
CHRISTMAS DAY, 2020     LUKE 2     MAKING DO 

 We have been worshipping virtually now since our last Sunday together in our church 

building, which was March 15, over 9 months ago, if you’re counting. So the fact that we’re 

worshipping virtually again today is not really notable, except that it is—because it’s Christmas 

Day.  And like other significant holidays we’ve missed, like Easter for example, this stands out.  

I love our Christmas Day service; it’s usually a highlight of my year. While most of Christendom 

focuses on Christmas Eve worship, which is candle lit and peaceful, our congregation has always 

instead done a Christmas Day service, which is bright and beautiful and uniquely wonderful.  

Very, very rarely have we not been gathered in our church together on Christmas morning; in 

fact, off hand, I can only remember once, and that was back in 2009.  Like this Christmas of 

2020, and the Christmas recorded in the Gospel of Luke 2000 years ago, that Christmas of 2009 

was an example of having to make do when things kept going wrong. Let me tell you about it!  

 Everything was going right to begin with 11 years ago.  We had a festive and joyful 

Christmas Day service planned, music and sermon and decorations were all set to go.  And then 

on Christmas Eve, a blizzard was forecast for overnight and into Christmas Day. Kind of like this 

year, except it happened a day sooner for us now.  Jim Allert was our congregational president at 

the time, and both he and I chanced to read an article in the Duluth News Tribune on the 24th 

about this upcoming snowstorm.  A Catholic priest was quoted in the article as saying something 

to the effect that while protestant churches might certainly cancel services if the storm should 

materialize, the Catholic churches would hold services no matter what.  For some reason, this 

fired me and Jim up.  We agreed that regardless of weather, we, too, would hold our Christmas 
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Day service!  After all, he lived close enough to the Church to snowshoe there if need be; and 

Phil and I had a four-wheel drive Suburban that we were confident could get us pretty much 

anywhere under any circumstances.  Everything was as it should be and we were set!  Except we 

weren’t, because then things started going wrong.  Sure enough, the blizzard came, a 

combination of snow and icy sleet falling from the sky.  Undaunted, Phil and I got up early 

Christmas morning and used snow blower and shovel to dig our Suburban out so we could head 

down from Two Harbors to Knife River for the service, but--thankfully--cooler heads prevailed.  

It was not a fit day for mortals nor beasts, and we simply couldn’t ask people to risk the drive to 

church in the snowstorm.  I was devastated, truth be told;  it felt like we were cancelling 

Christmas!  But we regrouped and made do.  Several of us started calling everyone else and 

telling them of the cancellation.   And as I called people and shared the bad news, I began to 

realize that there was a little good news after all; it wasn’t the same as gathering in person, of 

course, but even the exchanged greetings over the phone were a heart-warming and genuine 

connection.  Particularly when we reached Lyle and Trish Northey.  Things were really going 

wrong in the Northey household!  And I’m retelling this tale with their permission.  Trish was 

having heart problems, they couldn’t dig themselves out of their Laura Lane home, nor did they 

believe an ambulance could get through.  It was like a bugle call from heaven!  Here Phil and I 

were, dug out, warmly dressed, and ready to take that four-wheel drive suburban on the road----

all dressed up with nowhere to go, you might say--except now we had somewhere to go and 

were on a mission!  We somehow got to their house, Trish and Lyle made it out to the Burb, and 

we got Trish to the hospital in Duluth, where they successfully dealt with the issue. It was a bit of 

a miracle under the circumstances, but my husband is a skillful driver.  The number of times in 
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my life when I’ve felt like a hero could certainly be counted on the fingers of one hand, but this 

was one of them.  This Christmas of 2009 in which everything went wrong and nothing was as it 

should be, was actually one of the best and most memorable Christmases of my life.  Making do 

proved to be surprisingly just right.  In fact, if you believe in a God who intervenes for good in 

human history, which is rather the point of the entire Christmas story, you might see the whole 

series of events as providential and leading to a good ending.  In spite of all that went wrong and 

was not as it should be!  

 Look at the story in our Gospel from Luke today.  It’s a story of mishaps, awful timing 

and everything going wrong.  In the larger picture, nothing was at it should be, in that Palestine 

was occupied by the Romans, whom Jews loathed.  The taking of the census was for purposes of 

taxation for Rome, which made it a detestable reason for the perils, inconvenience, and expense 

of 1st C. travel.  Worse yet, Mary is about to give birth.  But needs must, so off this peasant 

couple goes, traveling on foot or possibly donkey to a village about 100 miles away with Mary 

expecting the baby at any moment.  How much wrong-er can things go?  We’re about to find out, 

when they finally reach their destination, and no lodging can be found.  Bethlehem is not 

prepared to accommodate this many travelers at one time.  So, they have to bed out in a stable, 

and make do as best they can for the night, a makeshift arrangement, but manageable, except-- 

oh wait!  The baby is coming. And when a baby is birthing, no negotiation is possible.  Was there 

time to find a midwife?  Hot water?  We’ve no idea.  Likely not. We just know they coped 

somehow in the best makeshift way they could, and we read in an impressively brief description, 

“and she gave birth to her firstborn son”.  That’s it.  Nothing of the pain, chaos and likely panic 

that must have occurred.  And nothing either of the joy of hearing the baby’s first cry, of the 
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power and wonder of the miracle of birth.  Yet, all things considered, and in spite of everything 

that went wrong, it seems that perhaps, it was actually just right.  Almost as though God had a 

hand in it, despite the far-from ideal circumstances and everyone involved having to make do as 

best they could.  Angels serenade shepherds and sheep in a nearby field, and the couple have 

some awe-struck visitors smelling of sheep that very night, and Mary treasures all of these things 

in her heart, while the shepherds run back to their flocks, praising God.  That was some 

Christmas!  

 Like Christmas in 2009; like the first Christmas over 2000 years ago; Christmas in 2020 

seems also a hopeless jumble of everything going wrong, of mishaps and awful timing, of 

nothing being like it should be.  I’m guessing that many of you, like us, have different kind of 

Christmas family and friend celebrations happening this year, much scaled down from the ideal.  

But if you’re like us, you’ve made do.  You’ve found some makeshift ways to connect via virtual 

gatherings or telephone calls.  You’re still worshipping on Christmas Day with this service, and 

you’re likely having a special meal of some kind.  You’re making do within your household, and 

God is blessing you right there where you are, as you are. 

The same is true of our congregational Christmas. We couldn’t all be together here in our 

beloved sanctuary, filled with our usual joyful cacophony of song and conversation and activity.  

How could this Christmas Day service happen with all of us in our homes?  But we made do.  A 

virtual choir put together a Christmas anthem as best we could; it’s harder than you might think!  

We had bell music recorded just before the coronavirus surge which we were able to include.  

The sanctuary is decorated; the church bell was rung, the Christmas Day Wreath lighting and the 
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Scripture lesson were read and recorded, music was played and recorded, and we have Christmas 

Day worship, put together artfully and skillfully by our videographer.   It’s not ideal.  It’s not 

what we wanted.  It’s not as we think it should be.  A whole litany of things have gone wrong this 

year, including the timing of a pandemic surge around the holidays.  But instead of thinking that 

this puts us outside of the Christmas story, we should recognize instead that it puts us right 

squarely in the middle of the Christmas story.  Which was also a series of one thing going wrong 

after another, a sequence of mishaps and bad timing, a situation of making do under 

circumstances that weren’t what they should have been.  They are us, and we are them.  This 

Christmas story is our story!   

 So although we may feel that things are not as they should be, and that this Christmas just 

isn’t right, we may be wrong.  Christmas originally was certainly never about everything being 

as it should be; quite the opposite in fact.  And that has surely held true through history….was 

Christmas “as it should be” during the plagues of the Middle Ages or during the World Wars of 

the last century?  Is Christmas ever really the perfect, idyllic, and orderly celebration we tend to 

imagine?  Probably not.  Like the original Christmas, like Christmas 2009, like Christmas 2020, 

Christmas is far more real than it is ideal.  Christmas is everyone involved making do as best 

they can under circumstances far from perfect, and yet…Christmas still happens.  The miracle 

occurs.  Christ is born; Emmanuel is among us; God is moving through and amongst the 

craziness of people and circumstances to bring things round right.  To make a way for brighter 

days to come.  To bring peace to a weary world and redemption to weary souls.  God does this!  

Christ is born! For all the world, no exceptions.  And for us, no exceptions.  Emmanuel, God 

with us, is with you.   Amen. 
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