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What are we willing to risk for love? That may sound like a sort of sentimental question, 

one more suited for a Hallmark movie than for the church, but I think it’s a very serious question 

at the center of the stories around Jesus’ birth. We don’t hear much about Joseph and his role in 

the events around Christmas. In Luke’s gospel the story is told almost without mentioning him 

entirely. He’s just sort of along for the ride. But in Matthew’s version, which is quite different, 

Joseph is in on the conspiracy.  

 

 Joseph’s been put in a very awkward position. Imagine in a culture like that, where honor 

and shame are the defining characteristics of a person’s status, being faced with the news that the 

woman you’re planning to marry is suddenly pregnant. That would be a heartbreaking 

predicament in our modern culture, assuming the intended groom isn’t the father, but in Joseph’s 

world it was literally a matter of life and death. That Mary’s own parents, or at least her father, 

didn’t throw her out or even stone her is nothing short of a miracle.  

 

 So when Joseph first decides to “dismiss her quietly,” we should be impressed. And you 

might notice the writer of the gospel says that’s what makes him righteous; in other words, the 

writer isn’t buying into that honor/shame binary. That’s not a Jewish value; compassion and 

grace are Jewish values, not anger and retribution. Joseph is a righteous man, and when the angel 

approaches him in his dream he’s open to what he’s told. He’s open to love and willing to risk 

everything to fulfill it.  

 

 That’s the heart of the Christmas story, I think. Over the last several weeks we’ve talked 

about waiting during Advent. Every week when we’ve lit the candles we’ve sung “While we are 

waiting…” Waiting during Advent is part of the anticipation of Christmas. But this year we’ve 

also said certain things can’t wait. Hope, for instance, can’t wait. We can’t put our capacity to be 

hopeful aside; we need to hold onto it. As the poem we heard reminds us, “hope requires us to 

believe in a better day—Even when this one is falling apart.” Joseph lives in hope, and so must 

we. 

 

 We also know that peace can’t wait. In a world so filled with conflict, how can we delay 

efforts to make peace? It begins with recognizing who we are, what we’ve done, and resolving to 

make things right. When we live in peace we become aware that everything is connected, as the 

poem we heard told us, describing the sun rising on a new day, “like the sky, God touches 

everything. ..Like the sky, nothing is so broken that it can’t be painted gold. In the morning light, 

there is peace.” Joseph is enfolded in peace by accepting the angel’s words of Immanuel, God 

with us. And peace can be ours as well, if we’re willing to trust and have confidence of God’s 

presence. 

 

 Last week we were taught by our children we can’t wait for joy. When sadness prevails 

we can look for signs of joy in the world. The shepherds discovered joy in the middle of their 

field in the company of angels and the birth of a child. Joy is always ready to walk with us, if we 

have eyes to see her; as the poem last week said, “I know that your heart hurts, And that you’re 



not sure if you like yourself. I know that this world is scary/And I know that love can feel 

fleeting. But Joy told me to tell you—she’s at the door.” Joy is within our grasp, just as it was for 

Joseph when he learned of the coming of this child. Whatever fear he may have felt, joy chased it 

away. That can happen for us, too, if we’re able to let our fears go and see the world through new 

eyes. 

 

 And today we learn that love can’t wait. “For unto us, not just to them way back in the 

ancient past, but to us a child is born.” And for the sake of love we can be brave and risk 

everything to secure it. Listen to our poem today:  

  

When people talk about love 

They talk about heartbreak. 

They talk about the love that got away, 

And the love that left them longing. 

 

When people talk about love 

Rarely do they say, “be brave.” 

I wish they would. 

 

To love is to pull the oxygen from your lungs 

 and to say, 

“Here, take a breath.” 

To love is to come out from hiding,  

To allow the light to shine on you. 

To love is to wear your heart outside of  

 your body— 

Fingers crossed that the holder handles it 

with care. 

To love is to trust that sometimes hurt and 

pain 

 come with the territory, 

But you’re going to love anyway. 

So love anyway. 

 

Love like there’s no tomorrow. 

Love as if love is not a scarcity. 

Love like Mary, who cradled a baby amidst  

the threat of being stoned. 

And love like Joseph, who took a child in  

that he knew was not his own. 

 

Of course I say all of this because I need  

to hear it too. 

There are dusty corners of my heart that 

I still protect— 

Love stored up like grain 

While the world is in famine. 

 

So the next time you see me, 

Remind me to be brave. 

The next time you see me,  

Invite me to stand in the light with you. 

The next time you see me,  

Handle with care and maybe, 

Just maybe, 

We’ll find a holy and wild 

Love that won’t wait. 

 

When people talk about love 

They talk about heartbreak. 

Rarely do they say, “be brave.” 

I wish they would. 

 

So shake off the dusty corners of your hearts and let the love flow, let it pour out of you on a 

world longing to know the “with-us-God” who sets us free. 

 

Amen 


