3:1-10
1 Thes 1:1-10
1 Thes 2:1-12
1 Thes 2:13-20
1 Thes 3:1-13
1 Thes 4:1-12
1 Thes 4:13-18
2 Pet 3:11-18
1 Thes 5:1-11
1 Thes 5:12-28
2 Thes 1:1-12
2 Thes 2:1-12
2 Thes 2:13-3:15
2 Thes 3:6-18
Heb 12:18-29
2 Pet 1:1-11
2 Pet 1:12-21
2 Pet 2:1-10
2 Pet 2:10-16
2 Pet 2:17-22
Jude 17-25
Eph 6:10-20
Rev 20:1-10
Rev 20:11-21
Rev 22:12-17
Phil 2:5-11

GOSPEL

Matt 25:1-13
Luke 20:1-8
Luke 20:9-18
Luke 20:19-26
Luke 20:27-40
Luke 20: 41-21:4
Luke 21:5-19
Luke 7:28-35
Luke 21:20-28
Luke 21:29-38
John 7:53-8:11
Luke 22:1-13
Luke 22:14-30
Luke 22:31-38
John 3:22-30
Luke 22:39-53
Luke 22:54-69
Mark 1:1-8
Matt 3:1-12
Matt 11:2-15
Luke 3:15-20
John 3:16-21
John 5:30-47
Luke 1:5-25
Luke 1:67-80

daily advent readings
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In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. 

   




