
Sweat the Small Stuff 

A shoot shall come out from the stump of Jesse, 

and a branch shall grow out of his roots. 

Isaiah 11:1

 

You’ve heard it said, “Don’t sweat the small stuff.”  It’s a good thing to keep in mind as 

we launch headlong into the decorating, baking, shopping, and wrapping season; all those 

Christmas season “small stuff” activities that start out festive, but soon turn into Christmas joy-

zapping busy-ness, stress, and exhaustion. 

But on the other hand, there is perhaps some Christmas small stuff that’s worth hanging 

on to.  At least the Prophet Isaiah seemed to think so.  According to Isaiah, our very salvation 

comes from something small, tender, and vulnerable; something so small it’s hardly noticeable 

and therefore easily missed.  You see, on that faraway and long ago night in Bethlehem, God—

the Creator of all creation—came to us in smallness, weakness, and hiddenness. 

For me, Isaiah’s words serve as the perfect Christmas reality check.  Somehow, I keep 

expecting loud and overwhelmingly impressive events to convince me and others of God’s 

saving power.  Not so, according to the Prophet.  Glitz, glamour, and big events seem to be the 

world’s Christmas recipe.  But not only is it a recipe for exhaustion, it’s a recipe that blinds us 

to the small “shoot that shall sprout from the stump.” 

When we’re too busy with our holiday bigness and busy-ness to see the small signs of 

God’s presence—the joy of celebrating with friends, the carefree play of children, and gestures 

of love that seem to flow more freely this time of year—then inevitably our Christmas joy will 

be overcome by holiday stress and exhaustion.   

Written some 700 years before the first Christmas, Isaiah reminds us that it’s the small 

stuff of God—the child of Bethlehem, the unknown man of Nazareth, the rejected preacher, 

the Savior on the cross—that seeks our full attention during this joyous Christmas season.  The 

work of our salvation takes place in the midst of a world that demands bigness and busy-ness.  

But beneath all that, God’s promise is hidden in the small shoot that sprouts from the stump…a 

small shoot that promises the love and joy of Christmas.  

 

Gentle God and loving Father, open my eyes to the joy of your hidden presence in my life.  

AMEN. 


