
December 22, 2019 Advent 4 Joyful Love 

Advent is for most Christians a time of anticipation, of waiting, and of 

preparation. Christmas is the destination after 24 days of waiting and 

preparation. We look forward to singing “Silent Night” by the light of 

candles. At home we bake cookies, make candy, decorate the tree, light 

the Advent candles and count down the calendar (preferably with 

chocolates inside!). We ready our hearth and home for the arrival of family 

and friends. We plan elaborate celebratory meals. We choose gifts, wrap 

them carefully, and anticipate reactions of delight. 

But isn’t Advent really more than that? Sure, we look for the 

incarnation of Christ in humble circumstances, but aren’t we supposed to 

look for Christ every day of the year? Sure, Advent leads up to Christmas, 

a day of high festal celebration, but how much of the holy holidays have 

been hijacked into a commercial consumption competition? Let me know if 

you hear more than one (or in rare cases more than two) Advent hymns 

played on local radio stations. 

Take this week’s lessons from Isaiah and Matthew, for example. 

From all these we can glean important lessons for the discipleship journey–

particularly the lesson of how to fling wide the doors of our heart, home, 



and church to neighbor and stranger alike. In this age of constant change, 

the church does well to remember its mission to welcome the stranger, 

serve the marginalized, and share the good news of Jesus. We can use the 

words found in the lesson from Isaiah as a model for how to lead and serve 

in accord with God’s will. Peace, fairness, equity, hopefulness, and 

faithfulness are lifted up as marks of leadership for the one who follows the 

divine way and will. 

But one must often wonder: What would we have without Christmas?  

• The candied fruit market would completely collapse! 

• Our boring, uneventful lives would have no stress at all! 

• Eggnog would just be a slimy, high cholesterol beverage. 

• Santa would be a strange fat man with poor fashion sense! 

• Two words— “The Grinch” 

• We wouldn’t mindlessly sing “Walking in a Winter Wonderland” (in a green 
Vancouver) 

• You’d have to spend your own money buying stuff that doesn’t fit. 

• We would never wonder if reindeer really know how to fly. 

• Your cat would never know the joy of coughing up tinsel, or knock your 
tree down. 

• Number one reason—without Christmas, there could be no Easter! 



It is one of those sayings that drives you nuts but it is so very true… 

you don’t know what it’s like until you’ve tried it. And this goes doubly so for 

parenthood. Sure… I always knew that parents loved their kids, and I 

always knew that my parents loved me… but I never really knew just how 

much until I parented Tyler and Hunter, and then bitrhed Dakota. Even now 

I know I am only at the start of this journey as a parent and my love for 

Dakota will grow and grow. I would do anything for my children. 

Today, we lit the candle of Love, and while I was reflecting on the 

Christmas season and my message for today, the thing that kept coming 

back to me was the love of a parent. Specifically, God’s love for Jesus. We 

know that God loves Jesus because it’s all throughout scripture. We know 

that God loves Jesus through God’s actions in Jesus’ life. We know that 

God loves Jesus… because God is a parent. It might have seemed odd 

that today during Advent, our scripture focused on Jesus’ baptism… but it 

is one of the most striking messages from God as a parent in the whole of 

scripture. I particularly like the way in one passage it says it, “You are my 

Son, whom I love; with you I am well pleased.” I get that now as a parent. I 

understand the emotion tied up with those words. I can experience that 

moment in a small way as I look to Dakota and say “You are my child, 

whom I love; with you I am well pleased.” 



Christmas is a time when people tend to show more joyful love for 

their family members, neighbours and even complete strangers. Of course, 

we do have the occasional frenzy at one of the major stores and a bit of 

horn honking in the mall parking lots, but overall Christmas is a time that 

warms us and softens us. That is how it should be because God revealed 

God’s love to us with the Christ-child born and laid in a manger in 

Bethlehem. 

Christmas can also be a time of disappointment. The empty chair 

where a person we loved sat during previous Christmas meals or the family 

member or friend who lives too far away to get home for Christmas. 

Sometimes the disappointment is less serious but nonetheless critical, like 

the lack of batteries for the most important electronic device on Christmas 

morning. 

I read about a little girl who climbed onto Santa's lap and heard Santa 

ask the usual question: "And what would you like for Christmas?" The child 

looked up at him totally horrified and asked, “What do you mean? Did you 

not get my email?” Times have changed since most of us adults were 

children. I’ll prove it to you. There is no way what I am about to tell you 

would have made any sense at all a generation ago. So, here it is. What do 

you get if you cross a Christmas Tree with an iPad? A Pine-Apple! 



God loves you so much, God wants to give you the greatest gift God 

could possibly give. A famous story helps illustrate the point… a story of a 

small girl and set of fake pearls.  

The cheerful girl with bouncy curls was almost five. Waiting with her 

mother at the checkout stand, she saw a circle of glistening white pearls in 

a pink foil box. “Oh please, Mommy. Can I have them? Please, Mommy, 

please?” Her mother checked the back of the little foil box and said, “Jenny, 

these pearls only cost $1.95. If you really want them, I’ll think of some extra 

chores for you to do and raise your allowance. It won’t take long for you to 

save enough money to buy them yourself.” Her mother was right. After only 

two weeks, Jenny had enough money saved for the pearls. Her mother 

took her back to the store, where Jenny proudly counted out her money to 

the cashier.  

Jenny loved her pearls. They made her feel pretty and grown up. She 

wore them everywhere: Sunday school, kindergarten, even to bed. The 

only time she took them off was when she went swimming or took a bubble 

bath. Her mother said that if they got wet, they might turn her neck green. 

Jenny also had a very loving daddy. Every night when she was ready for 



bed, her daddy would stop whatever he was doing and come upstairs to 

read her a story. 

One night when he finished the story, he said to Jenny, “I love you, 

sweetheart. Do you love me?” “Oh yes, Daddy,” Jenny replied. “You know 

that I love you.” “Then give me your pearls,” her father said. Jenny was 

confused. “Oh, Daddy, not my pearls,” she said. “But you can have 

Princess, the white horse from my collection. Remember, Daddy? The one 

you gave me last year? She’s my favorite.” “That’s okay, Honey,” Jenny’s 

father said. “Daddy loves you. Good night.” And he brushed her cheek with 

a kiss. 

About a week later, after story time, Jenny’s daddy said once again, “I 

sure do love you, sweetheart. Do you love me?” “Daddy, you know I love 

you.” “Then give me your pearls.” Jenny was confused again. “Oh Daddy, 

not my pearls. But you can have my baby doll. The brand new one I got for 

my birthday. She is so beautiful. You can have the yellow blanket that 

matches her sleeper, too.” “That’s okay,” Jenny’s father said. Daddy loves 

you. Good night.” And as always, he gave her a gentle kiss. 

A few nights later when her daddy came in, Jenny was sitting on her 

bed with her legs crossed. As he came close, he noticed her chin was 



trembling and one silent tear rolled down her cheek. What is it, Jenny? 

What’s the matter?” Jenny didn’t say anything, but lifted her little hand up to 

her daddy. And when she opened it, there was her little pearl necklace. 

With a little quiver, she finally said, “Here, Daddy, it’s for you.” With tears 

gathering in his own eyes, Jenny’s daddy reached out with one hand to 

take the necklace. With the other hand he reached into his pocket and 

pulled out a blue velvet case and gave it to Jenny. When she opened it, 

she found a beautiful strand of real pearls.  

This is what God’s love is like. The first time I heard this story, I didn’t 

particularly like it. I thought to myself, when I am a minister, I can rewrite it 

and just have the daddy give her the pearls freely, after all, that is what 

grace is, that is how salvation really works. However, you see I have not 

rewritten it… as I have thought on it more I think it represents more than 

the grace of God that is freely given, it represents all the things that get in 

the way of the gifts that God wants to give us. 

During this advent season, I want you all to know that God joyfully 

loves you. I want you to know that God wants to give you of his very best. I 

also want to encourage you not to hold on too tightly to those things we 

think we need to sacrifice the things we really need. “For unto you is born 



this day in the city of David, a savior who is Christ the Lord.” That is what 

we should be preparing for this joyful loving season, and that’s where our 

hearts should be… In the name of the God, and of the Son, and of the Holy 

Spirit. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


