
Sermon on Luke 2:1-7 prepared by Jonathan Shradar  

 

Jesus owns every moment and he enters into the mess for you.  

 

Luke 2:1–7 “In those days a decree went out from Caesar Augustus that all the world should be 

registered. [2] This was the first registration when Quirinius was governor of Syria. [3] And all 

went to be registered, each to his own town. [4] And Joseph also went up from Galilee, from the 

town of Nazareth, to Judea, to the city of David, which is called Bethlehem, because he was of 

the house and lineage of David, [5] to be registered with Mary, his betrothed, who was with 

child. [6] And while they were there, the time came for her to give birth. [7] And she gave birth 

to her firstborn son and wrapped him in swaddling cloths and laid him in a manger, because 

there was no place for them in the inn.” (ESV) 

 

 

This is a safe place, where we can be honest - come face to face with our deepest reality - and 

hopefully find answers for it all. We live in perilous times. We can’t avoid it, on TV, every phone, 

the news of our sickness boiling over is everywhere. Things are hard. Honestly, hard. IT is not 

only “out there,” it is in “here” in us. It seems like we can barely bring our heads above the 

“water” of our schedules just to breathe.  

 

Always coming and going. One more thing to do. Busy. But hurting. We convince ourselves we 

don’t have a moment to spare; hyper connectivity yet loneliness is at an all time statistical high. 

Depression more common and diagnosed than ever. Counseling aggressively built into the busy 

schedule. Even in the land of affluence, work and clawing at significance, we can’t avoid the 

emptiness we feel when we lay our head on the pillow at night, or stare at the ceiling unable to 

sleep.  

 

Something is terribly wrong and all we can do is attempt to cover the numbness we feel with the 

latest Netflix binge or incessant scrolling to glimpse into the whitewashed lives of others.  

 

For many, Christmas lands right in the middle of the mess and adds it on… eight more things to 

accomplish, ten more plastic smiles to apply as you enter the room. But that is not what it is 

meant to do. The real Christmas invades the mess in order to unravel and heal it. To bring a new 

reality.  

 

That is exactly what happened some two thousand years ago, in the filth of a stable, a promise 

from long ago birthed, bringing a new reality. A fix, a correction and a solution finally to all of 

the ache, invigoration to the numbness of life.  

 

This morning it is to that story that we look, in hope of regaining what it was meant for. This, the 

most known story - you’ve read it every year - just before opening presents because we wouldn’t 

want to be materialistic! But we know this story. And from it we will make two observations in 

the fabric of the story and think of how they apply to us in suburban San Diego in 2017.  



Jesus owns every moment and he enters into the mess for you. 

 

1) Jesus Owns Every Moment 

 

It doesn’t matter how far back you go in the story - but this was the plan all along.  

 

You can start with the innocent girl visited by an angel, told that she would carry the son of the 

promise, give birth to the savior of the world. Luke 1:31–33 “And behold, you will conceive in 

your womb and bear a son, and you shall call his name Jesus. [32] He will be great and will be 

called the Son of the Most High. And the Lord God will give to him the throne of his father 

David, [33] and he will reign over the house of Jacob forever, and of his kingdom there will be 

no end.” (ESV) 

 

Back further still, to a people returned home from exile, hoping for restoration, and the promise 

is given, remembered, of the King that will come, from a little town of no renown.  

 

Earlier, when the kings they had hoped in failed, and the image of the promise, a suffering 

servant that would come to heal, to bear their burdens, to resolve what was broken.  

 

All the way to examples of redemption from slavery, provision in the wilderness and a way of 

living all meant to point to the need of a Savior and the promise of God to give one.  

The lone shepherd of many years given the guarantee of a nation. Children, like the stars…  

 

To where it all began, in a garden, to the first breaths of the brokenness and the promise of the 

Seed that would crush the head of enemy of God and man. The promise that would right the 

wrong and bring us back to the garden again.  

 

It all points to and is finally realized in this moment. The orchestration of every event of history. 

Every descendant, every movement of a people, every king, even the heart of Caesar - all to this 

moment, to put Joseph the faithful carpenter and Mary his betrothed in a stable to give birth to 

her firstborn child, a son.  

 

Luke 2:11 “For unto you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is Christ the Lord.” 

(ESV) 

 

To many, this Caesar was the savior. Responsible for Pax Romana, the world as his domain. 

Augustus. But instead he is a bit character in the grander story of God’s promise.  

 

The hurt that we know, the brokenness that has been suffered by all of humanity, it began with 

disobedience, an intentional disregard for God and it has been repeated by each of us ever since. 

God promised to not leave it this way, he had a solution and all of the promise of it, the surge of 

history arrives here with the Advent of the Savior.  

 



This is no luck of the draw. This is not the product of random circumstances. The couple with 

nothing but their trust in God’s word and a baby making an entrance into the world, are not here 

by happenstance. The fulfillment of prophecy and promise only comes because God is in control 

of it all. He holds every moment, his winds blow the sail of history and bring them to this shore 

of providence.  

 

This child king, this soon to be savior, he holds each moment, he owns them, that they would 

unfold for his glory. Right on time. In the fullness of time.  

 

Colossians 1:15–17 “He is the image of the invisible God, the firstborn of all creation. [16] For 

by him all things were created, in heaven and on earth, visible and invisible, whether thrones or 

dominions or rulers or authorities—all things were created through him and for him. [17] And he 

is before all things, and in him all things hold together.” (ESV) 

 

We can make many promises but our ability to fulfill them is often diminished because we can’t 

control every situation, we can barely control ourselves!  

 

God keeps his promise. And if this promise, a Serpent Crusher, then all promises. And he does 

so by owning it all, every moment.  

 

This first observation is among the most profound and one that is hard for us to wrap our minds 

around - Jesus, the sovereign of the universe holds all things in his hand - God’s decree is 

unstoppable, his word true. His promise, a word kept.  

 

The second observation is just as profound but also personal. In fact the second observation 

can’t reach any closer to us, to the dirt we feel, the reality we live in.  

 

2) Jesus Enters into the Mess for You 

 

In tiny Bethlehem, in a manger, nothing to keep the filth out but swaddling cloths. This is a 

gross scene. We might try to sanitize it, but we can’t!  

 

Even modern birth is a mess. Many of us have had the experience. We enter into perfectly clean 

rooms, with all sorts of technology to assist, stacks of bleached white blankets and towels. 

Constant cleaning. Yet the mess can’t be prevented. Life is messy and matched with screams 

from mother and child.  

 

Now enter our scene in Luke 2, a manger, essentially a feeding trough for animals, maybe some 

fresh hay… this is the world Jesus is born into. Again, not on accident, on purpose, birthed 

under the star announcing his arrival, in the mire of a stable. Did they even have a change of 

clothes? Water to wash? No one would give up their room for this woman.  



This birth would not take place in a palace or temple surrounded by priests anxious for his 

arrival. It wouldn’t even happen in the lush safety of the garden we had once known… It would 

take place in the lowest place.  

 

If Jesus owns every moment, then he planned, God planned to come into the ritual uncleanness 

of the manger, to take on the full weight of the hurt, the mess. He will stay in it all of his life… 

give glimpses of what is to come, with gifts, and the miraculous, but always low, his toes jammed 

with the filth of the same roads we walk down.  

 

Isaiah 53:2–3 “For he grew up before him like a young plant, 

and like a root out of dry ground; 

he had no form or majesty that we should look at him, 

and no beauty that we should desire him. 

[3] He was despised and rejected by men, 

a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief; 

and as one from whom men hide their faces 

he was despised, and we esteemed him not.” (ESV) 

 

We might read this story and wonder if the young parents could have done better.. “A stable was 

not where Joseph wanted to be that night. It held no romance for him. He was only there out of 

desperation. But the stable was not about Joseph or Mary. It was about the Son of God making 

himself nothing (Phil. 2:7). He had come to humble himself to unfathomable depths. So he 

borrowed a stable for his birth. Later, after an excruciating death to make propitiation (meet the 

wrath) for our sins (1 John 4:10), he would borrow a tomb (Matt. 27:59–60).” Jon Bloom  

 

This is not only the mess of blood and mud in the manger… this is the mess of our brokenness… 

the perilousness of all times. A world awash in sin.  

 

We might be tempted to define mess as all the the bad things that happen to us (which it is) but 

it's also the weight of our own sin and its consequences. The mess in the mirror. Our hearts… 

our constant attempts at fulfillment in passing things.  

 

The things we convince ourselves we are above, safe from in our strategies, our retirement 

funds, you name it.  
 

“a glaring issue largely left untouched and ignored by the affluent, active culture of our city: 

there seems to be a deep well of unprocessed sadness, unfinished grief, sorrow, and relational 

pain that people carry with them on a day to day basis.” - Matt Tebbe 

 

And the things we use to distract us or to make us “feel” better about these things. Drinking 

saltwater in the hopes it will quench our thirst.  

 

 



This is the mess, not merely being born in a barn, but entering into the gravity of life running 

from God. This is what Jesus is born into, this is what he infiltrates. “God is so real he most fully 

meets us where we really are.” 

 

This is exactly what he wanted to do. To enter into the mess to redeem his people. To set the 

broken things back into place, to undo the sadness that pervaded. Entering into the same mess 

you have experienced in life - so he could take it all on for you.  

 

And it was not something he did hoping someone would believe in him - it was something he did 

with you, personally in mind. From the first screams at birth to his last breath on the cross - it 
was for you.  

 

From the foundation of history, he desired you, and he kept his promise to come and live for 

you, to die in your stead, to give you something greater, something more meaningful than the 

mess.  

 

Hebrews 12:2 Jesus “who for the joy that was set before him endured the cross, despising the 

shame” (ESV) came into it all for you.  

 

There is no greater gift. Gather round the tree, sip eggnog, reminisce and remember.  

 

Jesus owns every moment and he enters into the mess for you.  

 

We could spend hours making other observations from the account of the birth of Christ. But 

what if we spent a life just applying these two, that Jesus owns every moment and he enters into 

the mess for you? 

 

This week, on two occasions, I was applying salt in preparation for enjoying food. Stacy thought 

I needed to chill a bit - way too liberal with my application of the salt. But I just don’t want to be 

without the salt! In the same way I don’t want a sandwich without mayo - and not a dusting of 

mayo, a layer of it!  
 

What would life be like if we aggressively applied these truths of Jesus - his control, his care? 

How would the hard things be different if we saw what Christmas revealed of the character of 

God? 

 

Because this is true; we can face every moment not with fear and uncertainty, but with 

wonder and confidence. Owned by Jesus just like the moments of our lives. Kept, cared for and 

secure in him not because our personalities are more geared for it, or we have done anything to 

earn it, but because he gave himself for us. To be born into the mess, to live to honor the Father 

and to die in our place. The work is done, nothing can change it. We can believe in it, trust him 

in every moment. That his purpose will be done, his promise be true, that he will be glorified and 

we will taste his goodness…  



 

“The Father has purposes for us and our hardships that extend far beyond us. What often appear 

like misfortunes in the moment later prove to be means of great mercies. In your place of 

desperation it may be that what you need most is not less turmoil, but more trust. For God 

chooses stables of desperation as the birthplaces of his overwhelming grace.” Jon Bloom  

 

Not only can we face every moment but we know we have help in the mess. Because Jesus has 

been there. He knows the loneliness, the hurt. He is more than familiar with the pain.  

 

Hebrews 4:14–16 “Since then we have a great high priest who has passed through the 

heavens, Jesus, the Son of God, let us hold fast our confession. [15] For we do not have a high 

priest who is unable to sympathize with our weaknesses, but one who in every respect has been 

tempted as we are, yet without sin. [16] Let us then with confidence draw near to the throne of 

grace, that we may receive mercy and find grace to help in time of need.” (ESV) 

 

We help one another in the mess of life too. Always helping each other to look to Jesus and 

carrying each others burdens. He gives us a family to be his hands and feet, now, no longer 

alone.  

 

And as we face every moment trusting him, knowing we have help in the mess, we hope in his 

promises.  
 

The promise of a Savior, of redemption, forgiveness of sin, was kept. This birth is a promise 

fulfilled. And because this promise was kept we can trust that all of the others will be.  

 

“I will not leave you as orphans, I will come to you.” 

“There is therefore now no condemnation for those that are in Christ Jesus.” 

“He will wipe away every tear…”  

“The Lord will fulfill his purpose for me” Psalm 138:8 

 

For all of God’s promises find their yes in Him.  

 

We mine the word for promise, faith in their delivery, in God’s moment.  

 

“Let me share a conclusion I have come to in my study of the Scriptures. I have come to believe 

that all the promises of God have been made to assure us weak and changeable humans of God’s 

never-ending goodwill and concern. What God is today He will be tomorrow.” - AW Tozer 

 

Which promise will you hold onto? 

 

A baby is born, in the mess of a manger, into the brokenness of humanity corrupted by the curse 

of sin, ravaged by the pursuit of self and defiance toward God… Into the blood and muck… all for 



you. And he holds every moment that brings him there, just as he holds every moment since, 

leading to this very moment of reminder of his control, his care, his promise to you.  

 

It is this Jesus then that we take to those hurt, hiding and hunting for something more. He is the 

only way of relief, of help, of rescue from the mess.  

 

C.S. Lewis, Chronicles of Narnia, Silver Chair…  

 

Right away we meet Jill Pole, a girl hiding and crying behind the gym at school. At the end of 

herself because of the bullying she suffers and the pretending she does to prove she is “alright.”  

 

Her persistence in acting like she can handle anything leads to a seeming catastrophe… and a 

scene of great beauty.  

 

Jill, thirsty and disoriented heads into a wood in search of water, toward the sound of flowing 

water. And there, in the way is the Lion.  

 

“If you’re thirsty, you may drink.” She freezes in fear…  

 

“Are you not thirsty?” said the Lion.  

“I’m dying of thirst,” said Jill.  

“Then drink,” said the Lion.  

“May I - could I - would you mind going away while I do?” said Jill.  

‘The Lion answered this only by a look and a very low growl. And as Jill gazed at its motionless 

bulk, she realized that she might as well have asked the whole mountain to move aside for her 

convenience. 

 

The delicious rippling noise of the stream was driving her nearly frantic.  

 

“Will you promise not to - do anything to me, if I do come?” said Jill.  

“I make no promise,” said the Lion.  

 

Jill was so thirsty now that, without noticing it, she had come a step nearer.  

 

“Do you eat girls?” she said.  

 

“I have swallowed up girls and boys, women and men, kings and emperors, cities and realms,” 

said the Lion. It didn’t say it as if it were boasting, nor as if it were sorry, nor as if it were angry. 

It just said it.  
 

“I daren’t come and drink,” said Jill.  

“Then you will die of thirst,” said the Lion.  



“Oh dear!” said Jill, coming another step nearer. “I suppose I must go and look for another 

stream then.”  

 

“There is no other stream,” said the Lion.  

 

It never occurred to Jill to disbelieve the Lion - no one who had seen his face could do that - and 

her mind suddenly made itself up. It was the worst thing she has ever had to do, but she went 

forward to the stream, knelt down, and began scooping up water in here hand. It was the 

coldest, most refreshing water she had ever tasted. You didn’t need to drink much of it, for it 
quenched your thirst at once…” 

 

 

This is the invitation of the babe in the manger, the man on the cross. Come, all who are thirsty, 

drink and be satisfied. Will you drink? Will you keep drinking? 

 

Jesus owns every moment and he enters into the mess for you.  

 

His promises are our refreshment as we wait. He is our source, our help and our hope.  

 

 

To steal another Narnian image, in a world that seems to be always winter and never Christmas, 

we have in Christ a sure and certain hope that we are heading to a life that is always Christmas 

and never winter.  


