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The great poet, Elizabeth Allen once wrote: “Backward, turn backward, O time in your 

flight, make me a child again if just for tonight.  Backward, flow backward, O tide of the years, I 

am so weary of toil and of tears, toil without recompense tears all in vain, take them and give me 

my childhood again.”  As we gather here this evening to celebrate Christmas, these poetic words 

seem rather apropos because isn’t this the secret hope of every adult. To return to a state of 

innocence; to a simpler time before life made us jaded and skeptical; before reality set in with all 

its attendant worries and fears and disappointments. Backward, turn backward, but it’s not so much 

our childhood we want back, it’s the mystery of it all, when life was full of possibility and our 

futures unfolded before us like a blank canvas inviting us to make our mark.  It’s a certain age we 

desire, an age of wonder when we considered most people good, and we believed our teachers 

when they said we could be and do anything we wanted. But somewhere along the way the world 

snuffs out the joys of childhood. The world forces us to choose, and with each choice we make a 

door is closed, a path is blocked. Ideals give way to practicality, castles in the sky become 

mortgages here on earth, free thought is bent into conformity, and we are forced to grow up.  It’s 

hard to pinpoint the precise moment, but there comes a time for everyone when you wake up and 

your childhood is behind you.  Life is no longer a dream, but it’s bills to pay, and schedules to 

keep, and appearances to make, and tasks to accomplish.  

But then there’s Christmas, that time of year when we are told dreams come true and the 

world falls in love. I’ve been a pastor a long time, and in my professional opinion: I think most of 

us fake it to make it. That’s because the idea of Christmas proves to be far better than its actual 

form. The world holds out this idea that Christmas is supposed to be different than the other 364 

days of the year. But then the holiday season comes, and our patience is stretched thin, our wallets 



even more, and our sanity most of all. The world is supposed to be somehow different, but then 

it’s not. Commercialism tries to sell us happiness, but we’re broke and still sad. Images of family 

and friends all gathered together serve only to remind us that we are alone. Even when we are with 

other people we’re still alone. Sin never takes a holiday. If anything, Christmas brings sin to our 

doorstep. The problems we have avoided all year can’t be avoided any longer. The close proximity 

of family members becomes a microcosm of the entire sinful world where the hurt feelings and 

anger of the past are brought to the forefront; where pride and selfishness and jealousy are just 

confined to the four walls of a home rather than being spread out evenly to the four corners of the 

earth.   

So, our Christmas prayer is not that our children should grow up to be like us, but that we 

would become more like them. Seeing the world through the eyes of a Child is the only way we 

can recover what has been lost to years of disbelief.  It is children who will inherit the kingdom of 

God; it is faith like a child that is praised by God. Christmas belongs to children, and tonight we 

hear once again how God makes children of us all. For the only way we will ever enjoy this season 

of Christmas is to keep all things in Child-like perspective. And if we do this, then Christmas really 

can return our innocence and restore our faith in humanity. But if we don’t, then this year will be 

like so many others: the obsessive wanting, getting, having, using, buying, replacing, repairing, 

protecting and the defending of stuff. And the only thing worse than despair is the habit of despair. 

But how do we become like children; you might ask? As I said, to become a child, you 

must see the world as a Child— “For unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is given, who is Christ 

the Lord”. The Christmas narrative is full of ironies, but the greatest irony of all might just be that 

even though God is from everlasting, He is younger than us. For we have sinned and grown old. 

But God is eternally youthful. Seeing how He has this eternal appetite of infancy, is there any 



wonder that God became a Child, that He was born for us—Immanuel, God with us? Christ became 

a child not to affirm us in our adulthood. For what we call life is not really living. Christ’s life 

reads like one long refusal to grow up, to accept our dreary existence. Tonight, God shares His 

secret for how we can remain forever young: for eternal life is not a human life that never ends, 

but the very life of God that by its nature is unending. Christ entered this world to return us to this 

eternal infancy; to recreate us in and through Himself. Christ takes our age and we borrow His 

youth. He grows old and dies; we grow young and live forever. This is the paradox of faith. This 

is the true meaning of Christmas. Immanence and transcendence and union with God; striving to 

touch eternity while still living in time. In this single Child, the human and Divine meet. God and 

man are reconciled. Christ becomes a child of humanity and we become children of the Heavenly 

Father. And by this great exchange, time in its relentless course turns backward: Despair gives 

way to joy, fears are overcome, love prevails, sin is forgiven, life is restored, hope is renewed, and 

we are at peace. Tonight, belongs to children, dear brothers and sisters in Christ; so tonight, belongs 

to you. Amen. 

In Christ,  

Pastor Jeremy H. Mills   


