
Warner Memorial Presbyterian Church 

Kirby Lawrence Hill  

December 25, 2016  

Christmas Day                                                

 Isaiah 52:7-10                        

 John 1:1-14 

 

FULL OF GRACE AND TRUTH 

At the candlelight services last night, we had a direct experience that reflects what is written in a line from the 

prologue of John that we just heard: “The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.”  

Frankly those words don’t quite say what I wished they said.  I actually want them to declare that when the light 

comes into the world, it obliterates the darkness.  It takes the bleak mid-winter with every grief, every reason for 

despair, every raw deal, every horrendous tragedy, and terrible disease, and tosses the whole mess into the cosmic 

trash can.  I want the light to arrive and to devastate the darkness with dispatch.   

However, instead of a quick and total victory, we get something much more restrained in John’s Gospel.  The 

light came into the world, and the darkness did not extinguish it.  The Almighty, whose hands in creation pushed 

back the waters to make dry land, who molded the planets and flung the stars across the sky, could have come to 

us any way God chose.  God could have made all the lions in the forest and even in the zoo roar at once to 

announce, “Here I am.”  God could have stopped the earth in its orbit to have demonstrated a revealing divine 

power, or have reordered the stars in the sky to say in every human language, “I’m up here.”  But instead God 

chose a different strategy.   

There is a scene in the 1930 Pulitzer prize-winning play, The Green Pastures, by Marc Connelly, who imagined 

God’s strategy something like this.  God is looking out over the earth, trying to decide what to do about all the 

human brokenness there.  The angel Gabriel enters and asks, “Lord, has the time come for me to blow the 

trumpet?” “No, no, not yet,” says God.  But as God continues to fret and worry, Gabriel offers some suggestions.  

What about sending someone to take care of it.  How about another David or Moses?  Or, Gabriel says, “You 

could send one of the prophets: Isaiah or Jeremiah.  There are lots of great prophets up here.  What do you 

think?”  Without looking back at Gabriel, God says, “I’m not going to send anyone.  This time I’m going 

myself.” 

God refuses to dwell in the heavens above and from a safe distance watch the drama of human life play out.  

Instead, God climbs right into the darkest places to be with us; and in that holy and luminous action, we find 

reason to see things in a new light and to have reason for hope.  Now with this light imagery, I don’t want to get 

too far away from the concluding words of our reading.  What came to us was not just energy that emits light.  It 

was not just an idea or a concept.  It was a child, born as naked and weak and vulnerable as you and I were.  We 

flesh and blood human beings need something more than just words.  A needy child will get precious little 

comfort from a manual about child care.  That child needs a parent, a mother or a father to care for it.  A medical 

dictionary is no cure for the seriously ill.  The sick person needs to feel the healing touch of a doctor or nurse.  

And no doctrine of salvation can release a person imprisoned in a private hell.  That person needs a Savior.  The 

Word became flesh that has lived among us, full of grace and truth. 

God comes among us as one of us, and begins just as you and I began, as a child.  The Spirit on High comes as 

one so for us, that God becomes one of us - one with us.  God takes on human flesh to reveal the good news that 

all of us are welcome in the presence of God.  God takes on human flesh to be revealed to us. God takes on 



human flesh to reveal us to ourselves, to show us what it means to be authentically human.  That’s the fullness of 

grace and truth with which God comes. 

We celebrate Christmas, not just because it’s tradition, but because we now know that our God is not some 

mysterious distant presence who watches us from afar, turning a cold shoulder upon our suffering.  No, our 

Creator is One who loved us so much that without fear or hesitation God dove right into the fray with us, into the 

midst of all the smells and tastes, the joys and pains of the human experience.  Jesus walked with us, laughed with 

us, cried with us.  He gave us everything he could give, even his own life, to show us how much we are loved.  

The Christmas story thereby changes your story and mine.   

A Presbyterian minister named Kara Root writes of the incarnation this way: 

 

This moment. 

A seemingly insignificant moment, 

like millions of others: 

a child enters the world.  

His story: yet to be written. 

But like every other story, 

already written: 

the child will grow, learn,  

will know love, loss, suffering, joy. 

The child will become an adult.  

And one day, the child will die. 

The story of every human: 

now God’s story. 

The experience of every human: 

now God’s experience. 

Unlike any moment 

creation and cosmos has ever witnessed: 

Creator crossing the barrier 

and entering its midst.  

This moment 

rips out the end of the human story 

and rewrites it. 2 

It rewrites it in a way that enables us to also have lives full of grace and truth.  What would that look like?  

Perhaps it would be something like the following charge offered by a UCC minister:  “Because the world is poor 

and starving, Go with bread.  Because the world is filled with fear, Go with courage.  Because the world is in 

despair, Go with hope.  Because the world is living lies, Go with truth. Because the world is sick with sorrow, Go 

with joy.  Because the world is weary of wars, Go with peace.  Because the world is under judgment, Go with 

mercy. Because the world will die without it, Go with love.” 3 That’s a charge inspired by Jesus’ life, full of grace 

and truth.  And by that grace and truth, we too can live lives of fullness.   

1 
https://archive.org/details/greenpasturesfa00conn 

2 
Poem by Kara Root found in an article about the significance of the incarnation in textweek.com 

3 
Attributed to Harold Warheim 

 


