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TEXTs Luke 2:16 "And they went with haste and -found Mary and
Joseph and the babe lying in a manger

Here we are again at the very brink of Christmas. For
most o-f us, this is the happiest, the most beautiful time of
the year. Something magical seems to bring out the best in
is us. And, for a little while, at least, the words, "Peace
on earth, good will toward men," seem almost a reality.

It is hard to say just why this is so. The lights are
lovely. The music thrills us. There &rs all kinds of warm,
happy memories. And good things to eat tickle the palate as
at no other season. But none of these in themselves, nor all
of them together, can really account for what we feel at
Christmastime. Perhaps the best explanation for what happens
to us at Christmas is that most of us, for a few short
weeks, are thinking about what we can do for others, instead
of thinking primarily about ourselves. We spend hours and
hours thinking of what to buy them, what to write on our
Christmas cards, and how to decorate our homes so that
others will enjoy them as much as we do. We wish friends
—and even total strangers— a Merry Christmas and a Happy
New Year. Dur smiles are a little brighter, our handshakes a
little warmer, because at Christmas, for a little while, we
really care about others. And as we make each other's lives
a little brighter, our own lives &rs happier, too.

I think it is safe to say that, in spite of the cold
outside, we all feel that warmth, that joy, tonight. After
all, it's Christmas Eve, and we are under the spell of the
season. And tomorrow, no doubt we will feel the same way.
But what about the day after tomorrow? What happens when
Christmas is over, when the sounds of Christmas no longer
ring in cur hearts, when the night is really silent again.
What will happen then to that glad sense of expectation most
of us feel tonight? And what will happen to the marvelous
joy of Christmas morning?

Christmas, when it is over, may seem like nothing a
dream. A beautiful dream, perhaps, but a dream just the
same. A dream from which, unfortunately, too many of us
waken to see life in a very different way. Perhaps not
literally on the day after Christmas, but soon. Too soon.

The brightly colored wrappings will be thrown away.
The trees will be taken down. The lights and ornaments will






