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Let me share a little Christmas story with you.  A lady writes: 

My husband and I had been happily married for five years but hadn't been blessed with a baby.  I decided to do 

some serious praying and promised God, that if I could have a child, I would strive to be a perfect mom, love it 

with all my heart and raise it in my faith. 

I guess you could say God answered my prayers and blessed us with a son.  The next year, God blessed us with 

another son.  The following year, God blessed us with yet another son.  The year after that we were blessed with 

a little girl.  My husband thought we'd been blessed right into poverty.  We had four children, with the oldest 

being four. 

I began reading Bible verses to my children while they still in their cribs.  I was off to a good start.  I learned 

patience as the children smashed two dozen eggs on the kitchen floor searching for the baby chicks inside.  I tried 

to be understanding when they started a hotel for homeless frogs in the spare bedroom, although it took me two 

hours to catch all 23 frogs.  

When my daughter poured ketchup all over herself and rolled herself up in a blanket so she would know what it 

felt like to be a hot dog, I tried to see the humor rather than the mess. 

But I knew I was missing the mark just a little when I talked about how God gives us everlasting life, my son 

thought it was generous of God to give us his "last wife."  Some things just get lost in translation. 

My proudest moment came a few years later at the annual Christmas pageant. My daughter was playing Mary, 

two of my sons were shepherds, and the youngest boy was a wise man. 

But as the pageant unfolded, my five year old shepherd just couldn't get the idea of swaddling clothes and kept 

saying, "The baby was wrapped in wrinkled clothes."  To which Mary responded, "That's not wrinkled clothes, 

silly.  It's dirty, rotten clothes."  This led to a wrestling match between Mary and the shepherd and was stopped 

by an angel, who bent her halo and lost her left wing. 

I slouched a little lower in my seat when Mary dropped the doll representing the Baby Jesus, and it bounced down 

the center aisle saying, "Mama-Mama."  My fourth child finally arrived on the scene as the wise man and 

announced, "We are the three wise men, and we are bringing you gifts of gold, common sense, and fur."  The 

congregation burst into laughter and the pageant got a standing ovation. 

Later, the minister sought me out to tell me he had never enjoyed a pageant the way he enjoyed this one.  He said 

the whole thing brought tears to his eyes.  And that he would never think of Christmas again without thinking 

about gold, common sense, and fur.  “My children are my pride and my joy and my greatest blessing," I said, as 

I rifled through my purse for some Excedrin.  

(Gold, Common Sense, and Fur, Linda Stafford, 2000.) 

Christmas is a reminder that life is never as neat and smooth as we would like it to be.  Just when things seem all 

fine and dandy, there’s more scary news on the TV—this time the Covid19 virus is mutating.  There’s a call from 

a doctor’s office with the not-so-good results from a test.  There’s a call from a child with a big problem.  There’s 

life-changing words from a spouse or a dear friend.  Or there’s the death of someone we love. 

Life changes on a dime. 

Certainly the first Christmas was not neat and smooth at all.  A poor peasant girl receives some unearthly news 

from an angel—that she is going to be the mother of God’s child.  What?  She’s not even married. 



What will her parents, her neighbors, her fiancé Joseph say or do? 

Well, we do know that Joseph still agrees to marry her. At least that.  

But then at the last minute, the evil empire—the Romans—step in and make life even more un-neat and un-

smooth. Joseph and Mary have to travel on foot when Mary is nine months pregnant to register in Bethlehem—

Joseph’s home town—for a new tax.  How convenient, though, that God arranged for them to be in the exact 

place where a Messiah had been prophesied to be born—Bethlehem of Judea. 

To make matters even more difficult, when the young couple get to Bethlehem, there’s a “no vacancy” sign at 

Motel 6, and poor, young, inexperienced Mary has to give birth in a stable, with nothing but old cloths to wrap 

up her beloved baby—the new born king. 

We can’t help but ask, “Did it have to be that way, God?” 

Let’s be honest here, tangible realities surround us all.  The world of little Bethlehem was real, Caesar Augustus 

was real, Herod was real, taxation was real, death was real, despair and hunger were real—and normal, and in the 

midst of all of that, God needed to be made real, too.  

God is not some intangible vapor somewhere out there.  God the Creator did not form the world with his own 

hands to move away and just watch the creation from a distance.  God has always wanted to be in relationship 

with us creatures.  

God tried many ways to communicate with us over the centuries before Jesus.  But God needed to come to us in 

the flesh, in the reality of Incarnation. God needed us to know, for sure, that God is with us.  We are not left alone 

in this world to fend for ourselves.  

God is with us—now and forever. 

On Christmas Eve, we hear God’s message, “Fear not, I am with you always, come what may, in this life and in 

the next life.”  

Did you know that there are actually 366 “fear nots” in the Bible? 

Isn’t that great?  One for every day of the year, and one extra for a super bad day. 

Because of Christmas, we can remember that God loves us so much that he came to us, stepped out of the glories 

of heaven into our flesh, so that we don’t ever have to be afraid again. Because of Christmas, we can choose to 

live in confidence. Because God chose to come to us in person, whenever those “surprise” life-changing moments 

happen, we can know that we do not face anything alone ever again.  And that’s the Good News of 

Christmas!  Amen. 


