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December 24, 2013 

 Isaiah 9:2-7 

Titus 2:11-14 

Luke 2:1-20    “Is it Enough?” 

 

Tonight, O Son of God, you are born to us. You come to us in the flesh, 

all wrinkled and pink and small. And we’ve been waiting for you, Jesus. 

We’ve been waiting and preparing ourselves. Making room in our hearts 

and our spirits. We’ve been trying to get ready for your arrival, O Lord 

of Creation. And now that you are here, we have to wonder, is what 

we’ve got here enough for you? 

Is it enough for you to be born in a little out-of-the-way town called 

Bethlehem? It’s just a little village, nothing impressive. And we’re sorry, 

but all the inns in town are full. All we have for you, O King of Heaven, 

is a stable. No soft, clean crib. No color-coordinated nursery furniture.  

What we have for you is a manger, a feeding trough for animals. And 

your parents, Mary and Joseph, can’t wrap you in garments of silk or 

fine linen. You will be bundled up in the simple cloths they have. Is it 

enough for you?  

Angels will sing about your birth, O Word made flesh, but the only ones 

to hear it will be shepherds keeping watch over their flocks at night. 
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Lower class people working the graveyard shift. They will be the only 

wonder-struck visitors to greet you. Most of the rest of the world will 

not even realize that you have arrived. Surely you deserve more. The 

attention of diplomats and governors. The veneration of high priests and 

emperors. Glory and reverence from the most high and mighty. Is it 

enough that the meek and lowly are the ones to welcome you? 

Is it enough for you, O Lord our God, that this is what we have for you? 

This little stable in this little town of Bethlehem? Is it enough for you, 

our Savior? Because it seems like so little for you. So little comfort, so 

little fanfare, so little honor and glory. Is it enough for you, O Holy God 

of Glory? Is it enough? 

Is it enough that we are here? Is it enough for us to come as we are, with 

our worries and our fears, in all our brokenness and imperfection? Is it 

enough that all we bring our most tender hopes? Our desires for justice 

and peace and an end to the deep darkness around us? Is it enough for 

you, O Glorious Emmanuel? Are we enough for you? 

Jesus wants us to know that it is enough. This place, this time, this 

broken world of ours. It is enough for him. This is enough. We are 
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enough. You and I are enough, just as we are. We are all enough for 

Jesus to love. In all our ordinariness and messiness, we are enough for 

Jesus to redeem. We are enough for him to come into this world and live 

for. We are enough for him to die for. We are enough for Jesus to want 

to be Emmanuel, God with us.  

And tonight, this little baby, he is enough for us. This tiny, pink and 

wrinkled and vulnerable child. Born in a shed. Laid in a manger. He is 

our little light in the darkness. A little Word from God. I love you. And I 

love this world. And love is enough of a reason. Love is more than 

enough. 


