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One of the things I love about the Christmas Day service is that it always feels like the calm after 

the storm. You don’t have to look too hard to see evidence of the Christmas Eve tornado that 

blew through here last night. You can probably spot a strand of tinsel from one of the angel’s 

halos leftover from the Christmas pageant. Or there’s some wax that dripped onto the pew in 

front of you from midnight mass. I wouldn’t be surprised if there was a stray bulletin tucked into 

the hymnal racks that the ushers forgot to collect after one of the four services. 

But here we are. The calm after the storm. And there’s something wonderfully contemplative 

about Christmas morning. All is finally, calm; all is finally bright. Some might call it 

anticlimactic — I mean, if you have kids at home, they’ve undoubtedly already ripped 

everything open and no matter how many gifts graced the tree, the phrase, “Is that it?” eventually 

rings out.  

And at one level, that is it. The presents have been opened; the decorations will soon enough be 

hauled back up to the attic; the wreath will be taken off the front door. Maybe you have 

Christmas dinner to get to or to host but that will come and go soon enough. And you’ll be faced 

with a bit of a holy hangover — something that affects both children and adults. I know by 

Christmas morning I personally always feel like I’ve been hit over the head with a giant candy 

cane. But that may just be an occupational hazard.  

And I can talk all I want about the 12 Days of Christmas — the partridge in a pair tree and the 

maids-a-milking and all that, about how Christmas is a season that starts rather than ends today, 

how we can finally start singing those Christmas carols in church that the rest of the world has 

been singing since Halloween. But there’s still an “is that it?” moment to December 25th. 

What abides, of course, is Jesus’ entrance into the world. What remains is our relationship with 

the God who entered the world in human form. What stays with us is God’s love for all of 

humanity. Because God so loved the world, he sent his Son, the Word made flesh, to dwell 

among us. So, no, that is not “it.” The joy of Christmas is just beginning and we’re invited to 

embrace each day as if it was Christmas morning. Which doesn’t mean you’ll get to sleep in 

every day or open presents every day or enjoy a great feast every day. But it does mean that 

every time you wake up, every time you step out of bed, every time your feet hit the floor, you 

can be secure in the knowledge that God is with you. On good days, on lousy days, and all those 

days in between. 

That’s what St. John is getting at, I think, in the familiar passage we hear every year on 

Christmas Day. That beautifully poetic prologue to his gospel speaks of Jesus entering the world 

as “the light of all people.” We hear in those stunning words that this “light shines in the 

darkness, but the darkness did not overcome it.” Think about that for a moment. No matter how 

dark life sometimes may feel, there is a light shining in the darkness that can never be 

extinguished. That’s the light we celebrate this morning and every single day. And it is a most 

glorious light. 



 

 

It’s a light that has nothing to do with white lights in windows or colored lights on Christmas 

trees. It’s a light that can never be turned off with a switch or become unplugged. It is the light of 

Christ. 

 

And this light is not merely metaphorical. It is the light that burns brightly within us, the light 

that fuels our desire to know God through Jesus Christ. It is the light that illuminates our minds 

and warms our souls as we enter into deeper relationship with the incarnate and risen Christ. It is 

the light that scatters the darkness from before our path, the light that enables us to step into 

uncertainty without fear of stumbling. We may not always recognize it or fully nurture it but this 

light is always present within us. And that’s the miracle of Christmas: that Jesus entered our 

world and sustains us with his very real presence.  

 

A presence this world so desperately needs. I’m aware that while it’s easy enough for us to revel 

in the calm after the storm and enjoy the warm glow of the holiday, for so many of our brothers 

and sisters, there is no calm after the storm, because there has been no respite from the storm. In 

places where gun violence is a daily threat, there is no calm; in places where terrorism is an 

everyday reality, there is no calm; for those who live in fear because of the color of their skin or 

their way of life, there is no calm. For those facing crippling poverty with no hope of economic 

justice, there is no calm.  

 

Calm is a luxury that we all too often take for granted. My abiding prayer is that we can use the 

hope we feel at Christmas as fuel to go out and make a difference in the world. To comfort those 

who seek solace; to relieve those who suffer; to assist those in despair. If Jesus’ birth means 

anything, it must be in the way we reach out to our fellow human beings, especially those not 

able to afford the luxury of calm and peace and joy this season. 

So I do invite you into the calm after the storm. But I also encourage you to share this calm with 

those whose souls are disquieted within them; with those who aren’t able to sing “Joy to the 

World” at this moment in their lives, for whatever reason.  

The joy of Christmas is indeed a wondrous thing. But we can’t just leave it lying under a 

decorated tree in the privacy of our own homes. Like that light of Christ, it must be shared 

abundantly and with reckless abandon to be made fully manifest in our nation and in our world. 

Only then will all be truly calm and truly bright. 


