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When we think of Christmas, we tend to think a lot about children and their 

lack of patience as they have to wait day after day and week after week from 

Black Friday all the way to Christmas Eve. Almost an entire month. For many 

kids, both young and young at heart, that might as well be a whole year or 

more. 

 

I remember my father, throughout the year, he could be stern and hard and 

hard to please. But at Christmas time, he became a bigger kid than the five of 

his children. It always seemed like he could not wait till Christmas day. 

Whether he was getting something or giving something, he wanted to relish 

in the experience of what that gift-giving exchange would bring. Then again, 

it could have all been pure drama to drum up the sense of excitement for the 

rest of us. Who knows? 

 

But he was definitely right about one thing. It was important to get excited 

and to be excited. After all, Christmas day was all about receiving the good 

news, not just presents under the tree, but of a Savior being born into our 

lives, a gift that would render life-giving aid in desperate times. 

 

As I said last week, this year has been a year unlike any other, at least in my 

lifetime, and perhaps even yours. When this Pandemic first broke out in China 

and then spread to Europe, we became aware of the crisis that loomed out 

there, but at that time, it still seemed so far off. There was a hope that just 

maybe, it would not hit us here. But that hope soon faded into a reality that 

some people still have not fully accepted, which was an incurable disease that 

would soon be sweeping across our nation as well as around the world. 

 

And so, for the last eight to nine months, scientists and researchers around the 

world have been hard at work to develop an antidote, a vaccine to fight this 

infection. And now, just as we come to the end of a year that beats all of the 

years of my life, there is this newfound hope that once again we wait for. But 

we wait for it with bated breath and optimism. 



These are vaccines that have a 94 to 100% effective rate for keeping us from 

contracting the disease or of healing us if we get it. That is exciting. 

Now we can understand more fully what those shepherds in the fields must 

have been thinking when they heard the angels sing of Heralds of Glad 

Tidings. It must have been the good news that so many were so desperate to 

hear that they would go out into the middle of a dirty Jordan River to listen to 

a man dressed in Camel leather eating locust and honey who would be tapped 

by God to deliver it. 

 

Let me ask you when you are hungering for good news, do you care where 

you hear it?  Do you care who you hear it from? Especially if the sources you 

tended to turn to in the past have failed to deliver? 

 

The people of Jerusalem, of Judea, of Israel's whole nation, were desperate 

for some good news. It was not just about health care reform or education, or 

tax refunds, but good news that a huge monkey would be lifted off their back. 

 

They were looking for and hoping for good news that their God had not 

abandoned them, that what the prophets had claimed so many years before 

would become truth in their lifetime. 

 

Because to be honest, things had gone from bad to worse. 

 

News that the Son of Man, the Son of God, was on his way was for them, like 

us hearing that a vaccine is just weeks away from being distributed. However, 

it may actually take months for some of us to even get it. We see that hope is 

on the way. 

 

So too, when John the Baptist begins to tell the people that the Lord is on his 

way, it was something to get excited about. "Get ready," he shouts. Get 

prepared.  Make his way here into your lives that much easier. Repent, stop 

sinning. Stop thinking only of yourself. Stop looking at your neighbors as 

people to be detested. Stop thinking that you are the one who always draws 

the short stick and start trusting that what is coming your way will be a good 

thing. Forgive one another and forgive yourselves so that you can be ready to 

receive him into your life. 

 



That is kind of like being told today that the vaccine is on its way, but to 

make it easier on yourself when you do get it, try not to get the disease in the 

first place by wearing your mask, keeping socially distant, wash your hands. 

 

When we get good news, that is the time when we all should reinforce our 

efforts to do the right things, not just throw in the towel and say, well, help 

is on the way, so I guess I can do whatever I want. 

 

To be ready for the Christ Child, the Son of God, to come into our lives, as we 

hear John the Baptist remind us yet again. I hope we hear it with a fresh new 

perspective coming out of this Covid19 nightmare, that yes, help is on the 

way. And while we still must wait just a little longer, the wait will be well 

worth it. Because it is this Christ Child who is the true answer to all of our 

prayers, it is he who comes bearing the healing within his wings; it is he who 

lifts us up when we are down. It is the Christ who came to give us all new life, 

even as he gave up his very own, for our sake and for the sake of God his 

father. 

 

Like children, we all wait for some good news. And maybe, like my father, 

we find it hard to wait. But still, it is what we must do. In the meantime, let 

us continue to prepare our hearts, our minds, and our way of life for his 

coming so that when that day does arrive. It will be as wonderful as we 

imagine it to be. And we can sing Glory to his name. Alleluia. 
 

 


