
Apt Good News, December 25, 2021, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Isaiah 52.7-10; Psalm 98; John 1.1-14 

Prayer 

“How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of the messenger who announces peace, who brings 

good news, who announces salvation”. Both of our readings today emphasize messengers. And that may 

be surprising. Because today, of all days, we are not excited about the messenger, or even the message. 

We are celebrating the Good News of Jesus, born to Mary this day. God come to earth. The messenger is 

much less important. Whether it is the prophet Isaiah or the prophet John the Baptizer. We’re not overly 

concerned, especially today, about who brought us the message.  

But to say that the message itself isn’t important would be missing something. Because Jesus, although 

he is also called “the Word”, is not himself a message. He is a person. He is God. He is both fully man and 

fully God. And we recognize and celebrate his birth today. We’re not celebrating the fact the we got the 

message today. That we heard the good news. That the shepherds in the field heard the good news 

about God come down to earth. We celebrate the fact that Jesus is here. That he came to earth. 

Because we know what he was here to do. What his mission was. What the birth of God encased in 

human flesh really meant.  

…but we only know about any of that because we heard that message ourselves. Because we 

experienced what Jesus coming into the world meant for us. Because we heard the word and we 

believed, maybe only a little at first, but then more as our faith and our trust grew.  

Could we be messengers? Could we be prophets? Could our feet be beautiful upon the mountains?  

I haven’t forgotten where I am. I know that I’m in an Anglican church. I know how uncomfortable 

Anglicans are speaking about their faith. Especially if it looks like “evangelizing”. Especially if it makes 

them look like those other people who never stop talking about what they believe. About Jesus. We 

don’t want to be one of those people who tries to scare people into the kingdom with threats of hellfire 

and brimstone. If we had to talk about our faith, to share about Jesus, then we would want to 

emphasize the nice bits. The happy parts. “God is love” and all that. Gentle. Subtle. Inoffensive. 

Think of what this message has meant in your life. Has it made things better? Has Jesus been a source of 

comfort for you? Support? Is that worth sharing? 

We all have the potential to be messengers. We can all make a difference to somebody else’s life by 

sharing Good News with them, just as somebody sometime made a difference in our lives.  

Although the Good News is the same since the angels first announced it to the shepherds on the hillside 

all those years ago, it can be packaged differently. So this morning, I hope to share some timely good 

news with you, news that you might pass on and be fellow messengers with me, beautiful feet on the 

mountain and all. 

The Good News in John’s gospel is not the Christmas story we are used to. John’s gospel of “in the 

beginning was the word and the word was with God and the word was God,” doesn’t have shepherds or 

magi or an innkeeper or a manger. Instead, John’s story looks at who Jesus was—is. A baby born in a 

stable is not the good news. Not on its own. But God come to earth is Good News, especially when we 

see that message for what it is.  



We have been in a pandemic for nearly two years now. I don’t know for sure about how you’re handling 

it, but I know that I am exhausted. I’ve left numerous conversations with friends and their families 

saying “we’ll get together after Covid.” I’ve been hoping for so long that at some moment there will be 

an “all clear” sounded somewhere, and it’ll all be over. Somebody in government will come to the 

conclusion that the pandemic is over, we have nothing to fear, and everything will just go back to what it 

was. Far from perfect, but familiar. Comforting. And less anxiety-inducing.  

But that isn’t happening. At least it’s not happening anytime soon. We’ve seen the highest numbers of 

daily infections in BC for the whole pandemic in just the past week! And higher numbers are expected—

and though we are still waiting for clear data on the severity of omicron, we can expect that 

hospitalization numbers will increase too, even if omicron is less severe.  

We started this “race” back in March of 2020. At the time, everyone thought that this was going to be 

something that was just for the short-term. Restrictions, lock-downs, masks, hand sanitizer. No visiting 

friends. No hugs or handshakes. No singing. Drastic measures, but in the short-term we could manage. 

It’s all for the greater good. I can suffer a little to help my fellow man.  

We thought this was a sprint. So we started sprinting. Then it turned into a long distance race—and we 

were still sprinting. Now we look back and see that we’ve just run a marathon and we’ve been sprinting 

the whole time. Do you know that legend says the first person to run a marathon died when he reached 

his destination? He ran so far and so fast that after he delivered his message he dropped down and died. 

So I think it’s okay if we’re feeling tired. Especially when we are starting to realize that this isn’t even a 

marathon. It’s like one of those iron-man marathons or super marathon/ultra marathon. But we don’t 

even know where the finish line is. Or if there is a finish line. And we just keep adding in further 

challenges along the way, completely unrelated to the original race. There are tornadoes in Kentucky—

but the race keeps going. Forest fires and heat domes. Atmospheric rivers. Road closures/blockades. 

Freezing rain just a few nights ago. And this is all on top of the regular day-to-day and personal 

challenges that we all face: job losses, illness, surgeries, family drama, renovations or repairs, caring for 

elderly parents, dealing with lawyers and estates, challenging children, difficult bosses. It just goes on 

and on.  

What would make such a huge difference is a giant “pause” button. If we could point to any one of those 

things and just click “pause”. Give us a bit of a break for just a little while. Maybe a day or two. A couple 

of hours, even. Can we put one catastrophe on hold and just deal with all the others for a moment? Is it 

really necessary that we deal with the new problems when the old problems still aren’t resolved? 

And our officials and authority figures keep giving us the bad news: we’re not out of the woods yet. We 

can’t take it easy yet. Don’t let this virus get a foothold. 

And what may be even worse is that there is always something else that we are asked to do to make 

things better. It started with “wash your hands frequently” (a good place to start) and progressed from 

there: wear a mask; don’t visit your friends; cancel your holiday plans; don’t travel; stay home from 

work; get your groceries delivered; upgrade your mask to a better one; keep your bubbles small; don’t 

travel outside the country; skip your loved one’s birthday/wedding/funeral. Get a vaccine. Get tested. 

Don’t get tested. The list just keeps on growing with no end in sight.  



Yes, I am tired. I can understand how that first marathon runner felt—even though I know I haven’t even 

made it to the finish line yet. I just want this race to be over. I just want to lie down for a minute. To 

stop.  

Where was the Good News I promised? How does that same Good News that has been shared for over 

two thousand years sound different today, in our context? 

Here’s the difference. Jesus has come into the world and his message is not like anyone else’s. He does 

not say: “you’re almost there. Just a little longer.” Jesus is not telling us: “I need you to do this one more 

thing.” The message of Good News is not: “You are terrible. Be better.”  

No. 

The message of Good News is that God hears us. God knows our plight. God sees that we are tired. That 

we are exhausted. That we are carrying heavy burdens. God doesn’t have more for us to do. God has 

come to us in the flesh. Jesus was born as one of us. Jesus paid it all. Jesus’ message of Good News to us 

is: “I’ve got this. Let me handle it. 

“I can see that you are tired. You are weary. You are over-burdened. You need help. So I am going to 

help you. I am going to enter your world in all of its mess, and I am going to make it better. I am going to 

provide a way for you to peace. To comfort. To security. No catch. No fine print. No extra burden. I will 

take on the extra challenge, hardships, suffering and whatever else so that you may be saved. Sound 

good? All you need to do…is receive it. It’s yours. Here.” 

Jesus has come so that we might live—and live abundantly. That is the Good News. Tell your friends. 

Merry Christmas. 


