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DEDICATION

To Kim Kimpel

Who asked me to write a Christmas story to share

during her Christmas dinner. This story started

everything! Thanks!





I force my pathetic, exhausted body out of bed and

just manage to drag myself into the kitchen to pour

coffee. This accomplished, I wander over to stare

at  the  calendar  hanging  on  the  wall,  only  to

confirm my worst fears.

Today,  it  is  exactly  two weeks before  Christmas

and  I’m  torn  between  desperately  wishing  the

whole thing was over  and absolute  terror  that  it

will  arrive  before  I  am ready.  Coffee  in  hand,  I

stagger into the dining room, sit down at the table,

and  push  aside  my  huge  pile  of  half  addressed

Christmas cards so I have a place to put down my

cup.



I take a few feeble sips, only to realize that I have

forgotten to add the sugar. Ugh! I make my way

back  into  the  kitchen.  Coffee  sweetened  to  my

liking,  I  stand,  staring  at  the  notices  on  my

refrigerator as I sip.

The caffeine must be working as it occurs to me

that  the  top  flier  is  advertising  a  school  concert

scheduled for tonight.



I groan out loud!

As  if  I  don’t  have  enough  to  do  without  this.

Having  to  spend  an  evening  watching  children,

who don’t want to participate, perform for parents,

who don’t want to watch, may be more than I can

bear.  I  push  this  information  to  the  back  of  my

mind to be dealt with later.



Grabbing  a  good,  nourishing  breakfast  of

Christmas cookies and fudge, I head into the living

room  to  see  what  the  television  has  to  offer.  I

juggle  my  breakfast  of  caffeine  and  sugar  as  I

switch on the set. I glance around the room, trying

to decide where to sit.

The  couch  is  covered  with  clean  but  unfolded

laundry.  My  favorite  chair,  a  comfy  wing  back

covered in  a  red and white  check,  has  shopping

bags  full  of  unwrapped  presents  overflowing  its

seat.

In front of this chair, the lovely needlepoint stool

that  normally  sits  there  has  been  replaced  by  a

tacky, ancient  card table,  resplendent  with bows,



scissors,  tape,  labels,  and  other  wrapping

accessories.  On either  side  of  the chair  lay  rolls

and rolls  of  wrapping paper,  each more  colorful

than the other. I remember when I bought each of

those  rolls,  being  convinced  their  festive  design

would  inspire  me  to  wrap the  presents  not  only

well but quickly.

With a last, sad glance at my chair, I plop down on

the  couch,  ignoring  the  pile  of  clean  laundry

beneath me. I can always wash them again. Sure,

like I  have  time to do the  pile  of  laundry  that’s

already growing in the hamper.

My attention turns to the television where Martha

Stewart has just begun. Martha, dressed in a perky



Holiday sweater, looks at me in my ratty bathrobe

and fuzzy pink slippers and begins to tell me how

easy it is to get ready for Christmas. In 30 minutes,

she is going to show me how it’s done!



If  I  had any energy left,  I  would get  up off  the

couch,  get  the  bowl  of  cookie  dough  I  made  a

week  earlier  out  of  the  refrigerator  and  begin

pelting  Martha  with  BB’s  of  raw  green  cookie

dough. 

If  you  think  it’s  so  easy  to  prepare  for  the

Holidays, Martha, I challenge you to come to my

house for just ONE day and give it your best shot.



Think you’re up to it, Martha? Let me fill you in

on what awaits you:

 My Christmas  tree  is  tied  up  on  the  back

patio, waiting patently to be put in its place

of honor;

 The decorations for both the tree and house

are safely tucked away in boxes lining the

living room walls;

 Half the floor of the garage is covered with

Christmas lights that my husband needs to

test before he is able to hang them up;

 The  presents  occupying  my  favorite  chair

are less than half the gifts I need to buy;



 My cupboards, like Old Mother Hubbard’s,

are bare;

 The laundry needs to be done and the house

needs to be cleaned.

WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK  ABOUT  THAT,

MARTHA?!

I  realize  I’m  stand  in  front  of  the  television,

screaming at the image on the screen.

“Get a grip, girl,” I tell myself and return to the

couch. I sit down and sigh. I know Martha won’t

come. All of it will be left to me, just like last year

and the year before and...



I might as well get busy and get it done. Only I

don’t know where to begin. Then I realize that it

doesn’t matter because I don’t have the time to do

it all anyway.



Last  night  was  spent  at  the  church  Christmas

program.  Today,  I  volunteered  to  assist  with  the

fourth grade Holiday party. What was I thinking?!

A group of  ten  year  old  kids  full  of  punch and

cookies. That’s all that was missing!



Tonight is the school event and tomorrow night is

the neighbor’s open house. The office dinner, the

neighborhood cookie bake, decorating the church...

will I ever have any time to get MY work done?

 I  slump  over  on  the  couch,  tempted  to  pull  a

nearby  towel  over  my  head,  when  I  notice  that

someone has set up the Nativity set on a bookshelf.

One of the kids, I guess.

As I stare at the set, I realize Mary has slipped to

the floor. I get up off the couch and, after turning

Martha  off  and  Christmas  music  on,  go  over  to

pick up the little ceramic figure.



I bend down to put the little figure back into place

when something stops me. I sit on the coffee table

and  study  the  figure  of  Mary  in  my  hand.  She

looks so young. Well, she was very young, barely

more  than  a  teen  when  she  was  betrothed  to

Joseph.



I  think  about  the  angle  Gabriel  coming  to  the

young girl to tell her she was the one chosen to be

the mother of the Messiah. In a moment of pure

self pity, I consider how much easier my life would

be right not if Mary had pulled the blanket over her

head and ignored Gabriel’s words.

Then it occurs to me that things would have been

easier for Mary also. She was in a terrible position:

young, unmarried, and pregnant, living in a culture

where  unmarried  and  pregnant  was  literally  a

deadly combination.

I set Mary on the floor and reach for Joseph. What

a wonderful man! What a faithful man! He spoke

up for Mary, told everyone he would marry her no



matter what. He didn’t have to do that. He could

have  walked  away  and  left  her  to  the  village.

Instead, he took a chance. I never realized before

how lucky we are that he took that chance.

I pick Mary back up and study the two of them.

What  a  difficult  journey  they  must  have  had,

making their  way to Bethlehem.  I  can’t  imagine

being that far along in a pregnancy and traveling

on the back of a donkey. The ride in the care going

to the nearby hospital almost killed me!

Once they arrived in town, they found there was

nowhere  for  them  to  stay.  How  frustrated  they

must have been! I can almost feel the desperation

Joseph felt,  trying to find a place,  any place for



Mary to have the baby. Joseph took such good care

of her!

This makes me think about my own husband. he

has spent the last three nights in the garage, sorting

through  Christmas  lights,  replacing  bulbs  and

untangling cords. This weekend, he’ll spend hours



stringing lights all over the house and trees around

the house. When he finishes, it will be a work of

art.

Why does  he  do it,  I  wonder?  Not  for  his  own

pleasure. He really doesn’t care about the lights.

He does it for me! He knows how much I enjoy

standing in front of our house, admiring the effect.

He takes such good care of me!

I put Joseph back in position and, with Mary in my

hand,  make  my  way  into  the  bedroom.  Setting

Mary on the nightstand, I take time to make the

bed,  smoothing  the  soft  sheets,  tucking  in  the

blankets,  straightening  the  comforter.  I  fluff  the



pillow, then stand back and appreciate my effort. I

glance over at Mary, then back at the bed.

Mary didn’t have a soft, comfortable bed like this

to lie in when she had her Child. Joseph probably

gathered clean straw and then,  putting  a  blanket

down, helped Mary prepare for the Baby.

Did  Joseph  deliver  the  Baby?  Did  one  of  the

women  from the  town  come  in  to  help?  Surely

Mary didn’t take care of it herself?

I  remember  the  vast  number  of  medical

professionals  who  attended  me  when  I  was  in

labor. I shudder as I think about this poor young

girl, so far from home, so far from her mother.



She must have been so scared!

I’d like to think that, in the midst of her labor, she

heard a small, still voice within her, whispering,

“It’s all right. Don’t be afraid. You’re not alone. I’ll

protect you. I’ll keep you safe. Come on now. You

can  do  it.  I  know you  can.  That’s  why  I  chose

YOU!”

I put on my clothes, pick up Mary and return to the

living  room.  Getting  down  before  the  Nativity

again,  I  look at  the shepherd on one side of the

family and the kings on the other. It’s interesting

that two such diverse groups of people would find

welcome in this place.



Shepherds didn’t hold a very high place in society.

They lived and worked with with the animals. Yet

they  were  compelled  to  come off  the  mountains

and hills for this great event. I look at the stable on

the  shelf  and  think  how  fortunate  it  was  the

shepherds could find the Baby in such a humble



place.  Had  he  been  born  at  the  inn,  they  never

would have felt  comfortable coming to see Him.

They felt right at home in the stable.

Right from the beginning, Jesus was reaching out

to those that society ignored. Thinking about this

reminds me to pick up items for the food baskets

the  church  puts  together  for  the  Holidays.  Even

today,  we  work  to  remember  those  society  has

forgotten.

Then I turn to the kings. Far from being outcasts,

they were prominent men in their society. I think

about all the excuses I had for not getting things

done and try to imagine the kings offering a dozen



excuses when they were too busy to take a gift to

this Child.

No, like the shepherds, they knew how important

an event this was. They made every effort to locate

the Child so they could worship Him. They didn’t

let anything get in the way of their accomplishing

the task at hand. 



I sit quietly on the floor for a moment, considering

all  this.  I  think about  the laundry,  the  groceries,

cards to be mailed and packages to be wrapped. I

think about  the  tree  to  be  trimmed,  lights  to  be

hung, and house to be decorated. I think about all

the events and parties to attend.

Then I think about Mary. No matter how difficult

Christmas might be for me, it can’t be worse than

that first Christmas was for her. Yet I know, in my

heart of hearts that she wouldn’t have changed any

of it for the world.

Another Christmas carol begins to play.



I  look  at  the  angel  flying  over  the  Nativity  and

remember the church program last night. I picture

the little ones in their gowns made from white bed

sheets,  half  of  them  with  crooked  halos.  And  I

smile. May first smile of the day.



I reach out and pick up the baby Jesus. As I look at

His sweet little face, an amazing thought suddenly

occurs to me.



God didn’t send

His Son to cause

ME stress!



No, God sent His Son to give me His joy that my

joy would be complete;

God sent His Son so I could experience the peace

that passes all understanding;

Most important, God sent His Son out of love,

For God so loves ME that He sent His only Son so

that,  if  I  believe in Him, I would not perish but

have eternal life!

With tears  in  my eyes,  I  kiss  the little  figure of

Jesus and put Him back in His place. I smile at the

Nativity and tell God, “Thank you!” For giving me

the best present of all.



I get up and, as I head off to plan my day, I turn

back  to  the  figures  on  the  shelf.  “Same  time

tomorrow, guys?”

I chuckle and prepare to throw in a load of laundry

before I head to the grocery store. First,  though,

maybe  one  more  piece  of  fudge!  After  all,  it  is

Christmas!
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