
Fr Ryan Christmas Homily 

Read: Isaiah 9:1-6; Psalm 96; Titus 2:11-14; Luke 2:1-14 

   Merry Christmas, glad to be with all of you this Christmas Eve and this gospel. 

This gospel is kinda why I chose this set of readings because I love it. I think it’s 

incredible because I’m never sure how to start on Christmas. Like Merry 

Christmas but then how to begin. And this gospel sort of led me to ask a question 

because here you have these shepherds, and they start by having to look up. 

Why? Because that’s where the glory of the Lord is shining. That’s where the 

angels are singing but that’s only so they can be directed to look down. To look 

low where they will find Jesus. And it’s gonna be the same for the Magi isn’t it? 

They have to look up to follow the star all the way on their journey until finally 

they get to where they’re being led, and they have to look down. They have to 

look into a lowly place to find Jesus. And I think that’s helpful to know or to see 

because one of the things that Christmas is about is where we look for Him. 

Where we find Jesus in our day to day lives. Are we looking in the right places? 

Are we looking low enough? So kinda speaking of stars, I recently came across the 

story of a young woman from Ohio named Jane. And Jane was raised as a 

Christian, she went to a Christian University in Virginia. And when she got to this 

university she’d always sang but she got this idea maybe I’ll be a star one day. She 

was encouraged by her teachers to apply to these different singing groups and 

was almost good enough, almost good enough to make it. But never quite made it 

to that top level. She kept trying, kept fighting for it and actually found some 

relative success in Virginia and the surrounding area. Developed a following, cut 

some albums and was kinda on her way to being a star. After some time she 

decided to go back to Ohio for a bit, spend some time with her family, sorta 

regroup. And while she was there she met this man, who was also a musician, fell 

in love, got married. And she said this about her life at this point, and she said it in 

this like classic artist way, it’s so good, she said I want to be a truth teller. I want 

to be a hope holder. I want to be a strength sharer. And she was on her way to 

being that star when in 2017 she was diagnosed with stage three breast cancer 

and was given six months to live. But she fought. She fought and within a year the 

doctors declared her cancer free. And so Jane said okay here we go, let’s get back 

at this and be a star. Just a few months after that, they did a scan and found 

cancer had penetrated her lungs and her spine and the doctors gave her a two 



percent chance of living. A couple days after getting this diagnosis, her husband of 

five years left her. And so she went to California. She heard about this 

experimental treatment and after a number of months it worked. It was 

incredible! She got better. But what happened was the process of this whole thing 

just destroyed her. In fact she wrote this, she said – these are Jane’s words – after 

the doctor told me I was dying and after the man I’d married said he didn’t love 

me anymore, I chased a miracle in California. And sixteen weeks later I got it, the 

cancer was gone. But when my brain finally caught up with it all, something 

broke. And I found all the tragedy at once had caused a physical head trauma. My 

brain was sending false signals of excruciating pain and panic. She said I spent 

three months after this propped up against a wall. On nights I could not sleep, I 

laid up in the bathtub like an insect staring at my reflection in the shower knob. I 

vomited until I was hollow. I rolled up on the tile. The bathroom floor became my 

place to hide. The bathroom floor became the place where I could scream and be 

ugly. The bathroom floor became the place where I could sob and spit and finally 

doze off happy to be asleep even with my head on the toilet. So what’s this have 

to do with Christmas? Very little. It has very little to do with Christmas if by 

Christmas we mean 85% of the holiday songs we’ve been hearing on the radio for 

the past month. This has nothing to do with Christmas if by Christmas we mean 

holiday parties. If by Christmas we mean little elves and the north pole. It has 

nothing to do with Christmas if by Christmas we mean a perfectly manicured and 

arranged Nativity set and a perfectly manicured and arranged home and a 

perfectly manicured and arranged life and a perfectly manicured and arranged 

family. Like if that’s what we mean by Christmas then this has nothing to do with 

Christmas. But if what we mean by Christmas is the actual story of Christmas. The 

story of a young couple alone in a strange place. If what we mean by Christmas is 

the story of them not being able to find a place to give birth much less rest for a 

bit. If we mean by Christmas the story of being rejected, a story of the first 

moments of Christ after Christ is born and opened His mouth and cried; He’s 

hunted by Herod. If what we mean by Christmas is all of the uncertainty and fear 

and danger of this world, all of the ugliness of this world, all of the mess of this 

world. If we mean by Christmas that God stepped into he middle of that, all of 

that. If that’s what we mean by Christmas then this story has everything to do 

with Christmas. If we mean God Himself entered into a stable, into a cave. If God 

Himself entered this broken world into the lives of broken people then Jane’s 



story has everything to do with Christmas. Because Christmas is about learning 

where to look for God. Where Jesus chooses to be found and whether or not we 

are looking low enough. Christmas is about God saying I am with you. Where? In 

rejection. Where? In brokenness, in the mess. Where? In His giving everything for 

us and getting killed for it. Where is God? He’s in a cave in Bethlehem. He is on a 

cross in Jerusalem. And He’s on a bathroom floor in California. Jane said this, she 

said, maybe we missed it. Maybe we missed what God showed us when He 

introduced Himself. That He will crawl into the dirt to be near us. Maybe we’re 

looking up. Maybe we’re looking up and that’s the problem. Maybe Carl Jung was 

right when he said that the reason modern man can’t find God is because he 

won’t look low enough. Cause maybe He’s in the dirt. Maybe He’s in the cave or 

the stable. Maybe He’s in the agony because after Jane’s cancer came back again, 

she wrote this. She said I’ve had cancer three times now and I barely passed 30 

years old. There are times I wonder what I’ve done to deserve such a story. I fear 

sometimes when I die and meet God that He will say I disappointed Him or 

offended Him or failed Him. Maybe He’ll say I never learned the lesson or that I 

wasn’t grateful enough. But one thing I know for sure is this – He can never say 

that He did not know me. She said because I’m God’s downstairs neighbor 

banging on the ceiling with a broomstick. I show up at His door every single day 

sometimes with songs, sometimes with curses. Sometimes with apologies or gifts 

or questions or demands. Sometimes I use the key under the mat to let myself in. 

And sometimes I sulk outside until He opens the door for me Himself. Sometimes 

we just don’t look low enough. But Jane, she did and she found Him there even in 

pain. Two summers ago, I don’t know if you know this, two summers ago Jane the 

singer who wanted to be a star, she was on America’s Got Talent. Her stage name 

she used was Nightbirde which I thought was a little odd until she explained why 

that was. She said she got it from a dream she had three nights in a row where 

there were birds singing in the darkness. And she got up on the third night and 

looked outside and there were birds singing in darkness before the light even 

appeared on the horizon. And she said I wanna be like that – able to sing in the 

darkness before the first sign of light. Before the first sign of hope. So she’s on 

America’s Got Talent and she told a little bit of her story, sang a little bit of her 

song. People were awestruck by her. Simon Cowell, one of the judges he says I’m 

not gonna give you a yes I’m gonna give you something else and he hits the 

golden buzzer, and the confetti comes out and she’s sent right through to the 



finals. It was a huge moment, an incredible thing. The next morning the song that 

she sang went to number one on iTunes. It was awesome. Millions of people now 

know her talent, they know her gift. Millions of people now know her story. In so 

many ways she was a truth teller. She was a hope holder. She was a strength 

sharer. And she lived after that for about another fifteen months. Before she died 

she said this about being a star. She said I thought it would be sparklier than this. I 

didn’t imagine standing before the world with so many bruises. I didn’t imagine 

that in my shining moment I’d be suffering in front of an audience. I’ve always 

expected miracles. I thought that the miracle would be that I could skip to the end 

spared of pain. I thought the miracle would make me scar free and brand new. I 

did get a miracle just not the one I wanted. I get to look for light and I get to find 

it. I get to see how much love can endure. I get to walk the journey with 

thousands of people like me who can’t stop hoping no matter how hard they try. 

And it’s important people know that I am so much more than the bad things that 

have happened to me. And you, you can’t wait until life isn’t hard anymore before 

you decide to be happy. So Jane found God in a cave. She looked for God on the 

bathroom floor. And the reality of course is maybe you’re in a cave. Maybe that’s 

what life is like this Christmas. Being in a cave, being in a stable, being on a cross. 

And maybe you hate it. I mean if you’re anything like me you hate your cave, you 

hate your stable, you hate your cross. But Christmas declares this, the real 

Christmas declares this – that’s where He's closest to you. In your cave and in 

your stable and on your cross and on your bathroom floor. We have to look. We 

have to look for Him. But sometimes with Jesus it’s not about looking up. 

Sometimes with Jesus it’s about looking low enough and finding God there saying 

I’m God, I’m here, I’m with you. I’m with you on the bathroom floor.  

Amen 


