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A sermon preached at St. George’s Anglican Church Calgary, by the Rev. Clara 
King, December 24, 2017 (5:15 pm) 
 
The Feast of the Nativity (Proper I) 
Isaiah 9:2-7 
Luke 2:1-14 
 
 
May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts, be always 
acceptable in Your sight, O Lord, our Strength and our Redeemer.  Amen.   
 
D’you remember, there was that movie, oh 10 years back, called “Children of 
Men”?  All these years later, there’s a scene I still think about.   
 
This movie projected a future where humans were becoming infertile, and the 
world was on the brink of social collapse.  The world’s youngest citizen had just 
died at the age of 18, and human extinction seemed unavoidable.  It was quite 
the thriller, as the heroes navigated the dangers of apocalyptic London streets, 
while civil society was falling apart all around them in terror and despair.   
 
But the scene I will never forget came just at the end: the screen had fallen to 
black and all was in silence, broken by the cry of a newborn baby. 
 
It made people cry.  Just that second or two, so filled with hope, so filled with 
promise.  It made people cry just to hear it; it makes me teary to think of it. It 
strikes so deep, into the fibres of our nature, the hope that a newborn child 
represents. 
 
It is no wonder that tonight, this most holy story of the Christian tradition is 
centred on a newborn child - so filled with hope; so filled with promise.  It is no 
wonder that the first chapters of the Gospel of Luke play out like a musical, with 
characters breaking into song at every turn, so filled are they with the intense joy 
that this child represents.  It is no wonder that we read of the heavens 
themselves breaking open with joy, raining down shooting stars and filling the air 
with the songs of angels choirs - for that is how it must have felt: the promise that 
this child represented: hope for the salvation of the world.   
 
 
But perhaps that’s not exactly how we feel this evening as we hear about the 
birth of Jesus.  Perhaps it’s a bit more, “yawn - heard this one before!”  Perhaps 
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it’s a bit more, “let’s get on with the present opening!”  Perhaps it’s a bit more, 
“yeah sure, peace on earth and all that - but what really changes?”   
But what really changes? 
 
It’s a good question.  We read this story every year, and we pray for peace all the 
time, and what really changes?  Here’s this story of this child’s birth, full of hope 
and promise, supposedly the answer to 400 years of praying and hoping for a 
Messiah to come and save Israel and break the yoke of Roman oppression that 
hung heavy on the neck of the poor - and what really changed?  Even after his 
resurrection, the Roman Empire wasn’t overthrown.  Illness and hardship still 
lived on. There’s still sin and death and cruelty and destruction and war.  So what 
changed?   
 
The answer lies in details in this story that we don’t even notice anymore, though 
we hear them all the time.  But the answer would have been staring them in the 
face, on that first Christmas morning. 
 
See, miraculous births were common in the ancient world.  Well, not perhaps 
“common” - not for every person.  But for a whole lot of special people.  
Alexander the Great, who conquered Israel 300 years before Jesus, was said to 
have been born of a virgin mother, to the accompaniment of shooting stars and 
heavenly visitors.  Many of his descendants, the Ptolemy emperors, were also 
said to have been born to virgins, etc.  Julius Caesar liked this idea, and got in on 
the action; and after him, many of the Roman Emperors had miraculous birth 
stories, too. 
 
So God clearly had something in mind here, by setting Jesus’ birth up against all 
these stories.  And like a great political satire, the punchline is in the details.  
Because Jesus’ birth has things those other miraculous births don’t have.   
 
None of those other big guys were born in extreme conditions; none of them 
were born homeless due to the whims of their Imperial overlords; none of their 
stories featured a birth in a barn and livestock attendants.  None of their births 
were first witnessed by poor shepherds.  None of their births were so fragile, 
vulnerable and at risk.   
 
Their birth stories were all about power - about gaining power, about keeping 
power, about defending power.  Jesus’ birth story, on the other hand, is all about 
God’s irrepressible care for the poor, pushing back against a world in which 
power and money and violence speaks first, last and loudest.   
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It is a story about surprising relationships: the relationship between a man and 
his betrothed, who he must have suspected of cheating on him; the odd 
connection between Mary, the Mother of God, and the animals who were her only 
attendants during her labour; the surprising arrival of these shepherds, who burst 
in unexpectedly and break down in tears of joy at seeing this child, newborn to 
complete and utter strangers; and then, just when everything couldn’t really get 
any stranger, these three guys show up after a tremendously long pilgrimage, to 
give outrageously valuable gifts, to a stranger’s child.  Imagine if this crowd ever 
went for a drink together at the Inn: a haggard man and his utterly bedraggled 
wife, shepherds, kings from all over, all united by this one child into a very 
strange kind of fellowship. 
 
That strange kind of fellowship is what marks out the birth of Jesus: the 
surprising relationship between people who otherwise would never have known 
one another.  The surprising friendships between people who would otherwise be 
divided by their differences: friend vs. Stranger; rich vs. Poor; urban vs. Rural; 
local vs. Newcomer; at-home vs. Homeless; Israelite vs. Who knows where those 
kings came from.  Surprising friendships indeed. 
 
It is that characteristic that marks out Jesus’ miraculous birth from all the others; 
and it is that characteristic that marks out everything that Jesus stands for.  
Everything that divides us from one another he breaks down, catalyzing 
surprising friendships, and calling us into fellowship with one another, despite all 
kinds of things that seem to separate us. 
 
The story is not about power, it is an invitation: to gather around this profoundly 
disempowered child, born in the manger, and notice one another, and listen to 
God’s invitation to connect with one another, across all the boundaries that divide 
us. 
 
That movie, Children of Men, reminds us of the power of a child to fill our hearts 
with hope.  As we gather around the manger this evening, we are a surprising 
group of people here.  We are from all over the world; we are friends and 
strangers, we are rich and poor, we are of many different races and languages, 
and we’ve been here in Canada many different lengths of time.  And yet, God is 
making surprising friendships possible here.   
 
We are discovering that what divides us isn’t so important after all.  We are 
learning to care for each other, and care about each other, and not to notice our 
differences so much anymore.  I could tell you so many beautiful stories from this 
year about how this is happening - how God is making this happen here.  But my 



 

 4 

favorite is this: this child in our midst, who fills me with hope.  Every Sunday, I 
look up and see a different pair of arms holding him.  And God willing, he will 
grow up and think of this surprising collection of people, not as “highly diverse”, 
but simply as the way things are. 
 
That is how God is changing the world: with his steady, quiet invitation to care 
about one another, despite all the rules, despite all the differences, despite all the 
reasons why not, to go ahead and open our hearts to one another, and grow, just 
as Jesus invited us, into the kingdom of God. 
 
As we gather around the manger tonight, and our voices raise the angels’ songs - 
may God swell our hearts with joy, and hope and a sense of promise, that what 
happened that morning long ago continues in our midst, in our world, in our lives, 
and may God give us the grace to believe it, the courage to live it, and the faith to 
see it - the faith to see him, transforming the world. 
 
Amen. 


