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Christmas Gifts


“I guess the most troublesome gift at Christmas is the Child Himself. What do we say? We smile nicely and pat the humbly wrapped present. ‘How nice of you, God, to have been so thoughtful,’ we mumble politely. But the Gift lies on the dresser unopened year after year. Perhaps because we don’t expect to find much inside except a useless religious trinket. Perhaps because we don’t feel any need for God just now. Perhaps because we know that if we unwrap the Gift we’ll be obligated to the Giver beyond what we can ever repay. And so it sits…and so it sits until in loneliness, in pain, in utter desperation we tug at the ribbons and tear off the wrappings, hoping against hope we’ll find inside what we’ve longed for. And so it is. Unconditional love!” from “A Gift All Wrapped in Swaddling Clothes” by Dr. Ralph F. Wilson.


In another story Dr Wilson describes a Christmas from his childhood when his parents scrimped for months to pay more than they could afford for a Marx electric train set. A visiting cousin from a near by military base dropped in for Christmas with a much larger, more expensive electric train set. “Guess whose we played with the most?” Dr. Wilson asks.


Just as his Mom and Dad felt hurt, Dr. Wilson suggests our heavenly Father spends many a disappointing Christmas. Amid the gifts, festivities and Christmas lights, who cares about His gift? What gets more attention?


How great is the gift Jesus brought? How do we understand what it means that Jesus came to bring eternal life? I want us to suppose that I was dying this Christmas. Imagine a fatal illness with the irrevocable outcome.


This is how I would then understand Christ’s gift: “I am going to a banquet with my Mom and Dad. My Father-in-law Walter and my brother-in-law Wayne (whom I will finally meet for the first time) will be there. My sisters Helen and Isabel will be there. My brother-in-law David and his son Chris will be there. Then there are my uncles and aunts, grandparents, cousins and so many friends from Cactus Lake, Canora and elsewhere. This celebration will dwarf any I can remember from previous Christmases. 

“My one regret about this reunion is that I cannot bring along others who are most near and dear to me. I have a feeling they won’t understand my joy, not for a while. I can hardly understand it myself. It moves me to tears.


“What is the banquet like, you ask? Check Isaiah 25:6-8: ‘On this mountain the Lord of hosts will make all peoples a feast of rich food, a feast of well-aged wines, of rich food filled with marrow, of well-aged wines strained clear. And he will destroy on this mountain the shroud that is cast over all peoples, the sheet that is spread over all nations; he will swallow up death forever.

‘Then the Lord God will wipe away the tears from all faces, and the disgrace of his people he will take away from all the earth, for the Lord has spoken.’”   (524 words)
