
“While they were there, the days were completed for her to give birth and she gave birth to 
her firstborn Son; and she wrapped Him in cloths, and laid Him in a manger, because there 

was no room for them in the inn.” Luke 2:6-7 
When I read this part of the Christmas story, I’m never surprised that the Lord planned Jesus’ birth at 
this timeframe in history. Had it been in this the 21st Century, Mary would’ve been too far along to 
travel more than 50 miles away from her doctor, much less a seven day donkey ride through the 
unpaved back roads leading to Bethlehem. And to even think of delivering a baby in an unsterile 
environment, well, that’s laughable. But for her to deliver in a barn, with animals and all that comes 
along with animals- hair and poop and food and hay- really? I just can’t imagine.  

In today’s world our medical advances are truly amazing. Many lives have been saved due to early 
diagnoses and regular health screenings. I’m thankful to be living in the greatest country in the world 
with the greatest doctors. I recognize that a majority of the world isn’t near as fortunate.  

But there’s a flipside too. I can see and have seen how all this early testing we do can lead to fear if 
we’ll let it. I can “webMD” anything and before too long I’ll have given myself two weeks to live. I see 
this especially in pregnancies. These days we can be tested for anything and so can our babies. And 
it’s even come so far that if we don’t like the results of the tests and the doctors don’t give much 
hope, we’re given the option to terminate.  

Recently the Lord allowed Thomas and I the privilege of walking alongside some of our dearest 
friends as they walked the long nine months of their second pregnancy- just a year earlier we walked 
alongside them as they lost their first and it was devastating. So when you get a second positive test, 
you kinda hold your breath. You read everything and don’t eat deli meat that hasn’t been heated and 
you don’t take any medicine or drink caffeine, and you wait. You go to every appointment just waiting 
to hear the heartbeat come through loud and strong from the monitor. And this time around they faced 
a different fate. At every appointment with baby number two, they were given a different “problem” if 
you will, and this baby’s outcome looked bleak at best. Termination was mentioned and a different 
doctor was chosen. The phone calls we shared were agonizing, I can remember listening to Thomas 
talk to the dad on the phone and I just cried and prayed. The “what-ifs” were very real. The hours 
upon hours on our knees led to something none of us expected, hope. This baby has always been a 
living miracle, defying the odds and shocking doctors left and right. And now she’s a 16-month-old 
breathing miracle.  

The Lord has used this baby to grow my faith in more ways than anyone will ever know. In her mother 
I see the same faith of that young mother in the stable, not fully knowing the outcome, but fully 
trusting the One Who did. And as Mary held Jesus in that dirty, smelly stable, I wonder, did she 
realize the she had just given birth to the greatest hope of mankind? Did she know the miracle Jesus 
is? He keeps showing Himself the same hope and miracle today and I am so thankful I get to witness 
it firsthand. 

May His presence truly be the greatest gift I receive this season.  


