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Christmas Eve Sermon: Why Do We Tell the Same Ol’ Story?

Luke 2:1-20
In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken of the entire Roman world. 2 (This
was the first census that took place while Quirinius was governor of Syria.) 3 And everyone went to their own
town to register.

4 So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of David,
because he belonged to the house and line of David. 5 He went there to register with Mary, who was pledged to
be married to him and was expecting a child. 6 While they were there, the time came for the baby to be born, 7
and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger, because there
was no guest room available for them.

8 And there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks at night. 9 An angel
of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified. 10 But the
angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the people. 11
Today in the town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord. 12 This will be a sign to
you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.”

13 Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising God and saying,

14 
“Glory to God in the highest heaven,
    and on earth peace to those on whom his favor rests.”

15 When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let’s go to
Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.”

16 So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and the baby, who was lying in the manger. 17 When they
had seen him, they spread the word concerning what had been told them about this child, 18 and all who heard it
were amazed at what the shepherds said to them. 19 But Mary treasured up all these things and pondered them
in her heart. 20 The shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen,
which were just as they had been told.

Sermon
John is attending his first Comedian's Convention. He's very excited to see all the comic's he's seen on TV
sitting at tables all around him.  The proceedings begin with a joke session. Jay Leno gets up and says "Number
64." Everyone in the hall laughs, except John. John turns to someone next to him and says, "I didn't hear any
joke. What's everybody laughing about?"   "These are all professional comedians," says his friend. "They don't
need to hear jokes. They all know the jokes so well, they've given every joke a number. They just get up and say
the number. It saves time."  Chris Rock gets up and said, "Number one hundred forty three," and again,
everyone in the room cracks up.  John Stewart stands up and says, “Number 35" and again, everyone’s rolling
on the floor. After a few more “jokes”, John felt confident to give it a try.  He summoned up his courage, stood
up and said, “Number 15" Nobody laughed.  Silence.  John is so embarrassed, he sits back down. Then he hears
a voice mutter down near the end of his table, "Some people just don't know how to tell a joke."



I know that was a dumb joke, but it actually takes place at my inlaws - they live out this joke and it’s become a
joke in and of itself.  Sometime in the middle of the meal, brother in law Brent says a number, and we all laugh,
Steph says a number we all laugh, Aunt Melissa says a number, and we all laugh, but not Steph’s mom, she
knows whats coming - and eventually we try and get her mom to say and number, and she refuses, for over the
years she’s learned that no one is going to laugh when she says a number.  But yet, with enough prodding and
conjoling, she gets the courage, and like Charlie brown who thinks, maybe, maybe this is the time that people
will laugh, she’ll say and number.  And you get crickets, and she says, “I knew it, I knew it, every stinking
time”.  And then we all laugh together, and she laughs too, once again, the tradition is complete.

We do this at our dinner table, when we’re around Steph’s family, or my family, we sit around and tell stories. 
And stories.  And stories.  And they’re the same stories, year after year - reconnecting us once again to each
other and our shared history together.  Don’t you tell the same stories when you’re around family?

And we do this at church.  I remember my first year in the ministry - and I got to preach a Christmas Eve
service.  Oh, I had ideas.  And I used them all.  I wasn’t thinking very well.  Because the next year, guess what,
Christmas came again.  And I had to come up with a totally different sermon - but using the same Christmas
story.  And the year after and the year after.  This is my 20  Christmas Eve sermon - and it’s the same story -th

angel, virgin, donkey, manger, wise men, shepherds.   The story never changes - and yet, here pastor, do
something new with this:   I’ve even had well-meaninged folk say, Pastor, every time I see you you talk about
the same thing!  I kinda joke back with them, Well, maybe you should try coming in February or July, it’s a
different story then.  But on this night, I get it, it’s the same ol’ story.

It’s the same ol’ story, year after year after year.  And I’m starting to get a little cynical in my old age.  We say
things like, Peace on Earth, goodwill towards men.  Joy to the World.  Christmas miracles, love, hope, peace,
joy.  Maybe this year will be different, maybe we’ll stop having war.  Maybe the middle east will get their act
together.  Maybe the tax plan will be a blessing - did I mention miracles?  Maybe this will be the year that my
New Year’s resolutions will stick - lose weight, eat better, love more, call my grandma’s more often.  They’re
the same ol’ resolutions.  Maybe I won’t mess up my kids anymore that last year, maybe I won’t make mistakes
in my marriage anymore than last year.   Aw, there’s dysfunction in every family, because there’s people in
them.  I have all these hopes and dreams that we preach about and shoot for at Christmas, but then January
comes.  And there’s no more peace on earth.  Goodwill to all.  The wars still rage.  In battlegrounds and in
families.  And so I ask, what’s the point?

Why should I keep telling the story?  After the Christmas story, the shepherds still had to go back into the fields
and do their job.  Had to go find their sheep, they’ve wandered off.  The wise men didn’t stick around, they went
back home.  Angels took off.  The innkeeper had a mess to pick up . . .just saying.  You have a baby indoors,
you’re gonna lose your security deposit.  Life didn’t get better for the people of Judea, Herod still ruled, Caeasar
and the Romans still taxed and pillaged and plundered.  Mary Joe and child had to fly to Egypt to escape the
rage of a jealous king.   The kids who stuck around in Bethlehem town didn’t fare to well in the story.  So why,
why do we tell the same story, year after year, century after century, what is so special about this night?

In the end, after its all said and done, we’re made up of stories.  You and I, we keep creating stories.  Just make
it a good one, right?  My kids are nerds, one of their favorite movies is Big Fish, I won’t go into it, but its about
a storyteller and his life.  And one of the teachable lines at the end is this “A man tells his stories so many times
that he becomes the stories. They live on after him, and in that way he becomes immortal.”  You become the
stories that you tell.

Look at the stories that we say about our country.  We’re a melting pot.  We hold these truth’s to be self evident,
life liberty and the pursuit of happiness.  We tell the stories and the narrative of our nation to remind us who we
are, and what we’re called to be.  It gives me identity and purpose.  See you if you can finish these lines - they’re



part of our story:   Ask not. . . what you’re country can do for you, but what you can do for your country.  Mr.
Gorbachov . . ., Tear down this wall.  Four Score. . .and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth on this
continent a new nation, convieved in liberty and dedicated yadda yadda yadda.  Give me your tired. . ., your
poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free.  I Have a dream . . .Ok, here’s a hard one:  Listen, my
children, and you shall hear, Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-Five:
Hardly a man is now alive Who remembers that famous day and year.   This is our story.  Why do we keep
telling these stories?  Our country’s still messed up, year after year.  Administration after administration.  We
tell the stories to remind us who we are, so we don’t forget who we’re called to be, how we’re connected.  And I
believe that we eventually become the stories that we choose to tell.  And we’ll be better off.

Why do we keep telling family stories around the dinner table?  Our families still have their issues.  Generation
after generation.  We tell the stories to remind us who we are, so we don’t forget who we’re called to be, how
we’re connected.  And I believe that we eventually become the stories that we choose to tell.  And we’ll be
better off.

Why do I keep telling the Christmas story year after year after year?  About a baby in a manger and the hope he
brings?  Even if we still have our issues.  We tell the story to remind us of who we are, so we don’t forget who
we’re called to be, how we’re connected.  And I believe that we eventually become the stories that we choose to
tell.  And we’re better off.  If you tell stories about love, you’ll become more loving.  If you tell stories about
peace, you’ll be more peaceful.  If you tell stories that God has a purpose and plan for your life, you’ll find your
plan and purpose along the journey.  And we’ll be better off.

So I’ll keep telling the stories.  Of angels and shepherds and wise men, a scared young couple with a special
child.   And we’ll keep telling the story thru these centuries because it reminds us of the light that has come into
the world - and who we are called to be.  And that is how the world changes, one life at a time, by retelling the
stories of hope and perseverance, justice and mercy - as shown thru a baby in a manger.  This Christmas,
become a part of the story.  This baby is given for all for us, for unto us a child is born, unto us a child is given. 
Carry it in your heart, even in the cold and darkness of January after all lights and tinsel are taken down, let the
light shine within, knowing that you belong in the story of faith.  And the family of God said, “AMEN.”   


