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[1
st
 reading: Isaiah 63:7–9] 

[Psalm: Psalm 148] 

[2
nd

 reading: Hebrews 2:10–18] 

[Gospel: Matthew 2:13–23] 

[Liturgical date: Christmas 1A]  
[Location: USNA] 

Grace to you and peace from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

More than 20 years ago I had a bout with kidney stones.  For those of you who 

are familiar with this you know that there is really no entertainment value at all to be 

found in them.  To describe what I went through as pain is not descriptive enough.  The 

burst of agonizing pain that I experienced, waking me from a dead sleep in the middle 

of the night with no warning scared Emma and I both tremendously.  She got up and 

took me to the hospital, and that is where the pain of frustration began.  The doctors 

assured me, “Don’t worry, it will pass.  You just need to drink plenty of liquids.”  So I 

did.  I drank an enormous amount of liquids, and a month later it still had not passed.  

Finally, after all that time the doctors decided on taking a more proactive approach with 

surgery, and I had fully reached the point of agreement with them – I liked their 

conclusion. 

Now, I have been told that the only pain greater than kidney stones, in theory, is 

that of childbirth.  Having not experienced it personally, but witnessing it when our 

daughter, Maggie Rose, was born I can begin to agree and understand.  After 

witnessing the pain, and fear, and anxiety experienced by both Emma and Maggie 

Rose and seeing how out of control that pain was I could completely understand.  Even 

worse, however, was the fact that I could do nothing but be present and love them – I 

could do nothing about it. 

As great as the pain of kidney stones may be and as great as the pain of 

childbirth may be I truly believe that a greater pain does exists, and that is the loss of a 

child.  Unlike the pain of childbirth or the pain of kidney stones, the pain of losing a 

child is not one that simply fades with time. 

When I was a teenager I had an uncle named Jim who died from cancer.  Jim 

was only 33 years old at the time.  Finally, after battling the ravages of cancer for 
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several years he finally succumbed to the disease.  I remember visiting my 

grandparents at their farm in Statesville, NC several years later and finding my 

grandmother alone in the kitchen openly sobbing and weeping.  It startled me and I 

asked, “What’s wrong Mamaw?”  The simple answer she gave really summed up the 

whole thing in a way that nothing else could, “No mother should ever have to bury her 

son.”  As I experienced with Emma’s pain during childbirth, there was really nothing 

that I could do but be present with her and love her. 

In today’s gospel we find the entire community of Bethlehem’s mothers saying 

exactly the same thing, “No mother should ever have to bury their child.”  But, that is 

exactly what they had to do, and exemplifies the fulfillment of the prophesy that we 

have through Isaiah, “Rachel weeping for her children and refusing to be consoled.”  

Everyone else was standing by helpless, unable to do anything at all. 

This year, week by week, as we have gathered for worship we have prayed for 

our fallen in uniform.  At this point in the year that number has risen to approximately 

130 men and women who have made the ultimate sacrifice for our freedom and peace.  

For each of them there was a mother, a father, a husband, a wife, children who were 

left weeping over the senseless loss.  Others stand by helplessly unable to console 

them. 

A little over a year ago our nation witnessed the horrors that took place at Sandy 

Hook Elementary School in Newtown, CT.  Twenty children and six adults were 

needlessly and senselessly murdered, and the weeping in that community continues 

through to today.  Many others, including us, around this nation helplessly stand by 

unable to do anything about it. 

From our perspective, the sense of unfairness, helplessness, anger, and 

frustration are all overwhelming.  We cry out, “Can’t anyone do anything about this!!  

Why this man?! Why this woman?!  Why this child?!  They have done nothing wrong!  

Why!!!”  Our frustration seething we even cry, “Doesn’t even God care?!  Where is God 

anyway?!” 
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That is a great question, and probably the best question of all: where is God and 

doesn’t God care.  Questions that really get to the heart of the matter. 

Our gospel reading today gives us a tremendous sense of whiplash.  Just a few 

short days ago we gathered here to tell the stories of Jesus and the glories of his birth.  

A birth that was heralded by shepherds, and angelic hosts, and wise men.  Then, we 

make a startling turn to today’s text, which highlights the disparity between man and 

God.  God came as a humble child to humble parents born in a manger.  Herod came 

fearful of that child and struck out to destroy that child.  Instead, he missed and wiped 

out the children age two and younger in the community of Bethlehem.  The tensile is 

still on our trees, and many of us still have unopened presents under the tree.  The 

glow is still present from our Advent candles and here we are confronted with 

senseless slaughter.  Doesn’t God care!?  Why was his son spared?  Where is God 

anyway!? 

For me few thing demonstrate our need for Jesus better than the uncomfortable 

juxtaposition of this text alongside the birth narrative.  Jesus, born into human 

sinfulness, born into human fear, and greed and suffering, is God born among us, his 

sinful creatures.  For us he became Emmanuel, God with us.  God was with those 

families 2000 years ago in Bethlehem.  God is with us now.  God will always be with 

us.  As God has always been, God will always be – with us. 

Recorded in the book of Genesis is the account of the way that the man and the 

woman sinned against God by disobeying God.  Yet, God walked with them, even in 

their sinfulness.  God sought them out even as they hid from God because of the 

shame of their sin.  Through sin they had separated themselves from God, but God still 

protected and provided for them.  God came to them.  God made the first sacrifice ever 

covering the shame of their sin.  God made for them clothing made from skins.  In 

other words, an animal had to die to cover their sin.  Blood was shed, covering the 

shame of their sin.  Despite the presence of their sin, God was with them. 

In Isaiah’s prophesy that we read earlier from Isaiah 63 we note in verse 9 it 

says, “It was no messenger or angel but his presence that saved them; in his love and 
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in his pity he redeemed them; he lifted them up and carried them all the days of old.”1  

Did you catch that, it was subtle?  It was the Lord himself, his presence, his love that 

redeemed them.  It was Emmanuel, God with us, and not an angel or a messenger.  

God did not delegate his authority.  It was the Lord himself that provided the sacrifice, 

and ultimately we know that he became our sacrifice. 

So, perhaps Jesus was spared and escaped the slaughter in Bethlehem, but 

really it was only delayed.  It was no real escape at all.  The Lord provided the sacrifice 

himself covering our shame and our sin, once and for all time.  Eventually, Mary was 

found weeping, “No mother should ever have to bury her son,” but she did.  But, 

through her son hope was found.  Through her son redemption was gained.  Two days 

after she buried her son, Sunday came and glory was revealed as death was defeated.  

Emmanuel, God came to be with us.  In our baptism we are joined to him and his 

baptism.  In our baptism we are with God, joined to his death, but also joined to his 

resurrection. 

Now, I cannot possibly stand here and promise today that no more mothers will 

ever be found to be weeping.  But, I can promise, without a doubt that we have hope 

through the one who became our sacrifice.  We have hope through the one whose 

blood was shed for us, who was laid in a grave and then defeated that grave. 

So, maybe we want to ask those questions again, “Doesn’t God even care?” and 

“Where is God?”  Well, I believe, definitively that God does care.  God cares enough to 

be with us and die for us.  Our pain, our shame, our sin was given to the one who 

wanted to do more than simply watch and love.  He came to be with us and dwell with 

us.  He took our pain and sin on himself.  Jesus is Emmanuel, God with us and God for 

us.  He is the one who chose to do something about it – even at great cost to himself. 

                                           
1 Isaiah 63:9b 


