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Sermons 
from Northwood United Church 

 

“Christmas Settled In.”  

John 1:1-14 

Will Sparks              December 25, 2011 

 

 May the words of my mouth, the meditations of our hearts and the actions of our lives be 

acceptable in your sight, O God, our strength and our redeemer. Amen. 

 

 When I was a university student I worked my way through working in group homes with 

mentally and physically disabled people. Christmas was often an exciting time in the group home 

where anywhere between 1 and four people lived. I went to school at UBC and would go back to 

Penticton for the holidays, and I’d stop in at the group home just to see if they needed anybody to 

do a shift or two and make the holidays work for people. I always got a few shifts over the 

holidays. It worked really well because I liked the season in the home and it put a few more 

dollars in my pocket for the coming term. 

 Leading up to Christmas we always tried to do some baking and get out to the shops and 

see the lights and hear the sounds of the season. It could be quite a magical time. 

 But there is one Christmas Eve I will never forget. I was working the 3pm til midnight 

shift and there were 4 people in the home at the time, mostly young adults. And one resident, 

Robin was his name, was having a hard time. Robin was a lovely guy, about 25 at the time. 

Robin’s hearing was gone,  he was completely blind, and he was quite severely mentally 

disabled as well. He was about 5’11” and really strong, and so for all of these reasons, physical 

touch was his lifeline his connection with the world beyond himself. His skin was his mode of 

communication. Robin liked to wrestle, liked to have his face rubbed, he would hit himself when 

he was upset, loved to feel the textures of things. Everything was physical with him. 

 Well it was Christmas Eve and Robin was not feeling well, and he had broken out in a 

rash. A rash is no fun when your way of relating with the world is through your skin. He was in 

pain and he was constantly rubbing himself. It was hard to watch and there was little we could do 

for him. I stayed with him as night fell and as the evening wore on. We put him to bed but he just 

rolled around and groaned in discomfort. I really didn’t know what to do. 

 So I started to hum, and to sing, Christmas Carols. I hoped that the vibration of my 

singing would somehow soothe his tortured body and calm him. It wasn’t working. I rubbed his 

arm to let him know I was still with him as he rolled around in his bed. 

 Finally, sometime around midnight, as I was humming and holding him, doing nothing 

different than I had been doing off and on for a couple of hours, suddenly a hush came over the 

room and seemed to enter Robin’s body, and he became still. It may have been the effects of 

exhaustion; he may just have wanted me to stop singing, I can’t really say what happened but 

around midnight, there was calm, and it came as a gift- a complete gift. 

 And you know I don’t really need to know how or why it happened because at the time 

and still I receive it as a gift, as a kind of peace that I had never experienced before and it held in 

it wonder. In peace, a gift was given, and like all other precious, priceless, spiritual gifts, like the 

gifts of the Christ child, we can only simple receive peace as it is born into our world, and be 

thankful. 

  


