The Birth of Jesus Chirist
A zertmon preached by Theodoye S, Atkingon, pastor of the Oxford Presbyterian Church, Dxford,
PA onthe fourth Sunday of Advent, December 21, 1986, Soripture leasonz: lsaiat ?:10-17; Paalm
24; Bomane 1:1-7; Matthew 1:18-235.
It ihe Mame of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Amen,

This week we lost three members of our church, Marion Fox, Ralph Kirk
and Hilda Thompson died. I visited each of them, tiad times of prayer and
read scripture, but I was angry with myself that [ was not there at the
actual tirne of their death. I wanted to be there with thetm and with their
farnilies.

But in the midst of these self-incriminations God epoke to me through
our Scripture Leason, "Behiold, a virgin shall conceive and bear a son, whose
narne shall be called Emtnatinel: (which tneans, God with us).” God himself

seemed to whispet in tay ear, "It's alright that you weren't there. 7 was

T T therejust s T promiged]” ['was With Mation. | was with Ralph. 1 was with

Hilda. I was there at the begitning when they were conceived. 1 was
there when they were born. [ claitned them fot tay very own in baptista
and protnised to wash away their sing by the blood of Jesus. 1 was there
whett they professed their faith in Christ. [ was with thetn when they
made their journey through the Valley of the Shadow of Death. I've always
beett with ther, even when they didn't khow it.

Eminanuel; God with us. Not some vague taystical feeling of the
presetice of an ebernal being, but God in the flesh. That's the difference
between the friend who says to us when we're in some teal trouble: "I'll
be thinking of you,” and the one who ¢ores alongside and sees us through.
A thousand religions offer sotne kind of asurance that “out there” or "up
there” of “in here” sotne divine Beiny is thinking of us. Only the Christmas

story tells of the God who cotnes alongside to see us through. And even
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this morning we are in the presefnice of one who knows what it is to be
surrounided by powers of hell, to be the victitn of cruelty and hate, to be
deserted by all his friends, to dig alone, and fo go through the ultimate
agony of being apparently forsaken by the heavenly Father. This is the
"God with uz" we celebrate at Christimas, atid this is the "God with us" with
whotn we travel into the unpredictable adventures of a new yeat.

So often the reality of that doesn't sink iti. So often we feel alotie. My
sister gave us a poemn entitled 7ie Foodprints of Fod You've probably
heatrd it before. It's a little sentimental, but there's real truth in it. It goes
like this:

It deepest aloep one rdght T dreamed
That on the heach T walked.

God was by my 2ide each atep

And quietly we talked,

Thetion the sky my life waz flaghed;
The vicions all 2erene,

Pwirsetsof foctprints inthezand — TS TS T e e T
Were there in every svene.

But then I sioticed in some scenes

Df guffering, paln, snd strife..

Juat a single et of footprinta

At the worat times of ty Life,

"od... you zaid you'd atay by me
Ingond times and in bad..

Why then did you leave me

Each titve my 1ife was 2ad?"

"My precious child," God anawered,
“When your 1ife had pain, I knew;
The wiz2fe set of footprinta

Wers the timea I carried you.”

At the end of Matthew's Gospel the Risen Christ, Emmanuel, appears to
hiz disciples and says, "Lo, 1 am with you always.” Etamanuel is God with
us, now and always, even when we dot't realize it. Even when we don't
believe it. Even when we don't feel his presence. I've been reading 74e
Voyage of e Daws Treader , by C5. Lewis to Andrew. Thete's onie
place where the little gitl Lucy is alone in a frightenfully huge mansioft.

She's reading a magical book. She cotnes across a spell fo mate hiddan
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irimps wissble, She reads it through to maks sure of all the hard words
and then says it aloud. As soon as she says it she hears something corrifg
down the hall: the sound of soft, but heavy footfall. She's frightened and
turns to look whern she sees aigs, the Lion (Aslan is like Jesus who is also
called the Lion of the Tribe of Judah). Lucy cries out, "Ot, Aslarn, I'tn 50
glad that you've finally come.” "I've been here all the time,” he said, "but
you have just made tne visible.” Jesus, is God with us evern whett we dott't
see him. And so often we fail to make hitn visible because we do not
participate regulatly in those means of grace which make hita visible;
prayer, the scriptures, the sacratnent of the Lords Suppef, the regular
titnes of worship with God's people.

There's 1o better gift I can give you this Christraas then the gift of being
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Lo, 1 am with you always.” 1 can wish you health, happiness, and
prosperity, but I can't promise that youll certainly have them. 1 o0&z,
however, deliver you the promise that cotnes in the name of Jesus, the
protise of his presence ifi word, sacrament, prayer and church. Merry
Christinas and the Lotd, Emmannel, be with you. ,

Let we pray: Purify our conscience, Almighty God, by your daily vizitations, and open oux
eves to your unsesn presence; that your Son Jesuz Chriet, at hiz coming today, tomwrrow, and on

the world's 1sst night, may find it ue & mansion prepared for himself; who lives and reigns with
yorr, itt the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Awmen,

able to see the one who is called Emtnanuel, God with us; the onie who says,
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