
GLORY IN THE NIGHT
Isaiah 9:2-7 David B. Keller
Luke 2:1-20 Christmas Eve, 2020

TEXT: Luke 2:8-9 “In that region there were shepherds living in the fields, keeping watch over
their flocks by night.  Then an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the glory of the Lord
shone around them, and they were terrified.” 
______________________________________________________________________________

Mike clicked the “leave” button on his screen and watched as the Zoom
meeting disappeared.  Truth be told, he’d left the meeting some time earlier.  Yes,
he still was officially on, but he wasn’t paying much attention.  After nine months
of working from home, he was so tired of staring at a computer screen and calling
that work.  He’d learned some time ago that he could keep the video on while he
wandered off into other online places, and his fellow workers would think that he
was fully present for their meeting when in fact he was mostly absent.    

He hadn’t bought Helen anything for Christmas yet.  So, while the meeting
dragged on, he started scrolling through shopping websites.  Nothing caught his
fancy.  But then, he wasn’t being all that intentional about his search.  He was just
mindlessly wandering around.  Why?  He hated his computer screen, and yet, it
seemed as if he was addicted to it– not to anything in particular, just to the act of
cruising the internet.  

Helen called from the kitchen.  “Mike, it’s time for supper!”  Her voice
brought him back to the real world.  He shut off the computer and made his way to
the dining room.  While they were eating, Mike asked if they were going to go to
the Christmas Eve service.  Helen said, “Honey, don’t you know?  There isn’t
going to be a Christmas Eve service.  It’s not safe for us to crowd into the
building, and especially not safe to be singing so near to other people.”   

Mike didn’t know.  He wasn’t much of a churchgoer.  They’d gotten
married in the church they called ‘theirs,’ but they’d never gotten involved. 
Usually they’d go to the summer flea market, and some years, they went to church
on Easter.  The only sure connection they had was going to church on Christmas
Eve.  “What?” Mike reacted in anger.  “So this stupid virus has even messed up
church?  There’s got to be a church around here that’s actually having a Christmas
Eve service.  I don’t mind going somewhere else; I just want to be in a church,
sing carols, and do that candlelight thing.”  “Well,” Helen answered, “You can see
what you can find.  I doubt you’ll find much.  Churches are being very careful
about the virus.”  



Glory in the Night
Christmas Eve 2020
page 2

After supper, Mike went back to the computer.  Into the search line of his
browser, he typed in “Christmas Eve services near me.”  Up came a slew of
options.  “Wow,” Mike thought, “I never realized there were so many churches.” 
Most of the churches were offering some sort of online worship.  He found a
Catholic Church offering a “drive through Eucharist.” That wasn’t at all what he
had in mind for a real service.  He did run across a few inviting in-person worship,
but they all required worshipers to register, and many of the registration deadlines
were already past.  “Ridiculous,” Mike said to the screen.  “Who ever heard of
making a reservation to go to church?  It’s not a three-star restaurant, for crying
out loud.”  

Somehow, as he was surfing around the churches, his browser took him to a
YouTube video of a group singing “Joy to the World.”  Mike was entranced. 
Their performance was so upbeat, so creative, so real.  When that piece ended, he
clicked on the other suggestions.  He watched a few more small contemporary
ensembles.  But then he ran across a massed virtual choir singing “Hark, the
Herald Angels Sing,” and he was hooked.  He has grown so tired of seeing
people’s faces in boxes on this screen, but this was different.  This was wonderful.  

Up until right then, he had been totally bummed by this covid-compromised
Christmas.   He got so mad at the tangled and not working Christmas tree lights
that Helen scolded him for spoiling the event.  He had no enthusiasm for shopping
while wearing a mask, and little ability to make a decison when he tried to shop
online.  The online videos of carols hadn’t totally cured his mood, but at least he
found himself humming the carols.  

The next few days were a bit of a blur.  Helen sent him to the post office to
mail presents to their kids and parents.  Mike still had work to do, all in front of
his computer screen, of course.  Since no one in their family was traveling, there
really wasn’t much to do that had to do with Christmas. Their daughter called and
asked if they wanted her to plan a zoom visit with the whole family on Christmas
day.  Of course they said yes, but the thought of seeing his children and parents in
those zoom boxes took him back to his sour mood.  

All of a sudden, it seemed, it was Christmas Eve.  Helen asked Mike if he’d
found a service to go to.  “No!” he said, rather crossly.  “The only churches
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offering a real service wanted us to register to attend, and the deadline had
passed.”  “Did you check what was happening at our church?” Helen asked.  “I
didn’t.  I was only looking for in person services, and you said ours was going to
be all virtual.”  “Well, let me see if I can find out how they’re doing it,” Helen
responded.  “I think I saw it in the newsletter.”  She couldn’t find the newsletter,
so she went to the church’s web site.  There was a link to join a zoom service. 
“Do you want to go to that service?”  Mike answered, “We might as well.  Online,
I suppose that one service is just as dreadful as any other.  But hey– since people
will be seeing us, should I dress as if I was going to a real service?”  “It is a real
service,” Helen retorted.  “So yes, let’s dress for it.”  

They took the laptop into their living room.  They clicked on the invite, and
there, on their screen, they saw the chancel, and heard the organ playing to start
the service.  Then someone came on the screen and asked everyone to ‘mute’
themselves and to switch to gallery view.  There they all were, some sporting
reindeer horns, others with noisy Christmas sweaters, a few with small children
popping in and out of their zoom box.  

Suddenly the organ launched into “O Come, All Ye Faithful,”  with a single
voice singing the words to lead everyone else.  Mike and Helen joined in as best as
they could.  As the service continued with prayer and readings, Mike recognized a
few of the people on their screen and proceeded to send them private chats.  Helen
slapped his hand away from the keyboard.  “Honey!  This is a worship service. 
Act like you’re in church.”  

Mike liked seeing different people reading different parts of the Christmas
story.  He liked hearing the organ and the soloists.  He liked singing the songs
with Helen.  He reached over and held her hand.  The preacher talked about Jesus
coming to the world in the midst of the pandemic.  Just as the people who were
sitting in darkness saw a great light, so God can overcome the darkness of our time
with heavenly light.  Jesus, the preacher said, is born again and again, right into
every present.  Well, okay, Mike thought.  Nice to imagine.  But I’m not seeing it.  

After the sermon, it was time for the candlelight service.  The worship
leader invited everyone in zoom land to turn out their lights and to get their
candles ready.  Helen had thought ahead and had two ready for her and Mike.  
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With everyone on the screen now in darkness, Mike could barely make out the
people in their boxes.  “Now,” the worship leader said, “go ahead and light your
candles.”  Suddenly, the computer screen was filled with candlelit faces, and an
unseen choir began singing “Silent Night.”  There they all were, Mike and Helen
in their box, right along with everyone else, all of them silently singing along with
the choir all of their faces glowing with what seemed to be a heavenly light.  

The song ended, and there was a moment of silence, real, grace-filled
silence.  Mike looked at all those faces and thought it was the most beautiful thing
he’d ever seen on a computer screen.  The preacher asked everyone to unmute. 
She then gave a benediction and invited everyone to wish everyone a Merry
Christmas. It was noisy, chaotic, and joyful.  And then, it was over.  Mike closed
the laptop and leaned over to kiss Helen.  “Merry Christmas, my love,” he said. 
“Merry Christmas to you,” Helen replied.  

They hadn’t blown out their candles.  Mike took his and went outside.  The
sky was clear.  One of the planets, Mars, he figured, shone brighter than any star. 
He stared at it and wondered how anyone could use a star to guide them to a baby. 
Just as quickly, he realized it didn’t need to be explainable to be true.  His candle’s
light cast a holy glow on him and on the porch railings.  Surrounded by glory in
the night, he thought.  Maybe the idea wasn’t so outlandish.  

Mike blew out his candle, went to the kitchen and made himself a cup of
tea.  He then went back to the living room and opened up the computer.  “What in
the world are you doing?”  Helen asked.  “Haven’t you had enough staring at a
screen for one day?”   “I’m looking for another online Christmas Eve service,”
Mike answered.  “I guess I can’t get enough of a good thing.”    


