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Christmas Eve Festival Holy Eucharist 

 

 

Every year about this time, the old man would gather his children and grandchildren around him and tell the 

story again, as was his custom. 

 

We had been so busy for weeks!  We had never worked so hard.  So many people were coming 

back to Bethlehem on account of that hare-brained Roman Augustus and his ridiculous idea that 

everyone in the whole empire needed to be registered.  So, no matter what your circumstances 

were, everyone had to travel to their home town for the census.   

 

Bethlehem was a small town, with not a lot of travelers visiting.  Most years, I struggled to earn 

enough to feed the family by running our inn. But with the census, the town was filling up with 

people coming back home, and there were only three inns!  We tried everything to make more 

space- we divided rooms with blankets to make more, smaller rooms, but it got to the point 

where there was literally no place to put anyone else.   

 

One afternoon a couple came to the door. I’ll never forget them because the young woman was 

in a family way, and from the looks of it, I guessed she could have her baby at any minute.  I felt 

so bad that I did not have a place for them.  They look so tired from traveling!  The husband- 

Joseph was his name- said they had stopped at the other inns and they were full too.    

 

I pulled the husband aside and told him about some caves that were used as stables in the hills 

just out of town. “Maybe you can get some rest there,” I said.  He and his wife sighed and went 

on. 

 

That night I was trying to get a little sleep, and couldn’t stop thinking about that couple. I felt so 

bad that I couldn’t take them in.   Then, I noticed bright light shining in the window.  Startled, I 

jumped up and pulled on my clothes and ran outside to what it was.  I saw a huge new star in the, 

brighter than I had ever seen, and it seemed to hover over the hills.  I could not resist the urge to 

go investigate.   

 

Out in to the hills I ran getting closer and closer, until I found myself near the stable caves.  

Suddenly a bunch of dirty smelly shepherds came out of one of the caves, laughing and smiling.  

They looked at me as I tried to back away from them and said, “It’s happened! Just like Isaiah 

said it would. The Messiah has been born! Angels came to the fields tonight and told us and sent 

us here to see him.”  And they headed back to their sheep, singing aloud and wafting smelly 

sheep smell after them. 

 

I turned and tiptoed in to the cave.  There was the same couple I had sent away from the inn, and 

the baby had been born.  The baby lay sleeping on some hay, wrapped in bits of cloth next to his 

mother.  Joseph sat watching over them and the new mother was resting.  When Joseph saw me, 

he came over and greeted me.  He told me how the angels had announced to him and to Mary, 

his wife, that this child was the One- Emmanuel, God-with-us.  And I knew, from Joseph’s 

telling and the new star, that this babe was God’s chosen Prince of Peace.   That is why we 

celebrate tonight. 

 

 

The innkeeper’s tale intrigues me as we come together for our annual celebration of Christmas.  

Honestly, most years I have tended to think mostly about Mary and Joseph- how awful it would be to be 

traveling and then get to an overcrowded destination with no place to stay. Add to that the multiple 



discomforts of late pregnancy and then to go into labor….  oh, my goodness!  And now to realize that 

even the innkeeper would have felt sad at his inability to help Mary and Joseph.   This happy birth came 

about in difficult circumstances, and still was a happy birth! 

 

So, we come again to hear the story.  We know how it goes, and we have probably heard Luke’s gospel 

recited beautifully by Linus in “A Charlie Brown Christmas” which is in heavy rotation across TV 

channels this month.   We come together to hear the story not because we don’t know it, but because we 

need to be reminded. 

 

Reminded that this story of the Incarnation is not a long ago and far away story.  Not just a memory to 

be sentimentally observed with traditions, even one as beautiful as singing Silent Night by candle light. 

 

Nope. Not at all. There is much more immediacy to the reality of Christmas than even that.  

 

This God-with-us story is an ongoing here and now story. It is happening every day to every one of us.  

God is knocking on the door trying to get our attention ALL THE TIME, asking us to open the door to 

discover the divine presence in our lives.  And God is doing so with a persistence and patience and 

beseeching love that outdoes anything we can imagine.   

 

We come together tonight, as we do Sunday after Sunday, to celebrate that God is living and active 

among us. That we share the experience of finding God-with-us, 

Finding God in the breaking of bread and the prayers,  

Finding God in endeavoring to openly follow the example of Jesus,  

Finding God in serving our neighbors and seeing the face of Christ in them. 

 Finding God in our human foibles and our human weaknesses  

and in the vulnerability of a newborn baby. 

 

Tonight, as we remember that Innkeeper on the first Christmas, may we open the doors of our hearts to 

greet the light of our Savior’s birth, and may we join together in showing that light to all the world. 

 

Happy Christmas! 


