Christmas Memories (December 21, 2011) by Jim Crosby

And while they were there the time came for her baby to be born.  She gave birth to her first child, a son.  She wrapped him snugly in strips of cloth and laid him in a manger because there was no room for them in the village inn.    Luke 2:6-7

Christmas!  Close your eyes and think about it?  In your mind’s eye what do you 
see?  Everyone sees something different because person has his or her own special memories of Christmas.   

Christmas is made for memories.  Even as we pause in 2011 to think back on Christmases past, we are in the process of making more memories to reflect on in the future.  This Christmas will be unlike any others.  Each Christmas has its own special stamp of uniqueness.  It stands alone and carves out it╒s own special place in our memories of the yuletide season and all that goes with it.

The highs are higher and the lows are lower at Christmas.  There is a lot of joy to be had, but if you have experienced many Christmases you’ll look back and remember special people in your life.

This Christmas will be the first in my lifetime that I have not shared with my Mom who passed away this Easter.  She was 97, now that’s a lot of Christmases.  But, I remember how she really organized her Christmas chores.  All the baking, shopping, wrapping of presents, decorating the house and tree, addressing Christmas cards all while putting in 40 hour weeks in retail.  I marveled at her energy.

As she became older and couldn’t do all those things she still made sure they got done by assigning tasks to me, my brother and our wives.  A fond memory that I have is the Lovely Susette, sweetly and patiently, helping Mom address and mail her Christmas cards for the past five or six years when Mom╒s eyesight wouldn’t let her do it on her own.  She still had that long list of friends and family she sent cards to over many, many years.  That address book was tattered, torn, falling apart with erasures, additions and deletions that reflected the friendship of many Christmases past.

As loved ones pass on there is a certain sadness attached to the memory of them at Christmas, but in time that is overcome by remembering the fun stuff.  The meals, the presents, the fun, the laughter, the love we shared.  

But, always there was and still is one staple in our bank of memories.  The memory of that first Christmas, so long ago, but still as fresh as ever as we pick up the Bible and read in Matthew and Luke the true story of Christmas.

This year it is fitting that Christmas Day comes on Sunday, a day we set aside to worship.  So it will be very appropriate to put aside the trappings of the commercial side of Christmas to sing praises to that baby born long ago in a stable, lying in a manger on the hay, covered with strips of cloth.  A humble beginning that changed the world.

As we sing:  “Silent Night;”  “Away in a Manger;”  “It Came Upon a Midnight Clear;” and “Joy to the World”  the memories of that first Christmas enter our minds.

We know the story by heart now.  Don’t really have to read the Word.  We remember hearing time after time the story of how an angel appeared to a young woman named Mary, who was engaged to be married and shocked her with the news that she would give birth to a baby boy before her wedding day.

An equal shock descended on her fiance, Joseph, when he was informed that she was pregnant.  Both of them had to try to grasp just what all that meant.  She was pregnant by the Holy Spirit and this would indeed be a special child.

It is hard for us to even imagine how this young couple was able to deal with, much less comprehend, the significance of all this.  It certainly showed that they were people of deep faith.  They trusted God to do the right thing and they made themselves available to become a part of history far beyond what they could have imagined.

Speaking of trying to comprehend all thisi if this baby was so special why couldn’t they even find a hotel room or a house where he could be born.  

A stable? What’s up with that?

But, it is a beautiful story and a wonderful memory for all believers who celebrate the birth of the Christ Child each year at Christmas.

I remember way back to the Christmas when my Mom portrayed Mary in a Christmas play at church.  My brother was only 3 months old, but he was called on to play the baby Jesus, not that he had much say in the matter or even remembers it now. 

But I remember sitting in the audience and as the curtains opened all the folks sitting near me remarked: “That’s a real baby up there.”  I guess they were used to seeing Christmas Pageants they had a baby doll for Jesus, given the unpredictability of a live baby.  As far as I recall my brother slept through the whole thing.

Many years later I was able to participate, with my sons, in the Living Christmas Story, which is still being presented by Killearn Methodist church, 25 years later.  We didn’t have starring roles.  We were just dressed up as travelers through Bethlehem and were supposed to keep moving up and down the streets during the presentation along with others to show what a crowd was in town that night.

All of those years were exciting and so will this Christmas in 2011.  It doesn’t matter if I receive my usual lump of coal, not really, even if it’s what I deserve but never get because I am surrounded by those who love me despite my faults.

And this year as we watch that granddaughter, not yet two years old, get excited about opening gifts a host of new memories will join those from the past.

But, the greatest memory of all, no matter what unique circumstance this Christmas will present will be the continued memory of how this all came about. We’ll take some time to think about that stable, with the manger and the tiny baby and so much joy surrounding him.  He wouldn’t know the heavy responsibilities that would be His in life.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]In the stable there was only joy that night.  That is the same with you and me.  No matter what has happened before or will come later, we have the greatest Christmas Memory of all, the birth of the Christ Child.

 Prayer:  Happy Birthday Jesus.  Thank you for all the wonderful memories of Christmas.  Amen!  
	
***author’s note: Merry Christmas faithful devotion readers.  I hope this Christmas your life is filled with great joy.
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