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Let’s be honest—there have been Christmases that have been nicer than others.  Of course, we remember the 

fantastic ones—ones when there’s a new baby in the family, a first Christmas married, the first in a brand new 

home, a Christmas when someone special gave a very special gift—I’m sure we all can pull up some of those 

wonderful memories.  

In the same way, I’m sure we can recall Christmases that don’t have very fond memories—first holidays after 

someone we love has died, Christmases when someone we love can’t be with us (Richard and I have memories 

of a few Christmases when our son Stephen was in the military in Iraq and Afghanistan).  I know many people 

have been in the middle of cancer treatments through a Christmas—not fun for sure!    

We can even go back in history and find some rather awful Christmases.  My parents lived through World War 

II—my mother remembered rationing (not having very much for Christmas dinner let alone presents) and my dad 

was in the South Pacific—for at least three Christmases.  I often think about the British citizens who lived through 

the continual bombing raids—even through Christmas.    

If we remember our American history, we certainly know about Washington at Valley Forge and the troops 

freezing through one Christmas and fighting the Battle of Trenton another.  There have been some wide-ranging 

Christmases throughout the last 2000+ years.  

Just for a moment, I’d like to switch gears, as it were, to something fictional—the beloved Dr. Seuss story “How 

the Grinch Stole Christmas.”  I’m not going to tell the story—I don’t need to.  But to summarize it quickly, the 

Grinch hated Christmas and particularly hated how the people of Who-ville were so happy at Christmas.  In order 

to ruin everyone’s Christmas—to cancel Christmas—the Grinch steals all the decorations and presents.  Christmas 

is kaput, right?  

Wrong!  On Christmas morning, when the Grinch expects everyone to be sad and crying, he finds the opposite—

everyone is singing and dancing with joy.  The reason?  You can’t stop Christmas.  You can’t stop the joy you 

feel in your heart and the love you receive from God.  

Think about that very first Christmas.  It certainly wasn’t what we would have expected after hearing a heavenly 

angel tell Mary about becoming the mother of God’s son.  Or when we hear about Elizabeth rejoicing at Mary’s 

news. Or when Joseph is visited in a dream telling him about Jesus.  We would think that when Jesus is born, 

there’s going to be a big happy fuss—maybe a party.    

But then think about what actually happened.  Poor Mary and Joseph having to travel—on foot—for a couple of 

weeks to get to Bethlehem because of Caesar’s census.  I can’t even imagine what Mary went through—walking 

over rough terrain for about 2 weeks when she’s 9 months pregnant and then ending up in an animal stable in 

Bethlehem to give birth for the first time, alone with Joseph.  I was scared when my first son Michael was born, 

and I had doctors and nurses and a hospital and clean sheets and all sorts of equipment available!    

Yet even though the conditions were horrendous for Mary, the promised holy child of Bethlehem, our Immanuel, 

still arrived.  Nothing could thwart God’s plan—nothing could stop God’s love story for humanity.    

The year 2020, the Christmas of 2020, will definitely go down in the annals of time as not a great time, but a time 

of getting through Covid19 by the grace of God.  Were we surrounded this year by those we love, bringing lots 

of presents, Christmas dinner with the family, even spending a lot of time at church functions and services singing 

Christmas carols?  No.  But that’s not all there is to Christmas.  Christmas is in our hearts.  Christmas is a spirit, 

a state of mind, a joyous feeling, the knowledge of knowing that Immanuel, God is with us—and will remain with 

us forever.  



In little Bethlehem so long ago, God fulfilled the promise of bringing us a deliverer.  The angels told the 

shepherds, “Behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy which shall be to all people.  For unto you is born this 

day in the city of David, a Savior who is Christ the Lord.”    

It may not seem the same this year, but it is.  We can quietly bring our alleluias to the Lord, because the Savior 

has been born for us.  Amen.  

 


