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Welcome & Invocation

Processional Hymn: O Come All Ye Faithful

The Bible Proclaims Christ’s Coming

(7:00) Children’s Choir / (9:00 & 11:00) Handbell Choir

It is amazing, isn’t it, that after 2000 years, the most celebrated person of all 
time, is still a Stranger to so many.   In spite of all the church services and 
institutions dedicated to Him… despite all the books and magazines that feature 
His name on their cover… so many people still live as if they remain deeply 
uncertain about who Jesus was or why He came.  

For much of the year, we seem deafened to what we’ve heard about Him.  We 
manage to go about as if His life had little to do with ours.  Yet somehow at 
Christmastime, we seem to gain the ears to hear just a bit better.  It’s as if some 
deep chord within us begins to vibrate again to a song that can’t be silenced, to 
a chorus of hope that something in each of us still longs to sing...

“What Child Is This?” the carol asks. “Who do you say that I am?” the child 
Himself later queried.  The Christmas carols and lessons offered this time of year 
beg us to receive the Answer.  

Carols Rejoice Medley

The problem, however, is that we’ve heard the lyrics of the Christmas story so 
often that some of us can no longer perceive the staggering truth at the heart of 
the music.  That’s why I want to tell you another story tonight – one that may 
help make the majesty of the original message just that much more wonderfully 
clear.  

Once upon a time, in a remote Swiss village, there stood a beautiful church.  
From miles around, people used to come to join in the glorious worship of that 
Mountain Valley Cathedral.  No other building in the land had an Organ like the 
one that beat as the heart of that place.  In the right hands, that organ could 
produce music that lifted souls to God and bound them together in joyful 
harmony.  It could ring out chords so mighty and true that the very stones 
themselves seemed to tremble with awe.  It could play the melody of grace so 
sweetly that those who heard it were moved to acts of honor and service.



But all that was long ago.  Nothing like that ushered from those pipes anymore.  
You see, something had gone terribly wrong with the instrument.  Oh, it still 
played in a way.  But somehow, the music just wasn't the same.  The tones were 
no longer anywhere near as rich. The harmonies weren't there.  The air supply 
grew weaker and weaker, as the Villagers began to call out for help.

A Merry Carol of the Bells
 
Musicians and technicians of every kind were called in to work on the organ.  
With the arrival of each new authority, the hopes of the Villagers would soar, only 
to be dashed again when nothing really changed, or when one of these experts 
actually succeeded in making the music worse. After awhile, people simply got 
used to the sound of second-rate music, and then no music at all.  In time, the 
life of the Cathedral slowly ebbed away, till all that was left was a hollow shell, 
where once such glory had rung. 

Then, again, sometimes it is in the midst of the hollow, dark, and silent places, 
that the light of God comes to shine and his grace sounds most brightly.   I’m 
told that it wasn’t until the organ in a little Austrian church became too damaged 
by mice to play, that on Christmas Eve 1818, the pastor and organist 
collaborated to create this song we’ve come to know and love so well. 

Silent Night (a capella)

In like fashion, it was a dark and silent December night when a Stranger arrived 
at the door of the empty Cathedral.  He said he’d come down from the great 
mountain above to visit the village, and asked the church’s Custodian if he’d let 
him in.  "It’s after hours," the Custodian said, eying the tattered clothes of the 
Traveller.  But the Custodian’s child, also standing there, saw past the rags, saw 
something in the Stranger’s eyes that seemed oh so warm and wise.  “Please let 
him in, daddy,” she said.  The Custodian softened. "I guess it’s alright,” he said to 
the man.  “It’s cold outside.  You can sleep in the church, but just tonight."

Jesus once said: “Insomuch that you have given care to one of the least of my 
brothers and sisters, you have done so to me.”  Those like that custodian’s child, 
who see with their heart, so often find that when they open the doors of their 
heart to others, God meets them with blessings beyond their expectation or 
dreams. 

As the ushers come forward now to receive our Christmas Offering, you and I 
have the chance to experience that truth and extend God’s grace, on this holy 
night…

Offertory: O Holy Night

It was just past midnight, when the Custodian found himself awoken from a 



sound sleep.  At first he thought he was still dreaming, for he could swear he 
could hear from the Cathedral next door the impossible sound of pipe-organ 
music.  Not the sort of sound made by an old broken-down instrument, mind you 
-- but music so utterly magnificent that it made the Custodian want to laugh and 
pray and cry and sing, all at the same time.  

Pulling on his boots and coat, he tromped out through the snow toward the 
Cathedral, only to see torches heading that way from every direction -- hundreds 
of people -– shepherds, farmers, merchants, and children, all drawn by the 
sound of the amazing music now filling the night.

As the townspeople threw open the doors of the great Cathedral, they found it 
ablaze with the light of so many candles and such staggering sound that it filled 
the void with glory.  There at the bench of the organ -- playing with a passion 
and genius few could remember -- sat the figure of a Stranger who wore the 
rags of a carpenter, but the air of a King. Who was he? 

Mary, did you know?

Mary Did You Know

As the strains of the music echoed off the ancient stone and settled into silence 
once again, the Custodian approached the Stranger and posed the question in 
every heart there: "Who are you, sir?" he respectfully asked.  The Traveler 
replied gently: "My name is Gott," "No, no, I mean who ARE you?  How did you 
repair the organ when even the world's greatest experts could not?”  Without 
saying a word, the Traveler simply leaned over the keyboard, blew hard, and 
then sat back.  

Straining in the candlelight to see what was there, the Custodian’s eyes began to 
focus.  And then he saw it.  Above the lowest keyboard, on the wooden panel 
where the stranger had blown away the dust of decades, there was a small brass 
rectangle.  On this plate were engraved three words: [#]"Built by Gott."  
"Many years ago," said the Stranger kindly, "I built this organ with my own 
hands.  Now, I have come, to make it sing again."

Advent Alleluia

In a far greater sense, this story I have been telling is the truth around which we 
gather this night.  We gather in wonder over the reality that once upon a time 
God came down the mountain to do what noone else could do, but which every 
one desperately needs.  In the person of Jesus Christ, God came down from 
heaven to restore the glorious instrument of humanity that He himself originally 
made.  He came to repair all the damage that the rust of sin and the dust of 
death has done upon us.  He came to breathe fresh wind through the pipes of 
our souls.  He came to play the melody of his truth through our minds and his 



grace through our hearts till our lives resound with the glory for which we were 
made.

You and I live in a world where the music isn’t what it could be.  There is 
disharmony between people and parties, nations and neighbors.  There are 
cracks in the pipes of our personality.  Fear, anger, addiction, hurt and grief have 
corroded the connections in many of our relationships and left the lives of many 
off-key.  The exhausting pace of our days leaves us without enough breathe in 
our souls to sing.  Some of us have played solo for so long we wonder if 
emptiness or loneliness isn’t written permanently into the score of our life.  
Others of us have grown so used to tapping to the tunes of the society around 
us, that we wonder how we could ever learn to move to God’s music instead.  
And, in this light, all of us have a choice to make.  

We can let the organ of our hearts keep playing just as it is.  We can go out 
determined to pull out all of the stops, to change a pipe here or there when 
needed, to upgrade the instrument by our own efforts alone.  We can put our 
faith in the great windchests of Washington or Wall Street, or seek the advice of 
the experts on Reddit or Ellen on how to tune-up whatever’s not perfect.  Or we 
can do something else instead:  We can do like that child in the story and open 
the door of our lives tonight to the towering Genius and Goodness of the One 
who once came down from Eternity and is coming again to renew his creation. 
We can commune with God and let him teach us afresh how to play. 

The Little Drummer Boy

CHRISTMAS PRAYER

Jesus Christ can redeem our sins and losses, repair our brokenness, and play his 
music through us as no one else can.  The only way that God can repair the 
instrument of your life and mine, however, is by getting inside the Cathedral. He 
needs to gain access to the organ of our hearts.  

The only way He can do that is if the Custodian of the building opens the door.  
Will you do that tonight?  You are the only one with the key that fits your heart.  
Will you let Jesus into your life, to begin or to continue in a much deeper way the 
work of restoration He longs to do?  If your answer is YES, then I invite you to 
pray this prayer with me…

Lord, we know that if we allow Your Spirit to blow upon the layered dust of our 
life we will find beneath it the name of You our Maker.  Confessing that there is 
not a single one of us here tonight in whom the music of life plays with perfect 
purity and beauty, we come asking You to repair what only You can.  

As you once entered a silent world at Bethlehem, enter into the very bellows of 
our soul, dear Jesus, and restore to them Your strength.  Clean out the dirty 



grime and fill-in the cracks in all the pipes of our personality and nature, Lord.  
Let the cathedral of our character become so filled with the music of Your 
majesty and the light of Your presence that we become living sanctuaries of 
faith, hope, and love.   

As we go forth tonight, play the melody of your grace in us, dear God, that those 
who walk through the dark or cold may find comfort, that the sound of joy might 
abound again in our lives and that of our world, and that You might receive the 
glory.   In the name of Jesus Christ, the Master of Life’s Music, we pray.  Amen.

Joy to the World

Benediction

Postlude
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