
Title: “Living in Peace” 

Text: Micah 5:2-5a (Advent 4) 

 Behind the Grade School Building that I attended in a town called Webster Groves was a neighborhood 

that had one of the best Christmas Light Displays around. Nearly every home participated. People would travel 

from all over town to drive slowly up-and-down the street, mesmerized by the intricately decorated homes, 

roofs, lawns, and trees. Garage doors were filled with motorized elves wrapping gifts. Curtains were 

programmed to open and close unveiling a life-size Santa in the living room. And high in the trees above was a 

sleigh with reindeer that had moving legs. Honestly, it was pretty impressive!  

 For several years, I went to see these lights with family or friends. Each year there would be more lights, 

bigger displays and new music playing. But I always wondered the same thing: With garage doors open and 

brightly lit, Christmas carols playing loudly, and the lights on the houses that seemed brighter than daylight 

itself? “How did these people sleep at night?” 

 What was great for me about going to see the Christmas lights was that I could eventually leave: going 

back to a dark and quiet home, no traffic and free from complete strangers standing in our lawn. This was the 

luxury of many of the people who came to see the lights – that they, too, could leave. But not for the people 

who lived in the neighborhood. They lived there; stayed there; slept there. That was their home. And when it 

came to Christmas each year for this neighborhood, “Simply looking at the lights from a distance was 

significantly different than actually living among them.”  

 If only Micah had the luxury of simply looking from a distance at the devastation that was around him 

rather than actually living there! Micah doesn’t have much of a choice – the Kingdom within which he lives has 

just been overrun causing the King of Jerusalem to high-tailed it out of town in fear of the Assyrian Army. This 

leaves the people defenseless and vulnerable. Micah lives there; stays there; sleeps there. That was his home. 

Idols fill the living rooms of families like Santa Claus figures in neighborhood in Webster Groves. Smoldering 

fires set by the Assyrians light up the night sky like Christmas Lights on houses. Shouts of hatred and anger 

break the silence of the evening like Christmas Carols played on repeat. Bribes rule the justice system and 

neighbors are at each other’s throats. Looking at this place from a distance, we would say: “How do these 

people sleep at night?” It’s a terrible place to be. Certainly for anyone. But especially for those who have heard 

God say to their forefathers in Deuteronomy 6, “For you are a people holy to the Lord Your God. The Lord 

Your God has chosen you to be a people for his treasured possession…” It is precisely these people, called 

Holy and Treasured to the Lord, who are forced to leave their homes, deprived of basic bodily needs, and 

mercilessly ruled against and even killed – both by their own fault and the fault of others. “The people of God 

do not simply look from a distance at the condition of their community, they live within it.” 

It’s one thing for us to consider the condition of Micah’s community from a distance over 2700 years 

later, but it’s quite another to be living within it in our own backyard today. We know very well the desperation 

that Micah felt when bad things are happening to good people that we know. We know very well the 

desperation that Micah felt when his loved ones are taken away, his friends and family are hurting, and his 

home is in physical and relational ruin that leaves him breathless and saddened. We know very well the 

desperation that Micah felt as the condition of the world consumes him causing him to feel so small, so fragile, 

so voiceless, so weak. Sin has made things personal among us just as it did for Micah – where pain is not 

always predictable, guilt is not always forgettable, and burden is not always reconcilable. We must wonder if 

Micah would say of us as he sees our lives, our actions, and our world today: “How did these people sleep at 

night?”  

 My family and I never decorated our home with an elaborate Christmas light display. But we did put 

lights on the gutters and wreaths on the windows. As a child, one of the things that I longed-for was helping my 

dad put the lights on the house. But for so many years, I waited. Year after year would pass-by as I stood on the 

front lawn looking up at the roof to my dad who was putting up the lights – wishing that I could be where he 

was. I waited intently, drawn to his actions and his movements – taking them in so that I might be prepared to 

join him on the roof. Then the year finally came, the year that I heard the voice of my own father say to me that 

he was coming down the ladder to help me climb up on the roof to join him in decorating the house.  

 Our lives can be filled with lots of waiting, too. Waiting for answers; waiting intently for signs of hope 

amid our burdened lives – waiting for something to intervene, to erase the pain of the choices by others that 



have caused disastrous consequences upon us – and we upon them. What more could the powerless people do in 

Micah 5 in Jerusalem? They were little, weak, without a King, and longing for something – anything – to 

intervene.  

Just as my father called down from the roof to me, the voice of God ushers forth powerfully through 

Micah to break the silence of waiting – of watching – of hoping. God choses to intervene for them in His full 

and utter discontentment with simply looking at us from a distance as He longs for and desires to live among us 

and we among Him. Micah’s words reiterate to the People of God – His Chosen and His Treasured Ones – that 

God’s Word and His Actions will not be bound nor restrained by the circumstances of this life that cause them 

to feel so small, so powerless and so weak. For through Micah, the voice has finally come that they longed to 

hear from God: “From you shall come forth for me one who is to be ruler in Israel…And they shall dwell 

secure, for now He shall be great to the ends of the earth. And He shall be their Peace.” 

And it’s this same Promise that pierces through the condition of our world as we live within it and all 

that it throws at us. It is these Promise-Filled Words that move us not to be preoccupied with our powerlessness, 

but redirects us toward God’s Strength for us. Like children in the front lawn, our hearts are turned upward by 

God to wait intently - watching God’s intervening actions and movements as we are made ready for the day 

when He returns once again to us. Here, on the front lawn of our world, we watch as God initiates His Grace 

through the miraculous gift of a baby to Mary. We watch as God further carries-out His plan of Salvation 

through His Son who stands firm among the weak like a Shepherd among His flock. We watch with joy as the 

culmination of God’s intervening action finds fullness in Christs Obedience to Death for you and me – and the 

realization that not one action was done without His heart and mind focused upon us!  

Through Jesus, peace has been established for us. Not ‘Peace’ that necessarily makes our lives 

immediately better, but ‘Peace’ that has made right our heart before God in full. As year after year passes, we 

approach another Christmas Day. But the time has come, when the voice of Our Very Own Heavenly Father has 

spoken out over us that Jesus has been given to us and lives for us, “And He is Our Peace.” And it is this Peace 

from Jesus that we do not simply look at from a distance, but that which we live within now – even at this very 

moment. 

Amen.  


