“The Omicron Who Stole Christmas”
December 24, 2021

Rev. Kimberly Heath (wk 92)
Wall Street United Church

Do people still watch Christmas specials in an age of Netflix? Certainly,
watching movies like Charlie Brown Christmas or Rudolph the Red Nosed
Reindeer or The Grinch Who Stole Christmas or Die Hard  have been
part of the traditional lead up to Christmas.
You remember the story where the Grinch: with a heart 2 sizes too small,
and how he couldn’t handle the rejoicing and singing he hears each
Christmas morning. So
much so that he
hatches a grand plot to
steal Christmas and, in
the middle of the night,
dressed as Santy
Claus, steals every toy
and stocking and
‘Who’-pudding and
‘Who’-roast-beast for
cooking, leaving only
crumbs too small for
the mouses in all the
houses.
But when Christmas morning comes and he waits in eager anticipation for
the sound of boo hoo-ing, he is shocked that he still hears the sound of
voices singing joyfully. You remember the moral of the story: “And the
Grinch, with his Grinch-feet ice cold in the snow, stood puzzling and
puzzling, how could it be so? It came without ribbons. It came without tags.
It came without packages, boxes or bags. And he puzzled and puzzled 'till
his puzzler was sore. Then the Grinch thought of something he hadn't
before. What if Christmas, he thought, doesn't come from a store. What if
Christmas, perhaps, means a little bit more.”
― Dr. Seuss, How the Grinch Stole Christmas!

A colleague in ministry was reflecting on this story recently. And
pointed out that in a way we have almost the opposite story in our midst.

This Christmas we have not had the decorations or the presents or the food
of Christmas stolen. My house is all decorated for Christmas – I even got
the decorations up a little earlier than I usually do – I noticed on Facebook
that others seemed to put up decorations earlier too. And I’m certainly not
without the stuff! Ok there’s the odd thing that is on order – like that part to
my dishwasher that might arrive now by the end of January! After already
a month of promises. We use our dishwasher so much that I finally broke
down and bought a new one; sigh). But thanks to the gazillionaire Jeff
Bezos and his Amazon company– stuff comes delivered right to my door!
I’ve got lots of the trappings of Christmas to celebrate Christmas with.
The Who’s down in Who-ville didn’t
have stuff but they had each other:
“Every Who down in Who-ville, the
tall and the small, would stand
close together, with Christmas bells
ringing. They'd stand hand in hand.
And the Whos would start singing!”
But that’s exactly what has been
taken from us, not from the green
Grinch but from the ‘Covid Omicron
Grinch’. We’ve had plans change and people who were going to visit who
have cancelled, and I bet you have had the same too. We can’t gather
together around the tree or the table or the manger.
How do we celebrate Christmas without the gathering of people? Will we
wake up on Christmas morning and cry boo-hoo! Community and gathering
is so, so important, but it’s not everything.
The reason we come to worship online or in person on Christmas Eve is to
return and remember the real meaning of Christmas. As we listen to the
scriptures and the carols, we remember again that the birth of Jesus
happened without Christmas Stockings or decorations, it happened without
Amazon, but it also happened without close family around and without giant
feasts. There were a lot of people in Bethlehem, but the picture we envision
is of a young couple, pretty much alone until some strange scruffy
shepherds appear. We like to bring the wisemen into the scene but they
likely don’t show up for quite a while later.

The meaning and the power of Christmas cannot be undone by a Grinch or
by Omicron because it is about what God has done, not what we do. God
became human. As we see the fragile newborn baby, we remember that
God came near.
In the middle of great loss, the Who’s made it look easy. Loss is never
easy; not when our things have been taken, not when plans have to
change, certainly not when people can’t be with us or are no longer with us.
Loss is hard. But when we are rooted in something deeper in the middle of
loss there can also be hope, peace, joy, love and wonder.
The Christmas story is a very small, quiet scene, the baby and the story will
grow and grow and grow… That’s what happens in the kingdom of God.
But it starts small. The biggest noise at the beginning comes from heaven.
The angels – a huge number of them – a heavenly host – recognize and
sing and proclaim the event. But on earth – almost no one saw them or
heard them.
When you are feeling like things are too small, too dark, too hard, too
unjust, too lonely; pray and ask God to give you a glimpse of heaven.
Because Jesus was born, we can all experience the kingdom of heaven in
the middle of the dark and we can become part of that heaven.
The shepherds did and they were forever changed. They went to see the
new baby and they left the stable “glorifying and praising God for all they
had heard and seen.” The baby was too young to do anything, but already
a shift had taken place, already change was happening. It doesn’t take
much heaven to change earth. I pray you receive some heaven tonight so
that something small in you will shift, perhaps that heart will grow just a
fraction – enough to share the wonder of heaven with others who are
feeling the weight of earth.
Come and behold him, born the King of angels, O come, let us adore him,
Christ the Lord.
We hear the Christmas angels, the great glad tidings tell; O come to us,
abide with us, our Lord Emmanuel.
Because of the tender mercy of our God, whereby the sunrise shall visit us
from on high to give light to those who sit in darkness and in the shadow of
death, to guide our feet into the way of peace…

