
Grace and Peace to you from God born to us as a child in a humble, meager 
manger.  And happy 9th day of Christmas! 4 to go until January 6th, which marks 
the end of Christmas and the first day of the Epiphany Season.    

I once heard a story about a man who owned a farm. On a late Christmas Eve, a 
cold and blistering night, he heard the wind howling and a strange noise coming 
from outside his window.  He looked out and could barely make out a cluster of 
geese huddled in a bunch in his field, the wind blowing so strongly that the snow 
drifts were about half the size as they were a few hours before.  “Those poor 
geese,” he thought, “They can’t fly because of the wind.  If I could just open my 
barn a few yards away, they could go in there and seek shelter.”  So the man 
bundled up, put on his big boots, and trudged outside to open his barn.  He 
waited a moment.  The geese acted more scared of him than grateful.  Right then 
he knew his little geesy friends were going to need a little guidance to get to 
where it was safe and warm.  He circled around and tried to come up from 
behind the geese to essentially coerce them in the right direction.  But the geese 
got nervous again and dispersed.  He tried this a couple more times, but the 
geese would just run a little further off, and huddle back together.  “Gosh,” he 
thought, “how am I going to lead them into the barn?  It’s so close but they don’t 
see it.”  
  
Suddenly, it occurred to him to do two things. “I know!” He said.  “First I’ll turn on 
the light in my barn so that they can actually see it in this darkness”  “Then”, he 
recalled, “I’ll use my son’s kite in my garage to fasten me a pair of wings.  Maybe 
they’ll follow me if I look a little like one of them.”  A couple minutes later he was 
all suited up, the kite making him feel a little more like batman than a goose, but 
it would have to suffice.  He also grabbed his grandpa’s old goose call hanging 
on his workbench and went to work imitating the geese while guiding them 
toward the barn.  He started some distance away flapping his wings and making 
goose calls until one by one, the geese started following him.  And he led them 
right into the light, into the safety and warmth of his barn.  
  
Satisfied, he stomped back in the house and couldn’t believe what had just 
happened.  As he was making some tea to warm himself up, he glanced at his 
nativity scene sitting on the seal of his kitchen window.  Years of questioning the 
Christ story and why God would ever think of coming to earth in the form of a 
little human child suddenly made complete sense to him.  “The light shines in the 
darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it,” he thought as he remembered 
the light of his barn shining through the darkness and the snow.  He remembered 
the fastening of his kite wings with duct tape and care, hoping his idea would 
help lead the geese to a warm place out of the cold.  “The word became flesh 
and dwelt among us,” he repeated out loud.  “No wonder God came as a 
human.  How else would I take to understanding all of who God is?”  



 

From that day forward the man knew in his heart that he had come to a simple 
but profound realization.  This new understanding of Christ changed who he 
was.  It made him perceive and interact with the world differently.  He was 
grateful to believe in a God who would be so humble.  He was overjoyed and 
overwhelmed with thanks for what he accepted God had done for him.  He, too, 
wanted to try harder to be humble.  He, too, wanted to dedicate his life to serving 
others just as Jesus had done.  He wanted to forgive as Jesus forgave.  He 
desired to let the world know about a God who understands our pains and 
frustrations because God became one of us.  Over and over again he prayed and 
he repeated with a happy heart, “the word became flesh and dwelt among 
us.  We have seen the glory of God’s only son, full of grace and truth.”    
 

Dear Friends, I wanted to share a story such as this with you today because this 
morning’s version of the Christmas story is so unique in the Gospel of 
John.  Around Christmas time, some of us are more drawn to certain aspects of 
Christ’s birth narrative in the Gospels of Matthew and Luke. I understand 
why.  It’s because of the many characters in these texts that are so relatable to 
our lives and our stories.  
 

In Matthew, we’re made to focus on Joseph, Mary, and the Magi fleeing 
oppressive powers.  In Luke, we mine the riches of other background characters 
like John the Baptist, Mary & Elizabeth, Mary singing the Magnificat, and the 
shepherds and angels proclaiming “unto us a Savior is born”, "do not fear”, and 
“peace on earth!"  These characters help us picture the unfolding events of each 
story.  The characters traverse through time and space from Nazareth to 
Bethlehem and from exotic places like the Far East.  We’re drawn to each life, 
down the donkeys and sheep.   
 

We use the people in Christ’s entire life story, most often found in our first 3 
Gospels, to piece together the story of Christ’s character and nature.  So, I 
thought to myself, why not come up with a character story to accentuate what’s 
foretold in the Gospel of John?  It was a good idea initially, yeah?  And I like the 
story I told well enough.  But then again, maybe John’s Christmas story could be 
left well enough alone too.     
 

Yes, in the Gospel of John, there are no characters we can use to pull off a 
children’s Christmas pageant.  The Christmas story in this Gospel begins not with 
angelic visitors nor do we find a headstrong innkeeper in John.  We don't have 
Jesus born in a stable and John doesn't give us heavenly beings proclaiming 
God's glory.  Yet, we do have a lot of hearty, profound statements in John and 
maybe we would do well to dwell on them as much as Christ came into the world 
to dwell with us. Do you know the word “to dwell” in Greek literally means to 



“pitch a tent”?  God in Christ came to camp with us in the flesh, my friends.  This 
is what the Christmas story of John is all about.  We would do well to dig out our 
camping gear as well.     
 

In John’s Gospel, the Word of God became active "in the beginning.”  Through 
the Word, which was and is Christ, God amplified all things including life and 
light.  Again, we don't have a radiant star in the heavens in this Gospel, but we 
do have the light that shines in the darkness--the darkness being the many 
shadows of evil that deceive us in this world or the simple blindness of our hearts 
we often deny or disown.  Darkness is plenty relatable.  Yet, God gave us a lamp 
beneath our feet to guide and direct our pathways.    
    
When the light of God arrived, God in Christ visited his own people. But they 
rejected him, as if they wore a "No room in the inn" sign upon their own hearts. 
Those who welcomed him, however, became children of God as they were born 
of God and given the power of God as stated in vv. 12 & 13.  Thus, the 
miraculous birth celebrated in John includes not just the Messiah but also all 
those who believe in him.  That includes you and me, my friends.  Suffice it to 
say, the other Gospels may have relatable characters in their Christmas 
stories.  In the Gospel of John, however, we’re inserted into the story as the main 
characters ourselves.     

John writes in vv. 14 & 16, “The Word became flesh and lived among us, and we 
have seen his glory, the glory as of a father's only son, full of grace and 
truth.  From his fullness we have all received, grace upon grace.” So before us, 
yes, we have an incredible story of God’s character and our calling to receive this 
grace, indeed.   

Sure, John's Christmas story is sometimes ignored because a baby in a manger 
is obviously more moving than the idea of the Incarnation of God's Word. One 
can imagine embracing the baby Jesus. It's harder to know how to respond to the 
truth of the Word made flesh.  Yet again, our task is not to get too caught up in 
the character development.  Our task is to just dwell, receive, and believe with 
John’s Gospel.  When we do, when we gaze upon Jesus and the Word that 
became flesh, in a very real and relatable sense, we see God.   

Amen to that as we stand and sing about God’s love come down from 
heaven.       

 


