The first half of this sermon was acted out with a "Bad Santa" character behind the minister. 

“Bad Santa” 

Luke 2:1-7, Third Sunday in Advent 

I don’t know about you, but every year I promise myself it will be different—that this is the Christmas I’m going to remember the true reason for the season. But then, stealthily, covertly, like a specter from a bad dream, a nightmare “Bad Santa” appears. He creeps into my thoughts at the most inconvenient times. I want to think about spiritual things, but he pulls my thoughts down. 

Oh to look at Bad Santa, he doesn’t seem so bad. But rather than gaze outward, he just encourages me to get stuck on myself. Rather than peer through a window into the world, he encourages the kind of narcissism that would make a Hollywood star blush. These thoughts can show up in the most inappropriate places when I’m trying to think about holy things. Do any of you know what I mean? Perhaps even at this moment, some intrusive thoughts are keeping you from hearing what I’m saying. 

Yes it can be so hard to think about the true meaning of Christmas. During this season of the year, there are just so many distractions. In the words of Henri Nouwen, our minds are like a banana tree filled with monkeys constantly jumping up and down. Or, to use a Texas example, our brains are pulsating like a tree full of Grackles—their presence intruding in our thoughts like their droppings on a car. In my home state of Louisiana, our wandering thoughts are like trying to sleep at night with a mosquito buzzing . . . in first one ear . . . and then the other. In other words, our minds are seldom quiet. 

Then there’s the materialism. Every Sunday our newspapers are full of circulars tempting us to buy this or that. It’s enough to choke a landfill! We’re convinced that if we only have enough money, we will solve all our problems. Why, you would think that money just grows on trees, the way we’re encouraged to just throw it away! Commercials promise that with this perfume—famous brands like Macé—that we’ll be irresistible, or with this gift we’ll be happy and contented. The television can draw us away with football games of bowls we’ve not even heard of or obscure teams that start strong but always choke in December! 

I’m reminded of a scripture written by the apostle Paul. In II Corinthians he says that we should “take every thought captive to obey Christ.” What if we did this with “Bad Santa”? What if we called in two lawmen, otherwise known as scripture and the Holy Spirit? What if we had these two capture this intruder, so we can reclaim the true meaning of Christmas? In my mind’s eye, I can just see them grabbing him, and leading him away. And so just like that, we bid adieu to the distractions represented by Bad Santa. At last, we’re free to remember the true meaning of the season! 

Isn’t it a beautiful picture that St. Luke paints for us? Do you remember what happened when the Grinch thought he had robbed Whoville of Christmas? He stood on his mountain with all the stolen presents, expecting to hear their cries of despair. Instead, he heard lovely singing. According to Dr. Seuss: 

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 three hours, `till his puzzler was sore. 
Then the Grinch thought of something he hadn't before! 
"Maybe Christmas," he thought, "doesn't come from a store. 
"Maybe Christmas...perhaps...means a little bit more!" 
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Yes Christmas is right here, if we’re only willing to take it. That first Christmas didn’t come with ribbons, boxes and bags. The angels who sang that night weren’t advertising a sale at Macy’s! 

In my mind’s eye, when I look upon Mary as she wraps her firstborn son in swaddling clothes, her face tells me what Christmas is all about. And when I hear about there being no room in the Inn, I ask God to make room in my heart for the real message of Christmas. And when I remember that God entrusted His Son to a homeless family, I’m reminded that the most important gift isn’t the one I receive, but rather the one I give. 

So let’s make a covenant right here and now, shall we? Let’s agree that between now and Christmas, when “Bad Santa” starts to creep back into our minds, that we’ll use the story of scripture and the power of the Holy Spirit to banish him far away. In that spirit, I’ve composed my own Dr. Seuss lyric: 

Oh let the true meaning of Christmas come to be, 
It can arrive in our hearts without presents or even TV! 
Don’t let bad Santa draw you down to the lowest denominator, 
Let’s banish those thoughts with a scriptural terminator! 
And when Christmas dawns all cheery and bright, 
You’ll not be greeted by this harrowing sight! 

Amen. 
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"Bad Santa" is a sermon to remind us to slow down, put materialism behind us and focus on the the Birth of jesus Christ.

"Bad Santa" being hauled away by 2 lawmen (actually a boy and a girl), their names are Scripture and Holy Spirit.
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