
SERMON FOR CHRISTMAS EVE, 2018 
Midnight Mass, Heytesbury 

Texts: Isaiah 62.6-12 
Titus 3.4-7 
Luke 2.8-20 

 
Let me be the first to say “Happy Christmas” to you all – and may it be a joyous and 

blessed time for you. I expect for many of you it’s a time when the house is full to bursting 
and there are more places set at the table than you thought possible? I know I’ve been talking 
to people who say they have 8 or 10 or 12 staying in the house “and we’ll be 27 for Christmas 
lunch”. Even here tonight the church is pretty full – Alleluia! 

 
But when the house is so full, do you really have time to talk properly to every person? 

Or, rather like a drinks party, do you think, after they’ve gone “Oh I never really got around 
to asking Jemima how things were; I just didn’t have time, what with everything else going 
on”. 

 
I’m going to destroy one of your cherished illusions now, in the interests of truth and of 

an honest challenge. Part of the Christmas story of the birth in Bethlehem, not included in our 
Gospel reading tonight, is: “there was no room in the inn”. But actually there was no inn – no 
stable – no unwelcoming innkeeper. The word mistakenly translated “inn” is the Greek word 
kataluma, and it actually means a guest-room. It’s the word used later on in Luke’s gospel to 
describe the Upper Room where the Last Supper took place. In Jerusalem, in a well-to-do 
household, it would be a large separate room. In Bethlehem, a rural village, it was probably a 
space at the end of the main living area, which was raised a bit and separated by a low 
partition from the lower area. In such houses what normally happened was that the family 
lived “upstairs”, as it were on a kind of mezzanine level, with the animals on a lower level, 
but all in the same building. What Luke seems to be telling us, is that the upper level was so 
crammed with people that, to give him a bit of space, the baby Jesus was laid in the feeding 
trough on the lower level. Just as you, if you have ten or 20 adults all having a noisy and 
cheerful dinner together, might put the baby down in another room to give him a bit of quiet. 
But of course the feeding-trough, the manger, became the sign to the shepherds that this was 
the right baby, the One. 

 
This means that the message we sometimes draw from nativity plays, the dramatic picture 

of Mary and Joseph being turned away by the inn-keeper, being rejected and refused in their 
hour of need, is perhaps not quite accurate. No-one refused them; no-one actually rejected 
them, or the baby Jesus. They were taken in, as would be a matter of course with strangers in 
those days. It was something everybody did. There weren’t any inns in towns, only on the 
open road (like the one between Jerusalem and Jericho which the Good Samaritan took the 
injured traveller to. But in this case, and at this time, the house was very busy, it was very full 
of people, and there wasn’t actually space for Jesus in the guest room, in the upper part of the 
house  – he just didn’t quite fit in. 

 
And I wonder if, for many of us, it’s rather like that with us and Jesus. It’s not that we 

consciously reject him, or refuse to think about him or pray to him. It’s just that he doesn’t 
quite fit into our lives. There’s so much else going on, you see – so many concerns we have, 
so much to do, so many obligations and promises to fulfil, so many deadlines to meet. It’s not 
so much that we make a conscious decision about accepting Jesus or not, but that things slip 
by – time slips by - without us noticing. If there is lack of room for Jesus in our lives – and 
indeed in our modern world -  it can sometimes be because people deliberately  refuse him; 
but it seems to me that most often – now as then – there simply isn’t time and space for Jesus. 



 
But this is his birthday! And he’s the one who brought us the greatest possible gift – 

deliverance from the weaknesses and nasty parts of our human nature and the consequences, 
so a life here with a clear conscience - and then eternal life in endless joy with him and with 
all our loved ones. When one of our family has a birthday, we make it a special day for him, 
as “the birthday boy/girl”. How can we make Christmas special for Jesus? 

 
Some small suggestions: Why not say a grace before your Christmas dinner – and listen 

to the words so that they ring in your heart as you say thank you. Why not stop as you get 
into bed, look back over the day, and give thanks for all the good things? And if you should 
find yourself humming a carol, think of the words and mull them over, focus on them and 
enjoy the pictures they conjure up for you - and link them back to Jesus. 

 
Because if you do make space for him, and invite him in to join the party – his party – 

you will be greatly blessed. An old hymn saysu7 
“Oh come to my heart Lord Jesus, 
There is room in my heart for thee”.  
 
May you know his presence with you this Christmas tide, in your hearts and in your 

homes, and may it give you great joy and great blessing – Amen 


