
Matthew 10:27-39 Philip A. Muth

"BAH, HUMBUG?
December 21, 1986

TEXT: Matthew 10:39 "He who finds his life will lose it,
and he who loses his life for my sake will find it."

No doubt some of you must think this a very strange
text for the Sunday before Christmas. After all, it speaks
of neither angels nor shepherds, mangers nor Magi. It says
nothing about Mary or Joseph, or even the baby, Jesus. In
short, it contains none of those elements most of us usually
associate with Christmas. On Christmas Eve we shall hear
the more traditional Christmas readings, but this morning I
have something else in mind.

No doubt most of you recognize this morning's sermon
title as words from the lips of that grumpy old curmudgeon,
Ebenezer Scrooge. Like most of you, I, too, have hissed and
booed —at least inside— as the old villain storms about
the early pages of Dicken's famous Christmas story, cursing
the season and all who enjoy it. And yet, I have to admit
that, in recent years, I have come to see things a little
more his way.

I can not agree when he says, "If I had my will, every
idiot who goes around with 'Merry Christmas' on his lips
should be boiled in his own pudding and buried with a stake
of holly in his heart." I am not as far gone as that. But,
if the truth were told, there is, indeed, a good deal of
"humbug" this time of year. In fact, Christmas seems to me
more and more like a coconut. First, because it comes
wrapped in a large and sometimes impenetrable shell. And,
second, because it is not the shell that matters, but the
sweet, nourishing "meat" in the center.

Unfortunately, where Christmas is concerned, there is
not just one shell, but three. Three humbugs that all too
often get between us and what Christmas really means. The
first is materialism. There was a time when the two phrases
most often associated with Christmas were, "Peace on earth",
and "Joy to the world." But today they seem to be, "No
money down, " and "No payments till April. " And anyone who
thinks that Christmas does not last all year around probably
does not have a charge account.

I do not want turn this into a nostalgia kick, like the
father who's always telling how he had to walk five miles to
school, uphill —both ways. But it is pretty hard to avoid
the impression that Christmas today is far more concerned
with things than it used to be. Whether we are talking






