
Midweek Advent 4 

St. Matthew 26:36-46 

‘All I want for Christmas is Prayer’ 

 

In the Name of Jesus! AMEN! 

 

 Invariably, it happens every year.  You go to get the mail, beginning sometime around the 

first of December, and continuing all the way through mid-January, and there they are.  Some 

days there are 3 or 4, other days just 1.  It is the annual deluge of Christmas cards, and letter, and 

sometimes pictures too from friends and family scattered all over the country. 

 This is a most awkward situation if you ask me, not because I do not like receiving cards 

and reading hi-lights of what friend’s children are up to; or that I despise reading about what one 

did for their summer vacation.  Nor is it even that I cannot stand to read the health problems and 

issues that people have faced throughout the year when I could not be there with them. 

 The awkwardness is that for ¾ of the cards I receive from friends and family, this is the 

only time of year I truly hear from them. 

 One family sent us a Christmas card every year for years growing up; and yet, we had not 

seen them for 20 years, nor did we have any other contact than just that one card.  The same was 

true with others as well; if we saw each other face to face, the only connection would be those 

annual Christmas cards and the news contained therein. 

 And that tugs at the heart strings does it not?  That we have so many friends and family 

and the connection is frayed.  At one point these people were the first that came to mind 

whenever there was an issue; they stood up at your wedding; they were sponsors at your 

children’s baptism; hardly a week went by that you were not over at each other’s houses.  And 

today, it is like you hardly even know each other outside of this one annual communication. 



 How we wish that we could rekindle these friendships; how we wish they were here 

when we need to speak to a friend about something that bothers us; how we wish that these 

people, who once meant so much to us, were here once more. 

 We look to them because we know that they will not condemn us; that no matter what we 

say or do, they will not judge us.  That they are honest, and we can trust every word that they 

speak to us. 

 How rare to find such a friend as that?  How we wish that especially at this time of year, 

when so much is going on around us, when so many things come to ahead at once, that there was 

that one friend who we could turn to and speak with and not need to worry about being judged or 

spoken against. 

 You may only get one or two of those friends in a lifetime; you may even discover that 

one day even those friends were not the friends you thought they were. 

 And yet, there is one friend who is still there for you; who you can speak to any time, day 

or night, who will hear you and who will answer you. 

 It is your Father who is in heaven. 

 Our Lord hears the prayers of His people at all times; He hears you when you call upon 

Him in the morning and when you call upon Him before you go to bed in the evening.  He hears 

you when you are at the heights of joy and when you are at the depths of despair.  He hears you 

when things in your life seem to be going great, and He hears you when things in life seem to be 

on the verge of falling apart. 

 The Lord heard the cries of His people trapped in slavery; He heard their cries in the 

wilderness; He heard their voices as they entered the Promised Land.  He hears the sounds of His 

kings who call on Him for wisdom; He hears the lamentations of His prophets who weep at the 



unfaithfulness of the nations.  He bends His ear to the sound of the people in exile; and He 

remembers the promise of a Savior. 

 The Lord even hears the cries of His one and only Son, who calls upon Him in the 

Garden of Gethsemane, as He prepares to go to the cross to suffer for the sins of the world. 

 How much more so will He hear your own voice as you call upon Him, you His beloved 

sons and daughters, who have been made His children through the waters of Holy Baptism. 

 That is the promise made to you, that the Lord is not a once a year friend who sends you 

updates on how things are going, rather the Lord is one who you can call upon at every hour, that 

you can call upon in prayer, praise and thanksgiving.  The Lord hears your cries, and He comes 

to you desiring to hear your words of joy and your words of woe. 

 You have a friend, you have a Father in heaven, who you can talk to, no matter the 

situation, no matter the need, no matter the hour; and He will hear your voice, and He will 

answer you. 

In the Name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit! AMEN! 


