JOY FOR CHRISTMAS
Christmas Eve 2010 – Luke 2:10

If there is a single word that describes what Christmas is all about, it’s the word “joy.” In our carols we sing:         Joy to the world, the Lord is come…repeat the sounding joy…O come all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant…    And the mountains in reply, echoing their joyous strain…A thrill of hope the weary world rejoices …                    Joyful all ye nations rise, join the triumph of the skies, with angelic hosts proclaim, Christ is born in Bethlehem.   We hear the Christmas angles the great glad tidings tell...Now sing we now rejoice, now raise to heav’n our voice… From heav’n above to earth I come to bear good news to every home; Glad tidings of great joy I bring,…

Good Christian men, rejoice, with heart and soul and voice…Joy, joy, for Christ is born, the babe, the son of Mary!  It’s very clear that God desires us to have joy for Christmas because a Savior has been born.  
Luke 2:10-12: But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the people.  Today in the town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord. This will be a sign to you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger. Notice that this news is of great joy.  The word “great” here has the idea of mega joy  or super-sized cheerfulness. We could translate it as “humungous hilarity.” Many sing: joyful and triumphant with their lips while living sad and defeated lives on the inside.            To desire joy in ones life is normal. People don’t say: All I want for Christmas is depression, pain and hardship.   We have an entitlement mentality in America about many things and one of those things is to be happy.  Rooted in our culture and based upon our Declaration of Independence: …life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.  What does your joy - ometer say tonight? On a scale of 1-10  (ten =great joy & one=little joy) where do you register?
 JOY MADE POSSIBLE!
Joy is different than happiness. Happiness is temporary. It lasts just about as long as the wrapping paper does on Christmas morning. Sometimes it doesn’t last even that long. Happiness is based on people, places, and things. People can change and occasionally they let you down. One family waited until the last minute to send Christmas cards. Mom knew she had 49 folks on her list. So she rushed into a store and bought a package of 50 cards without really looking at them. Still in a big hurry, she addressed the 49 and signed them without reading the message inside. On Christmas Day when things had quieted down somewhat, she happened to come across the one leftover card and finally read the message she had sent. This card is just to say a little gift is on the way.  Places seem more permanent but somehow they don’t last either. Anyone who has tried to go back to a place and recapture a moment knows that it can’t ever really be done. You capture the shadow of times past but never the essence. Things don’t create permanent happiness. Things break. Parts get lost. They wear out or just lose their luster. Someone said, Christmas is a joyous day for children, but for parents joy on earth comes several days later when all the batteries wear out!  

Joy does not depend on what’s happening. Joy is an inner sense of well-being that has nothing to do with circumstances. Joy to the world! The Lord is come! Let earth receive her king; let every heart prepare Him room…We have joy because Jesus, the promised one has come into our world in the flesh! We can have joy because the Lord has come! Our hearts are preparing room.  Jesus birth in Bethlehem prophesied in Micah 5:2 is just one of over 300 prophesies fulfilled by Jesus. That this could be accounted for by coincidence is all but impossible. If you would apply the modern science of probability to one person fulfilling just eight prophesies it is one in 10 to 17th power. That’s seventeen zero’s (one hundred quadrillion). This would be like placing one hundred quadrillion silver dollars and place them all in the state of Texas. The whole state would be covered two feet deep. Now mark one of these silver dollars and stir the whole mass thoroughly. Now blindfold an individual and tell them they can travel as far as they wish, but they must pick up that one marked silver dollar. What chance would they have of getting the marked silver dollar? Just the same chance that the prophets would have had of writing those eight prophesies and having them all come true in any one man, providing they wrote them in their own wisdom.
God loved the world so much that He sent his Son into the world as a light in the darkness so  the joy of an abundant life could be possible!. If He had a wallet, your photo would be in it. If He had a calendar, your birthday would be circled. If God was picking out teams, you would be His number one pick. Turn to the sidelines, that’s God cheering you on. Look past the finish line; that’s God applauding your steps. Listen for Him in the bleachers, shouting your name. Too tired to continue? He’ll carry you. Keep falling down? He’s picking you up. God is for you. That is what brings us true joy in life is knowing how much we are loved by God the Father!
Martin Luther in a Christmas sermon: The gospel is a joyful sermon concerning Christ, our Savior.  Whoever preaches him rightly, preaches the Gospel of pure joy. How is it possible for man to hear of greater joy than that Christ has been given to him as his own?  He does not only say Christ is born, but he makes his birth our own by saying, TO YOU a Savior is born. It is personal…for you. This is the source of true joy! 
What prevents us from living our lives in the joy of Christmas? God is pure and Holy without sin. Sin separates us from this joy. All have sinned. Sins wage is death. Jesus is the bridge that brings us back to the Father.  He lived a perfect life, and    became sin for us. Shed his blood on the cross. Proved He had conquered sin, death, and hell by rising from the dead. To every repentant heart (I’m sorry ) there is forgiveness of sin, hope for tomorrow, and a purpose for living today. The key is faith. By grace we have been saved through faith. (Eph. 2:8-9). Our destiny is heaven. Our goal while on earth is to become more like Jesus by living each day in His joy.
A wealthy man and his son loved to collect rare works of art. They would often sit together and admire the great works of art. When the Vietnam conflict broke out, the son went to war. He was very courageous and died in battle while rescuing another soldier. The father was notified and grieved deeply for his only son. About a month later, just before Christmas, there was a knock at the door. A young man stood at the door with a large package in his hands. 
He said, Sir, you don't know me, but I am the soldier for whom your son gave his life. He saved many lives that day, and he was carrying me to safety when a bullet struck him in the heart and he died instantly. He often talked about you, and your love for art. The young man held out this package. I know this isn't much. I'm not really a great artist, but I think your son would have wanted you to have this. The father opened the package. It was a portrait of his son, painted by the young man. The father was so drawn to the eyes that his own eyes welled up with tears. He thanked the young man and offered to pay him for the picture. No sir, I could never repay what your son did for me. It's a gift. The father hung the portrait over his mantle. A few years later the man died too.
 Since he had no heir, all his paintings were to be sold at auction. Collectors came from all around; it isn't often that such a great collection becomes available. As the auction opened the first painting on the platform was the painting of the son. The auctioneer: We will start the bidding with this picture of the son. Who will bid for this picture?   There was silence. The longtime caretaker of the man and his son: I'll give $10 for the painting. Auctioneer:     Going once, twice, SOLD for $10! The auctioneer laid down his gavel. I'm sorry, the auction is over.  When I was called to conduct this auction, I was told of a secret stipulation in the will. I was not allowed to reveal that stipulation until this time. Only the painting of the son would be auctioned.  According to the will of the father, whoever takes the son...gets it all. His message today is: Whoever takes the Son gets it all. Joy made possible!
 JOY MADE EXPRESSIBLE!
Luke 2:20: The shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen, which were just as they had been told. The shepherds returned to their jobs with a different perspective on life. Because of Christmas we are empowered to express the  joy of Christmas each day. For you children at heart we no longer go about life with an Eeyore attitude – full of worry. It’s hard to be joyful when you are stressed out and worried. It divides the mind between positive thoughts and damaging thoughts. Worry is: Asking “what if” and answering.      A small boy was writing a letter to God about the Christmas presents he so badly wanted. I’ve been good for six months now. After a moments reflection he crossed out six and wrote three. He got all the way down to two weeks got up from the table and went over to the manger scene. He picked up the figure of Mary and went back to writing, Dear God, if you ever want to see your mother again. This is exactly what worry does, it steals our joy. Worry does not empty tomorrow of it’s sorrows, it empties today of it’s strength.  That is no way to live life is it?

We live life with a Tigger attitude – full of joy!  Ann along with her two small sons, went to live with her parents in Texas for the duration of World War II, while her Air Force husband was in Europe. It was Christmas time and mother and grandparents were making great plans for the boys. The tree was up and decorated. Gifts were bought and hidden away. The excitement, the joy, the beauty of the season seemed to push the sorrows and separation of war aside for a time. A week before Christmas Day, word came that Dad had been killed in action. Ann went away to her room and closed the door. Grandpa and Grandma decided to take down the decorations. Since sorrow had replace their joy.  Ann came out of her room: What have you done with the tree?  Reply: It seemed out of place with you so broken-hearted. Ann: Bring it back in. Christmas was made for such times as these! Dark is the earth!       But the light that blazed forth from Bethlehem still shines from the lives of those who believe everywhere, and the only thing that can put it out is rejection. Surely, it is better to light a candle than to curse the darkness! Shall we keep Christmas this year? Yes, we must keep Christmas this year, for Christ was born for such times as these.   That’s a Tigger attitude – full of joy no matter what life brings our way! I wrote a Christmas song while stuck in traffic in December of 2007. It goes to the tune of Jingle Bells: Jesus saves, Jesus saves, born in Bethlehem. Son of God and Son of Man, He’s the great  I AM! (2xs) God so loved the world, He gave His only Son, who so ere believes, eternal life has won. So worship and adore, give glory to the King. Honor, blessing, power and praise with all of heaven sing! Joy, joy for Christ is born the babe the Son of Mary! This joy is expressible 365 days a year. 
Mark was an 11 year old orphan who lived with his aunt, a bitter middle aged woman greatly annoyed with the burden of caring for her dead sister's son. She never failed to remind young Mark, if it hadn't been for her generosity, he would be homeless. With all the scolding and chilliness at home, he was a sweet and gentle child.        One teacher had not noticed Mark particularly until he began staying after class each day to help her straighten up the room. They did this quietly, not speaking much, but enjoying the solitude of that hour of the day. When they did talk, Mark spoke mostly of his mother. Though he was quite small when she died, he remembered a kind, gentle, loving woman, who always spent much time with him. 

As Christmas drew near however, Mark failed to stay after school each day. The teacher stopped him one afternoon and asked why he no longer helped in the room. She told him how she had missed him, and his large gray eyes lit up eagerly as he replied: Did you really miss me?  She explained how he had been her best helper. Mark whispered:      I was making you a surprise. It's for Christmas. With that, he became embarrassed and dashed from the room. He didn't stay after school any more after that.  Finally came the last school day before Christmas. Mark crept slowly into the room late that afternoon with his hands concealing something behind his back. I have your present. I hope you like it. He held out his hands, and there lying in his small palms was a tiny wooden box. The teacher: Its beautiful, Mark. Is there something in it? He replied: Oh you can't see what's in it, and you can't touch it, or taste it or feel it, but mother always said it makes you feel good all the time, warm on cold nights, and safe when you're all alone. She gazed into the empty box: What is it Mark, that will make me feel so good?  He said: It's love. Mother always said love came down at Christmas. And he turned and quietly left the room. Today she keeps a small box crudely made of scraps of wood on the piano in her living room and only smiles as inquiring friends raise quizzical eyebrows when she explains to them that there is love in it. Love came down at Christmas, placed in a manger.
Maybe this year life has dealt you loss like Mark. You’ve lost a loved one, and you miss them this time of year.       Maybe you are out of work and your worried what tomorrow will bring. Tonight our God whispers to us. I am with you. Do not be afraid. I have sent my Son to give you joy in spite of life’s circumstances. Maybe things are going well. Like that teacher embrace a Mark with the love of Christ. Discover what God will teach you through them. Because of Christmas we are no longer orphans but are children of God. We are the apple of His eye! Joy made possible and expressible through the birth of Jesus Christ.  May you joy – ometer be one of GREAT JOY! AMEN!
Reflect on WE ARE THE REASON by David Meece:
As little children we would dream of Christmas morn and all the gifts and toys we knew we'd find, but we never realized a baby born one blessed night gave us the greatest gift of our lives.  As the years went by we learned more about gifts, giving of ourselves and what that means, on a dark and cloudy day a man comes crying in the rain, because of love, because of love…

I finally found the reason for living, it's in giving every part of my heart to Him. In all that I do every word that I say, I'll be giving my all just for Him, for Him. We are the reason that He gave His life; we are the reason that He suffered and died. To a world that was lost He gave all He could give, to show us the reason to live. He is my reason to live; He is my reason to live...
