
Luke 2:1-14 Philip A. Muth

THE PRINCE OF PEACE

December 23, 1984

TEXT: Luke 2:14 "Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace among
men with whom He is pleased!"

If you are like me, you may find it difficult to believe that the day after
tomorrow is Christmas. I look at the Christmas decorations and listen to the

Christmas music, and, even though they have been around for weeks and weeks,
something inside me keeps telling me that it is really too early for Christmas, that
tomorrow night just can't be Christmas Eve. And even when I look at the calendar, I
still find it hard to believe that Christmas is so near.

And this isn't the first year that I have had that problem. Virtually every year
it seems to be the same, except that each year it seems to be getting worse. Not
only do I find that I'm not ready for Christmas when it comes, but afterwards I
wonder whether it has really been here at all. As we put away the ornaments and the
lights and put the living-room furniture back where it was before we moved it to make
room for the Christmas tree, I find myself wondering what happened, wondering whether
Christmas could have come and gone without my really noticing it.

Some of you are familiar with the Dr. Seuss story, "How the Grinch Stole
Christmas." If so, you will recall how the Grinch came down on Christmas Eve and
stole all of the trappings of Christmas. While all the Who's in Whoville were
asleep, the mean old Grinch sneaked into their houses and took all the trees, and the
presents, and the goodies, and ran off with them. He thought he was putting an end to
Christmas, but, of course, he was wrong. Even without trees and presents and good
things to eat, the Whos celebrated Christmas anyway, just as merrily as ever. And in
the end, the Grinch was so impressed that he brought back all the things he had taken
and joined in the celebration.

But I sometimes think that we are attacked by a different kind of Grinch, and a
much cleverer one at that. He takes the spirit of Christmas, but leaves us the
trappings so we won't know what's happened. Because we have all the tinsel, and the
lights, and the parties, we don't even realize that Christmas is gone. What he has
left us is outwardly so much like the real thing that there are only two ways to tell
the difference.

First, a counterfeit Christmas doesn't last. A real Christmas is supposed to
live in our hearts all year round and change the way we think and feel and act. But
too often that doesn't happen. Too often Christmas is gone long before the
pointsettias, which nowadays last and last. And sometimes it dies even before the
Christmas trees, and we all know how quickly they go. The spirit of Christmas --if
it's real and not just plastic like some of our decorations— ought to remain with
us, but it rarely does. And, if it doesn't, then perhaps it isn't Christmas at all,
but only a kind of placebo, an inert substitute with no healing properties.
Unfortunately, it can be very hard to tell the difference until it's too late, until
Christmas has come and gone and we find to our dismay, that we have missed it.

But there's another way to tell a counterfeit Christmas. A way so quick that we
can still take steps to make sure we don't miss the real thing. A way not only
quick, but also foolproof. No matter how much a counterfeit Christmas may look and
sound, and even taste like the real thing, you can be sure that it is not real if it
comes wrappped in a hectic, frantic spirit instead of the spirit of peace.






