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As Stave Two opens in Charles Dickens’ classic, A Christmas Carol, Ebenezer Scrooge is lying 

in bed awake when the clock strikes one. Suddenly the whole room fills with light and the 

curtains of his bed are drawn open as he receives a visit from the Ghost of Christmas Past. The 

ghost bears an extinguisher for a cap that is held in its hands. 

 

After a brief introduction, Scrooge wishes the spirit would place its cap on its head. When he 

asks the Ghost of Christmas Past to do just that, the spirit responds, “What! Would you so soon 

put out, with worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not enough that you are one of those whose 

passions made this cap, and force me through whole trains of years to wear it low upon my 

brow!”1 

 

From there the spirit leads Scrooge through a series of memories that begin with the days when 

he was growing up. In his old stomping grounds, Scrooge is touched and a tear begins to form 

upon his cheek. When the spirit notices it, Scrooge is quick to explain it away. 

 

With the spirit, Scrooge remembers the lonely Christmas seasons at school with his nose stuck in 

stories that took him far from his sadness. He is reminded of the great love of his sister, Fan, 

along with the cold attitude of his father. With the Ghost of Christmas Past, Scrooge recalls the 

joy of Christmas spent with his mentor, Fezziwig, who made the season wonderful for Scrooge 

and the other apprentices with whom he had worked. 

 

When Scrooge sees his former love, Belle, his heart is almost melted as he realizes how he 

pushed her away. As the spirit shows Scrooge how she is now happily married with children, 

Scrooge demands to be removed from that place. In an effort to end the pain of this vision of the 

recent past, Scrooge grabs the spirit’s cap and pushes it down over the spirit’s head to extinguish 

its light. Bright light, however, continues to emanate from the base as if to shine the light of truth 

for Scrooge. 

 

It’s clear how Scrooge’s past has affected him in the present. The Ghost of Christmas Past sheds 

a light on the darkest corners of Scrooge’s life in a way that begins a transformation for him as 

he cries for the first time in a long time. Change begins for Scrooge as he faces the difficult 
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memories of his past. His tears give us hope for his transformation as the story progresses. They 

remind us that he is not as cold as he appears in the first few pages. 

 

In our lesson from Isaiah this morning, the prophet writes, “The people who walked in darkness 

have seen a great light; those who lived in a land of deep darkness—on them light has shined.”2 

There are times when the world can be at its worst. Yet, even then, God is at work bringing light 

and life into our lives. 

 

I always love to hear the story of the angel’s visit to a group of shepherds who were watching 

their flocks. It never ceases to amaze me that the first group of people to whom God should 

choose to reveal the birth of Christ would be a rag-tag group of shepherds who were known to be 

rough and rowdy people of their day. Shepherds were not to be trusted. Yet, God entrusts them 

with “good news of great joy for all the people” that the Messiah had been born to them in the 

city of David, in Bethlehem. Who would believe them? Still, God chose them to be the first to 

hear and to respond to the good news by traveling to Bethlehem. 

 

One of my favorite places to visit in the Holy Land is the Shepherds’ Field and Chapel in a town 

called Beit Sahour, which means “house of the dawn.” It’s one of the quieter sites over in the 

West Bank that is really beautiful. The hillside is filled with plenty of caves. In fact, you can 

enter a cave on one side of the hill and pop up in an entirely different location quite a distance 

from your entry point. Far from the city lights, it’s one of those places where you realize that 

when it was dark, it would be really dark. I imagine that the light of the stars at night must be 

beautiful in that place. Yet, this is the type of place where God chose to enter into the world in 

Jesus Christ. 

 

Jesus didn’t come when things were all right in the world. He came when a people were 

oppressed by an empire. The birth announcement wasn’t handed to the emperor, or the chief 

priests, or the holiest of people. It was made to a group of shepherds on a hillside, who popped in 

and out of caves hewn naturally in the dirt and rock. 

 

God announced God’s entrance into the world in Jesus among those who most needed to hear the 

“good news.” The mystery of the God coming to us in the flesh of Jesus is all about how God 

joins us in the dirt of life. The angels proclaim it first to those who live with the darkness of 

hillsides and caves, who live by the dim light of the stars that keep shining forth hope of a 

coming dawn. 

 

In our study book this week, The Redemption of Scrooge, Matt Rawle, the author states: 

 

The Incarnation—Christ becoming human—reveals the essence of faith, and that 

essence is the vulnerability of trust. Faith is not a protective bubble against the 

dark places of the world. If it were, God would have never allowed himself to be 

raised by a pair of human, fallible, everyday, albeit blessed, parents. In other 

words, Christmas reveals that God trusted humanity more than humanity has ever 

trusted itself. 
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Christmas is so mind-numbingly profound because God trusted humanity in order 

to save humanity.3 

 

On Wednesday afternoon, I received a call from my sister who was going to the hospital. She 

was expecting a baby girl and her due date was December 23. Earlier in the week, she had some 

concerns and they wanted to be sure that everything was all right. I drove over to the hospital on 

Wednesday evening to visit with her. She was feeling better, but they were going to induce labor 

the next day. The baby was fine, but it would be better for her to arrive sooner than later. 

 

Since they finally started that process on Thursday afternoon, and we usually watch her daughter, 

my niece, Ella on Fridays, Ella came to stay the night at our house on Thursday night. We 

assured the soon-to-be big sister that we’d take her to see her baby sister at the hospital the next 

day. On Friday morning, Ella woke up and came into our bedroom. Normally, she gets up in the 

bed and cuddles quietly for a few minutes before we go get breakfast and begin our day. That 

morning, she opened the door wide, got up on the bed, and exclaimed, “Are you excited?” 

 

I had just received a text from her mother that all was well, but it was going slower than she 

thought. That morning, we took Ella out shopping for some presents for her baby sister as we 

tried to occupy some time. After lunch, we headed back home for nap time. As we drove home, 

Ella wanted to go to the hospital. When we told her that her baby sister wasn’t here yet, she said, 

“She’s taking forever.” We thought so too, but understood that babies never come on our time 

schedules. 

 

I told Ella how I remembered the day that she was born and the day that her mother (who is 11 

years younger than I) was born. Both Ella and her mom seemed to take forever, too. 

 

After her nap, she was ready to get to the hospital to see Mom and Dad, but her baby sister still 

wasn’t showing signs of coming soon, according to my sister’s latest texts. When we arrived at 

the hospital, they didn’t allow us to go back right away. My parents arrived for a visit at about 

the same time. As the minutes ticked away in the waiting room, we realized that something was 

going on. When neither my sister or her husband answered any texts, we knew it was time. To 

pass some more time, Dawn and I made our way down to the cafeteria. As soon as we sat down, 

the lullaby began to play. 

 

I called up to Dad and said that might be his granddaughter. Only a few minutes later, Dad called 

back as we were getting up to tell us it was. 

 

On Friday evening, my sister gave birth to a beautiful 6 lb. 1 oz., 20” baby girl named Andi 

Rose. Ella got to go back first. She came back out to get the rest of us and she was gleaming 

from ear to ear. She couldn’t wait for us to see her baby sister. 

 

I can’t begin to tell you how precious it was to watch Ella hold her baby sister for the first time.  

She was so excited! We had spent the whole day with Ella. For Ella, however, the whole day had 

been worth it. Her dad supported her arms as she held that baby up and tenderly kissed her 

forehead. 
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As I watched them together, I began to understand in more depth the great gift of good news that 

God shared with the shepherds. God had entrusted them with the story of hope for all of 

humanity. God had entrusted Mary and Joseph with caring for God’s entrance in all of the 

vulnerability of an infant born to them. Lord knows, we humans can mess things up. Even still, 

God trusted shepherds, Mary, and Joseph with this great gift. 

 

That night, as I watched my brother-in-law help Ella hold this precious new life, I began to 

imagine how God also helped Mary and Joseph hold this precious gift. I thought of how God had 

empowered the shepherds to carry the news of the gift. I sat in awe of how God uses us bring this 

precious gift to the world, all the while holding our arms steady. 

 

When Ebenezer Scrooge had become so focused on himself, the Ghost of Christmas Past shed 

light upon his life in a way that began to lead to his transformation. When all was not right in the 

world, God chose to come among us in Jesus and entrusted the story with a group of 

untrustworthy shepherds. When all was not well, God sent light into the world, bringing us hope 

and life in Jesus Christ. 

 

This past week, it didn’t take too many minutes of news stories on any station to begin to think 

about how much humans continue to make a mess of the world. We continue to fight with one 

another. Like Scrooge, we have stood by as the candle of life burns away or is put out as 

someone or something stifles our hope. 

 

I don’t know about you, but there is something about holding a baby that rekindles a sense of 

hope for me. Even when all is not right in the world, there is something in the precious eyes of a 

child that remind us of the hope that God offers us in life. 

 

As you enter this Advent and Christmas season, is there someone who or something that has 

snuffed out a sense of hope in your life? It can happen to all of us. Perhaps, you’ve lost someone 

you love and Christmas is hard this year. Or perhaps you’ve struggled to find a job. Or maybe 

you’ve ended a relationship or experienced the loss of pet this year. Perhaps you’ve moved and 

it’s just been a lot for you this year. 

 

For those of you who may not know, we have a Service of Hope on Monday, December 18 at 

7:00 p.m. for those who find this time of year difficult. Perhaps you or someone you know might 

benefit from a different way to honor the season this year. Please extend the invitation to them to 

join us that evening. You could even invite them to come with you. 

 

As we enter into this holy time of year, our hope is in God who brings hope in our deepest 

struggles. When all is not right in the world, we hope in a God who comes to us in moments like 

this and does not leave us alone but entrusts us with a word of hope for our world. How might 

God be seeking to rekindle the hope in you that has been snuffed out by political fights, family 

feuds, loss of loved ones, changes in relationships, moves, the daily news, and so much more? 

 

As we open ourselves to a rekindled hope, the miracle of Christmas has just begun in you, in me, 

for the sake of the world. God bless us, every one! 
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