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SINGING THE SONG OF CHRISTMAS

There was this farmer who lived out on the Great Plains had never traveled to a city of any 
size.  But one day, a church choir trip allowed him to do just that ... travel to the big city.  When he 
got back home, his wife asked him what he saw and what he learned.  He told her all about it, 
including the fact that their group had attended church on Sunday in a huge cathedral church 
which had a really big choir.  “They sang an anthem,” he told her.  

“What’s an anthem?” she asked.  
“Well,” he replied, “you know we sing hymns here at home.  If I were to say to you, ‘Martha, 

the cows are in the corn, Amen,’ – that would be a hymn.
“BUT ... IF I were to say, ‘Martha, Martha, Martha, the cows–the big cows, the little cows, the 

black cows, the red cows, the green cows, all the cows, all the cows, all the cows–are in the corn, the 
corn, the corn, the corn, Amen, Amen, Amen, Amen, Amen, Amen ... A ... Men.’ – THAT would be an 
anthem!”

That’s as good a definition of an anthem as I’ve ever heard.  


No question about it ... Music plays a BIG role in our lives.  
There was a song Billy Joel released in 1973 which was responsible for helping get his 

musical career jump-started big-time.  It’s called “Piano Man,” and describes life for Billy during 
those early days.  He started out playing piano in a bar, and every night he’d sing songs for the 
customers.  It didn’t take long until he got to know many of the customers personally.  And in 
“Piano Man” he tells their stories.  

He tells about the waitress who’s practicing politics, and he tells about Joe who plays 
amateur psychologist.  

And then he tells one more story.  He tells about the man who comes up to him, and he says 
to Billy: 

“Son, can you play me a melody?
I’m not really sure how it goes .  .  .  
But it’s sad and it’s sweet, and it sounded complete
When I wore a younger man’s clothes.”

And we can see him, can’t we?  
Here’s a man in his fifties ... His suit is polished smooth from wear, and his tie is a little out of 

fashion.  Here’s a man whose life hasn’t turned out like he thought ... like he had hoped ... like he had 
dreamed.  And every night he comes into this bar, and he gulps down a few to take the edge off the 
day.  And the hushed conversation keeps the loneliness from creeping in ... and the soft lights and 
dark walls protect him from daytime’s harsh glare.  You see, the mirror in the morning reminds him 
he’s not the man he used to be.  The man he should have been.  The man his parents prayed he’d 
become.  And when he hears the piano man ... from way back then, here’s an old song that hums up
from his heart.  

What is he saying?  You know what he’s saying, don’t you?  He’s saying that he knew himself 
once.  He knew himself once, because he knew the melody of his life.  And he’s saying that somehow 
he forgot that tune one day.  And the only way he’s ever going to find himself again is if someone helps 
him remember that song.  
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“Son, can you play me a melody?   
I’m not really sure how it goes ...
But it’s sad and it’s sweet, and it sounded complete
When I wore a younger man’s clothes.”


In this sense, Music tells us WHO WE ARE ... DOESN’T IT?

 Tell me the kind of music you listen to ... I’ll be able to tell a lot about the person you are.  
 Hum me a few bars of your favorite songs ... I’ll have a window into your soul.  


Do you remember the television show, Touched by an Angel, a trio of angels sent to earth to 

tell depressed and troubled people that God loves them and God hasn't forgotten them? It was 
very popular back in the mid-90’s up until 2003.  You can still see full episodes on websites like Hulu.  
Martha Williamson was the executive producer of the show and tells of an experience she had that 
changed her life and inspired her to get the show on the air.

A couple of years before the show began, Martha’s father had died and the loss was really 
tough on her.  She decided to visit a therapist in order to work through the grief.  

During that first visit, she spoke fondly of her father – a musician.  His favorite song had 
always been “How Great Thou Art,” and the family made sure it was played at his funeral.  

Even though that song speaks of a great faith in God ... like most people who go through 
grief ... Martha had a lot of questions.  At the top of her list of questions, she just wanted to know –
to have the assurance – that her father was all right now.  

On her way out of the therapist’s building, Martha encountered whom she described as a 
“pleasant-looking man” in the elevator.  Martha walked out of the elevator, and as she did, she heard 
the man begin to sing: “Then sings my soul, my savior God to Thee ...”  She turned in time to see the 
“pleasant-looking man” walk around the corner of the building and disappear from sight.  Quickly, 
she went around the building to talk to him ... There was no one there.

Martha Williamson found that assurance and comfort in that unusual encounter with the 
singing man – she knew her father was all right.

If Martha Williamson Wasn’t “Touched by an Angel” that day, she was most certainly Touched 
by a Song.  


Music tells a lot about US.
MUSIC also has MYSTICAL QUALITIES that TOUCH US to the CORE OF OUR BEING. 
Let me share a story with you that illustrates this point.  It’s about a young mother named 

Karen, an active church member in Morristown, TN, who finds out that she is pregnant with her 
second child.  She does what she can to help her 3-year-old son, Michael, prepare for a new sibling.  

They find out that the new baby is going to be a girl, and day after day, night after night, 
Michael sings to his sister in Mommy’s tummy.  

The pregnancy progresses normally for Karen.  Then the labor pains come.  Every five
minutes ... every minute.  But complications arise during delivery.  Hours of labor.  A c-section is
required.  

Finally, Michael’s little sister is born.  But she is in serious trouble.  With siren howling in the 
night, the ambulance rushes the infant to the neonatal intensive care unit of a hospital in nearby 
Knoxville.  

The days inch by.  
The little girl gets worse.  
The pediatric specialist tells the parents, “There is very little hope.  Be prepared for the worst.”  
Karen and her husband contact a local cemetery about a burial plot.  They had fixed up a 

special room in their home for the new baby ... now they plan a funeral.  
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Michael keeps begging his parents to let him see his sister, “I want to sing to her,” he says.  
Week two in intensive care.  It looks as if a funeral will come before the week is over.  
Michael keeps nagging about singing to his sister, but kids are never allowed in Intensive 

Care.  Karen makes up her mind.  She WILL take Michael ... whether they like it or not.  If he doesn’t 
see his sister NOW, he may NEVER see her alive.  

She dresses him in an oversized scrub suit and marches him into the ICU.  He looks like a 
walking laundry basket, but the head nurse recognizes him as a child and bellows, “Get that kid out 
of here now!  No children are allowed in ICU.”  

The “mother” rises up strong in Karen, and the usually mild-mannered lady glares steel-eyed 
into the head nurse’s face, her lips a firm line ... “He is not leaving until he sings to his sister!”  Karen 
tows Michael to his sister’s bedside.  He gazes at the tiny infant losing the battle to live.  And he 
begins to sing.  In the pure-hearted voice of a 3-year-old, Michael sings: 

“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, 
  you make me happy when skies are gray ...”  

Instantly the baby girl responds.  The pulse rate starts to calm down and becomes steady.  
Keep on singing, Michael!  

“You’ll never know, dear, how much I love you, 
  Please don’t take my sunshine away ...”  
The ragged, strained breathing becomes as smooth as a kitten’s purr. Keep on singing, 

Michael!  
“The other night, dear, as I lay sleeping, 
I dreamed I held you in my arms ...”  

Michael’s little sister relaxes as rest, healing rest, seems to sweep over her.  Keep on singing, 
Michael, keep on singing!  Tears conquer the face of the bossy head nurse.  Karen glows.

“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.  
  Please don’t, take my sunshine away.”  
Funeral plans are scrapped!  The next day – the very next day – the little girl is well enough to 

go home!  
WOMAN’S DAY magazine called it “The Miracle of a Brother’s Song.”  The medical staff just 

called it a miracle.  Karen called it a miracle of God’s love.
   Folks, is it any wonder the angels SANG the night Jesus was born?  “Glory to God in the 

highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.”  
   Is it any wonder that the air is FILLED with CHRISTMAS CAROLS at this time of year?  
 My brothers and sisters in Christ, is it any wonder that MUSIC is the overwhelmingly 

PREDOMINATE part of the worship celebration of this sacred event in churches around 
the world this Christmas Eve night?  


Martin Luther once said: 

“The devil takes flight at the sound of music, just as he does at the words of 
theology, and for this reason the prophets always combined theology and music, the 
teaching of truth and the chanting of Psalms and hymns ... After theology, I give 
the highest place and greatest honor to MUSIC.”  


Music tells us WHO WE ARE.  Music has a MYSTICAL QUALITY to it.  It offers HEALING to 

our minds, souls and bodies.  
But there is one thing more: MUSIC IS OUR OFFERING OF THANKSGIVING AND PRAISE 

TO GOD.
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That’s what Luke tells us that the angels were doing in the skies over the shepherd field.  He 
writes, “And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and 
singing, ‘Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.’”
   Music is more than entertainment, it is more than inspiration.

Our Christmas Music is intended to do MORE than stir up warm fuzzy feelings ... it is 
our OFFERING of PRAISE to God.  

When OUR HEARTS are in tune with the HEART OF GOD, we want a voice to sing out 
God’s praise for the GIFT of the Christ Child.


It was during World War II, at the height of conflict with the Germans in France.  It was a cold 

snowy Christmas Eve, and as he sat there, curled up in his foxhole, he thought of home and 
Christmases past with his mother, father and brothers.  WOULD he get out of this war alive?  WOULD
he ever return to the states ... to his home?  WOULD there ever be another Christmas?  He sat alone
in that foxhole and wept.  All hope seemed gone.

But then a strange and wonderful thing happened.  It was a far-off voice singing that he 
heard.  He wasn’t sure at first ... yes, it was a familiar tune.  He couldn’t understand the words ... he 
recognized them to be German.  And oh, yes that tune ...

Another voice joined in the song ... it too was German.  He sat up and peered out from his 
solitary grave.  And as he watched in wonder ... another man over there, this time the song was in 
English.  And another right next to him stood to sing the words to that familiar and hope-filled song 
of peace and good will.  

For a moment in time, the world stopped.  Enemies stood together facing one another.  For 
that moment they were united in a bond that transcended any ugly hatred or war.  And he came to 
his feet as well, and sang out loud, joining with hundreds of his brothers in the chorus of praise:

“Silent Night, Holy Night.  
All is calm, All is bright.”
There would be more Christmases.  And because of that strange and wonderful night ... he was 

never the same.


And that is WHY we are here tonight ... to offer OUR PRAISE to BETHLEHEM’S BABE
who has REVEALED God to us in a NEW WAY.  

Let us SING with the angels in heaven.
Let us SING with the saints in heaven and on earth.  
Let us PUT ASIDE our differences and LOVE one another, for we ... each and everyone 

of us ... is LOVED by God.  
Let us SING the Song of Christmas!

Amen and Amen.


