
	
		



  
As humans we’re so limited. It’s hard for us to wrap our minds around the intangible. 
Take love, for instance. So big. We can’t get our minds around it. So we do a lot of silly 
stuff instead. We buy flowers. And those flowers can communicate a lot of different 
things: a high price, a specific detail, thoughtfulness, beauty. Of course they’re just cut 
plants. But sometimes that’s what we need, and God lets us have that. 
  
It’s easy to dismiss the trappings of Christmas as shallow. Jingle bells and hot 
chocolate, what do they have to do with who God is? But if we go into the season with 
soft hearts, I think it’s all useful. Much of what is “Christmasy” is just people trying to 
wrap their minds around the great thing that God did at Christmas: the incarnation. 
Himself, born here on earth, as one of us. Something that God knows we can never fully 
understand. But if we’re careful this Christmas, maybe we’ll be able to see it. 

  
  



  
 Black Friday 
December 1st 

  
Black Friday was last week, the official retail start of Christmas. Of course it was awful, 
even that phrase is awful—pairing retail so closely with Christmas. It’s materialistic and 
crowded, it brings out anger and greed and entitlement. It encroaches on our 
Thanksgiving. It bombards us with advertisements. And it means tons of extra work for 
those who are employed in retail and food service. Behold the official retail start of 
Christmas! Nothing seems further from the truth of the nativity. But this is exactly the 
world that Jesus came to live in. He didn’t clean it up first, before he came to join us. As 
Christians, we believe that everything created is redeemable. Every day is 
redeemable. Is Black Friday redeemable? Of course! I’ve had wonderful Black Fridays, 
because God can work in anything. Black Friday has already passed, but remember it. 
Remember that this is the way we all come to Jesus: as sinful, broken, and in need of 
redemption. 

  
John 3:16-17 

For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in 
him shall not perish but have eternal life. For God did not send his Son into the world to 

condemn the world, but to save the world through him. (NIV) 



 
  

Snow 
December 2nd 

I don’t know what the weather will be like this winter. December snow almost always 
fails my expectations. It’s never as picturesque as I would like. The picture in my head 
goes like this: clean white drifts and fluffy snowy branches, a few snowflakes gently 
falling. Real snow is windy, it creates black ice and slush. Sometimes we get perfect 
things on earth, but most of the time we don’t. Don’t let that spoil your Christmas. I will 
let you off the hook right now: there are seldom perfect snows, or perfect cookies, or 
perfect presents. You will probably spend some time this Christmas digging out your car 
or standing in a long checkout line in your winter coat. That may sound disappointing, 
but let it set you free instead! There is no need to stress about the holidays. Life is as 
unpredictable as a Chicago winter. And Christmas this year can be good, even if it 
doesn’t match the snow-globe picture in your head. 

  

 Isaiah 1:18  
“Come now, let’s settle this,” says the LORD. “Though your sins are like scarlet, I will 
make them as white as snow. Though they are red like crimson, I will make them as 

white as wool. (NLT) 



  
Christmas Tree 

December 3rd 
  

Once I complained to my dad about a sermon I’d listened to: “It’s just, I’ve heard it a 
million times before,” I said. My dad is wise, in a matter-of-fact kind of way. He looked at 
me in all my nineteen or so years and said dryly, “I’m twenty-five years older than you. 
How many times do you think I’ve heard it?” He went on to tell me that at a certain point, 
all the good sermons are old ones, stuff you knew and almost forgot. 
  
Sometimes I think the Christian life is a little like decorating the tree every year. All the 
same old ornaments. The same star you bought once. Every year you dust off the same 
old truths and say, well isn’t this great? And you put it all in the middle of your house. To 
really focus on it, for awhile. 

Lamentations 3:22-23 

The faithful love of the Lord never ends! His mercies never cease. Great is his 
faithfulness; his mercies begin afresh each morning. (NLT) 



  
Shepherds 
December 4th 

  
I, personally, only like weirdoes. I’m sorry to tell you this way, but if you know me and I 
seem to like you, you are probably kind of a weirdo. My husband and I are both weirdos 
and our son will probably be weird, too. When Jesus was born, heaven broke open, and 
angels appeared, and they sang and proclaimed, and they told the shepherds to go take 
a look. These shepherds freaked out. Probably because they were up all night. Night 
work makes people a little weird, it’s different from day work somehow. Your internal 
clock gets all reset, and coffee doesn’t work the same way anymore. Have you ever 
worked a night shift; or stayed up late to read or write or clean; or nursed a newborn? 
I’ve done them all, and it has turned me weird. But that’s okay in God’s kingdom, 
because God loves people no matter what animals or hours they keep. God sent angels 
to those shepherds. As you celebrate Christmas this year, please remember: God 
includes everyone. Even you, weirdo. It’s your moral imperative to extend this grace to 
everyone you encounter this season. 

  
Luke 2:8-10 

Suddenly, an angel of the Lord appeared among them, and the radiance of the Lord’s 
glory surrounded them. They were terrified, but the angel reassured them. “Don’t be 
afraid!” he said. “I bring you good news that will bring great joy to all people. (NLT) 



 
Elves 

December 5th 
  

Christmas can be a lot of work. Of course it’s good, yes, always good but… there’s so 
much to do! The tree is impossible to put up. The lights are blinking, are they supposed 
to be blinking? There’s shopping and parties and post office packages, cookies to bake 
and cards to mail. It’s so easy to become… busy. The dreaded enemy of good work, 
work with it’s heart ripped out. As Christians we know we’re supposed to work well, but 
what does that look like? What does it even mean? 
  
Sometimes I think it means to just not take your work too seriously. Maybe it’s a little bit 
like Christmas elves, who, according to every children’s story I’ve encountered about 
them, love to make toys. They sing about it. And what are any of us doing with our day
—especially at Christmastime—that is of much more eternal significance than toy-
making? It’s not always possible, but sometimes, I think if we can take the work we have 
lightly we can see it the way God gave it to us: as a tangible way to participate in the 
world, and a reason to sing. 
  

  
 Colossians 3:23-24 

Work willingly at whatever you do, as though you were working for the Lord rather than 
for people. Remember that the Lord will give you an inheritance as your reward, and 

that the Master you are serving is Christ. (NLT) 



  
Lumps of Coal 

December 6th 
  

I’m desperate for life to be tidy. Simple cause and effect, that’s all I’m asking for. Be 
good and you get toys. Be bad, and it’s lumps of coal for you. It’s how you can cleanly 
divide the world, right? Two lists, Naughty and Nice. But that’s not how God does things, 
at all. And sometimes, at Christmas, there’s a well-known undercurrent 
of sadness. There’s lack. There’s sin. There are people absent and gaping rifts. Life in 
the world isn’t easy on anyone, and it’s so simple to turn inward, blame your sadness or 
failure on yourself, and try to pay for it yourself too. This Christmas, if you find lumps of 
coal instead of presents, don’t let that define you. God can see you. He knows your 
pain. And best, he knows who you really are, his child. And he promises: in the world 
there will be suffering. But that’s exactly what he came to overcome. 

  

John 16:33 

I have told you all this so that you may have peace in me. Here on earth you will have 
many trials and sorrows. But take heart, because I have overcome the world.” (NLT) 



 

Lights 
December 7th 

  
Before there were strings of electric lights, people lit candles in their windows and on 
their Christmas trees. Christmas tree candles were really dangerous. It’s actually a little 
crazy, candles would be lit for only like a half hour at a time with a bucket of water or 
sand at the ready to put out fires. Insurance companies started refusing to cover 
Christmas tree fires, they were so common. But people love lights. Eventually someone 
who worked with Edison decided to make the first string of electric lights and in only a 
few years they were available to the public.  

I think we love lights because they’re really really pretty and December is full of dark 
days. The darkest day of the year will occur around the 21st or 22nd, the Winter Solstice. 
When Jesus said he was the light of the world, I usually think he meant in a kind of 
useful way. As in, we were stumbling in darkness without him. This is true. But as you 
look at the lights this year, consider that maybe Jesus was also being compared to 
something beautiful. Jesus is the sparkle of the world. Jesus makes the long dark days 
bearable. 

  
John 8:12 

Jesus spoke to the people once more and said, “I am the light of the world. If you follow 
me, you won’t have to walk in darkness, because you will have the light that leads to 

life.” (NLT) 



 
Shopping 
December 8th  

  
My mom is a world-class gift-giver. I’m convinced that she’s never happier than when 
someone has a problem that she can solve with a coupon. She loves Christmas 
presents, and I’ve enjoyed the benefits of this generosity my whole life. What a shock to 
come into the world and realize that most people consider gift-giving to be a guilt 
inducing exchange! The anthropologist Marcel Mauss, in 1954, said, “Gift giving is as 
much an act of competition as generosity.” My heart breaks at that quote, but I do get it. 
Nobody wants to be the underdog in a gift exchange. And this truth is really very biblical. 
There’s nothing harder for the human heart than to give and accept grace. I know I 
struggle with it. But I also really believe in gift giving. Maybe not everyone has the 
spiritual gift of generosity (like my mom), but we can all stretch our hearts to be capable 
of it, can’t we? Christmas shopping is the perfect practice. 

  

Romans 6:23 
For the wages of sin is death, but the free gift of God is eternal life through Christ Jesus 

our Lord. (NLT) 



 
Star 

December 9th 
  

One of my favorite parts of the nativity scene is the star. The star! This wild, cosmic 
thing that somehow pointed to exactly where Christ was being born in a barn. I see this 
star as the best invitation ever. Look, world! Something is happening right here. Since 
Jesus was born in a barn, sometimes it’s tempting to believe that God was hiding him. 
That Jesus is a special secret only for some people. Worse, that God was hiding him 
because King Herod was a threat! As though God heard Herod’s claims and was 
shaking in his boots. Nope. God told everybody for thousands of years exactly what he 
would do and then he went and did it. And the candle on the top of the cake was that 
star—proof that all of creation bows to the intention of the Father. He is afraid of no one 
and nothing, and he invites everyone near and far to come and see. 

  
Luke 2:10-11 

When they saw the star, they were filled with joy! They entered the house and saw the 
child with his mother, Mary, and they bowed down and worshiped him. Then they 

opened their treasure chests and gave him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh. (NLT) 



 
 Caroling 

December 10th 
  

Caroling, originally, was about poor people taking pub songs to the streets, and 
hoping for food or, famously, Wassail. Eventually caroling came to be associated with 
Christmas. And it was once banned! By Oliver Cromwell in England from 1649-1660. He 
believed that Christmas was a serious holiday, to be enjoyed seriously. Mr. Cromwell, I 
could not disagree more. I think in some respects God prefers us inside-out. I still 
remember the first time I sang next to my (now) husband in church. My husband has a 
rich, deep, untrained voice and he isn’t shy about using it. That first time I heard him 
singing I think I learned more about him than I did in all our spiritual conversations 
previously—I saw suddenly that he was straightforward and open and totally game. I 
think there’s something really special about music. It’s the only form of art that makes 
you want to move your body. Babies respond to it, before they can respond to anything 
else. And when we sing, whatever silly song it is, something inside us gets unstuck, and 
that’s a gift from God. 

  
Psalm 100:2 

Worship the LORD with gladness; come before him with joyful songs. (NIV) 



 
Holly 

December 11th 
  

In pagan cultures, it seems like there was a place of honor for those plants that could 
survive a winter. Holly was one of them. The green leaves and red berries stayed bright 

during the bleakest of winters. When we’re short on miracles, we have to take the 
simple miracle of creation, don’t we? A plant that survives the frost. Amazing! As 

Christians, I’m sorry to report, we’re supposed to be the holly of the world, more or less. 
When things get hard, when we’re in the winters of our lives, we’re supposed to stay 

bright. Stay ourselves. Stand out in the snow as the people God made us to be. This is 
such a high order, and almost impossible to do sometimes. Winter is real, and so many 
people have real problems. Nobody would encourage you to ignore them. But staying 
evergreen isn’t really about slapping on a smile and singing a song when things get 

bad. It’s about integrity. It’s about your substance. And if you’re ever in a position where 
you can pull it off? Know that the world really notices. Anything and anyone that 

manages to stay evergreen is a testament to the creator.  

Romans 12:12 
Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. (NIV) 



 
  

Candy Canes 
December 12th 

  
Legend has it that a choirmaster in Germany in the 1600s bent the first candy cane. 
Candy has come in sticks since pretty much since it was invented, but these bent ones 
were to remind the kids of the shepherds at the nativity scene, and these candy canes 
in particular were supposed to keep them quiet during the church service. Eventually, a 
red stripe was added to symbolize the blood of Christ. I can’t speak to the validity of this 
story; no one really can. But there’s something so sweet in this idea to me. I work with 
children at church, and I have a child of my own, and while I’m wary of bribery and 
believe discipline shouldn’t be ignored, this act seems to kind to me. To say to a child, I 
know. I know you will struggle to sit through this, and I want to give you something to 
help you sit through it. How often does God do this with us? I have no idea, but I 
suspect it’s a lot. God knows how hard it is to be human, and sometimes, once in 
awhile, he gives us something sweet to help us get through it. 

  

Psalm 46:1 
God is our refuge and strength, always ready to help in times of trouble. (NIV) 



 
Nutcracker 
December 13th 

  
In 17th century Germany, someone decided to take the tool they used to break open 
nuts, and whittle it to look like a funny little person. The idea caught on, and they 
became a popular novelty around the home at wintertime. People made up stories 
about these funny little dolls. Nutcrackers were lucky, they decided, or maybe they were 
protecting the house. E.T.A. Hoffman was the first to write an actual story about it in 
1816, The Nutcracker and the Mouse King. Alexandre Dumas adapted it. Tchaikovsky 
scored it. Marius Petipa choreographed the original ballet; Lev Ivanof helped. And in 
Christmas 1892, in Moscow, it flopped! It wasn’t even a huge success! But some people 
still liked it—by 1934 they were staging it in England; ten years later it came to the 
United States. And now, well, you can buy anything you want with a nutcracker on it at 
Christmastime. Dancers, composers, producers, woodworkers, storytellers, musicians, 
and designers have all—for no real pressing reason—worked on something related to a 
nutcracker. For years. Why? I think it’s because God made us to be creative. I think it’s 
because God is creative. And the things you make don’t always have to be deep or 
current or useful. Maurice Manning begins a poem like this, “A maker’s mind must like 
making,” and I love that line so much. It ties together two things that are very dear to my 
heart: God making the world and calling it good, and me sitting down to write, and liking 
it.  
 

Ephesians 2:9-10 
For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which God 

prepared in advance for us to do. (NLT) 



 

Christmas Parties 
December 14th 

  
It’s so easy to complain about social life. Because so much of what’s considered “social” 
is stilted and fake. Parties. It’s like competitive small talk; a room full of people giving 
elevator pitches for nothing. We like to blame social media, but I doubt humanity only 
just learned to be fake from Instagram filters. Christmas parties are kind of a funny 
beast though. The ubiquitous notorious Christmas Party gathers not, of course, your 
most pleasant and easiest-to-get-along-with friends, but the exact horde of people who 
have the power to annoy you the most: your family, your coworkers, your church. Merry 
Christmas to the person who put the empty milk carton back in the fridge! The boss who 
can’t remember your name! We usually deck the halls with the mixed bag of people we 
call a community, and the only way to do it well is to loosen up. Just loosen up, this one 
time, and let everyone see you do it. Show off your silly side. Skip your diet. Wear 
something with a little sparkle. Forget, for a minute, that so-and-so hums (like, really 
loudly) and eat pie together. To do so is to perform a miracle: to simultaneously forgive 
and request forgiveness. Which is a beautiful, Christmasy thing. 
  

Colossians 3:13 

Bear with each other and forgive one another if any of you has a grievance against 
someone. Forgive as the Lord forgave you. (NIV) 



 

Stocking Stuffers 
December 15th 

  
Stocking stuffers, more or less, are gifts that are notable simply because they’re small. 
They’re novelty items. Because of this they can be lots of fun, sometimes the most fun 
thing to play with on a Christmas morning. Candy! A thingy that spins and flies! In life we 
have stocking stuffers, too. Small graces can be wonderful—the smell of your coffee in 
the morning, the way the sunlight comes into a room and makes things feel 
better. Those things are from God. But I think we sometimes get tricked into believing 
small graces are the only graces. That it is unreasonable to expect and look forward to 
miracles. That it’s wrong to even ask. Listen, you probably know this but, God is big. 
God is awesome. God has everything for you—not material junk that you end up having 
to clean or replace—but real, lasting soul-treasure. God can fix broken relationships. 
God can provide for you when it seems impossible. He has work with your name on it; 
he has love and peace and patience and joy for you. God doesn’t promise that life will 
be easy, but he does promise that you’ll have every one of his tools at your disposal to 
get through it. Don’t underestimate him. Pray like he has everything for you. And he just 
said, Hey you! What do you want for Christmas? Then for goodness sake, open all your 
gifts. 

John 10:10 

The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that they may have life, 
and have it to the full. (NIV) 



 
  

Wise Men 
December 16th 

  
I don’t mind living in the city. But I do miss the sky. Of course there’s a sky in the city, 
too, but it isn’t the same. All the buildings keep us from seeing it, the horizon is blocked. 
Since I’ve lived here, I’ve started forgetting to look up. I love the Wise Men because 
they looked up. They figured out Jesus’ arrival on their own, and then they decided they 
had to do something about it. So they travel a distance and show up at the manger with, 
like, a watch and a bottle of Dom Perignon—totally inappropriate baby gifts—because 
they realized they weren’t visiting a new baby but worshipping a king. God sent angels 
to the shepherds to do a grand announcement, but to the Wise Men he knew he could 
just leave the universe bare, all the clues out in the open. Think of the humility it takes to 
look up. To read the big thing into the small thing. To not even be a believer at all, but to 
realize: God is here. We better go see him. 

  

Romans 1:20 

For since the creation of the world God’s invisible qualities—his eternal power and 
divine nature—have been clearly seen, being understood from what has been made, so 

that people are without excuse. (NIV) 



 

Christmas Bells 
December 17th 

  
Christmas Bells is a poem by Longfellow, which got turned into the Christmas carol, I 
Heard The Bells on Christmas Day. The lines were written when Longfellow had a lot of 
sadness in his life—he lost his wife in a crazy tragedy, and watched his son go off to 
fight in the Civil War. The country was all torn up, and his life was all torn up, and then 
came the audacity of Christmas. The last two stanzas (or verses) are the most famous, 
and here they are, because nothing I can say about them will be as lovely: “And in 
despair I bowed my head; ‘There is no peace on earth,’ I said./For hate is strong/ And 
mocks the song/ Of peace on earth, good-will to men! // Then peeled the bells more 
loud and deep:/ ‘God is not dead, nor doth He sleep;/ The wrong shall fail,/ The right 
prevail,/ With peace on earth, good-will to men.’” 

  

 John 14:27 

Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do 
not let your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid. (NIV) 



 
  

Winter Break 
December 18th 

  
I’m not very good at taking breaks. I was always a kid who, like, made a list of things to 
do. A secret list. Things like, figure out my hair. Finally learn to like cool music. I pictured 
a brand-new me showing up to school after the break was over, after I got all my secret 
work done on myself. Of course I never accomplished half the things on my list, but boy 
did I beat myself up about it! And that’s the whole danger with work, isn’t it? It’s so easy 
to go from, “I think I can make something good,” to, “I think I should make myself good.” 
Once you try to do that, you’re tackling a job that you can never take a break from and 
never succeed at. I remember once my brother deadpanned to me, “So how did it feel, 
trying to be Jesus?” It was a joke, but a perceptive one, which is typical of my brother. If 
your work is good, you can take a break from it. God created work specifically as 
something you can rest from. If you’re like me and you find yourself lamenting that you 
never get a break, even when you quite literally have a break, and it’s not because 
you’re a slave or a soldier or a refugee? Maybe some of the work you’re doing isn’t 
actually yours to do. 

Matthew 11:28-30  

Then Jesus said, “Come to me, all of you who are weary and carry heavy burdens, and 
I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you. Let me teach you, because I am humble 



and gentle at heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy to bear, 
and the burden I give you is light.” (NLT) 

 
  

Christmas Movies 
December 19th 

  
I like a good Christmas movie. Sometimes I even like a bad one. The purpose of a 
Christmas movie, for me, is to have a blanket in my lap and a cup of cocoa in my hand 
and—if I can at all manage it—a person or two in the room to watch with me. 
Occasionally just a cat. And the world of a Christmas movie is so comforting. It’s funny 
or poignant or classic; somebody almost always learns an important lesson about love 
or belief. Real life isn’t like that. All the important lessons take forever to learn and there 
are so few helpful ghosts to spell it out for us. It comforts me to see those obvious 
answers. There’s something grand in the repetition of simple truths. Watching people 
learn the same old lessons year after year, laughing at the same jokes, curling up on the 
couch to re-watch the rise and fall of a crisis. When God comforts us, I don’t think he 
just removes what’s bothering us. He makes us stronger, so that we can face more 
things comfortably. Watching Christmas movies is a little like doing reps at a gym for 
me, over and over, so that when I encounter problems in the real world, I’m ready. 

John 15:12-13 
This is my commandment: Love each other in the same way I have loved you. There is 

no greater love than to lay down one’s life for one’s friends. 



  

 
Angels 

December 20th 
  
The problem with Christmas is Angels. Christmas seems straightforward— it should be 
celebrated with little because Jesus asked for so little at his birth. Simplicity has the 
appearance of wisdom (and sometimes it actually is wise) but the problem we face if we 
prefer a stripped-down Christmas is: but what about the Angels? What about the grand 
sparkly choir that announced the birth of this baby? Madeline L’Engle says, “Because 
the story of Christmas is part of our folklore (we might almost say), we pay more 
attention to its recognizableness than to the fact that the tiny baby in the manger 
contained the power which created the galaxies and set the stars in their courses. We 
are not taught much about the wilder aspects of Christianity.” And so Christmas is 
usually celebrated in one of two ways: bare bones, or with an incredible amount of 
spectacle. Because in the Christmas story we have to reconcile two really true things: 
the humility of childbirth and animals and a barn; and the insanity of a real star and a 
Messiah and a chorus of heavenly host. Isn’t this the crux of what God did when Jesus 
was born? He created a paradox: fully human, fully God. There’s no way to read the 
Christmas story, except as both things. 

Revelation 5:11-12 

Then I looked again, and I heard the voices of thousands and millions of angels around 
the throne and of the living beings and the elders. And they sang in a mighty chorus: 



“Worthy is the Lamb who was slaughtered—to receive power and riches and wisdom 
and strength and honor and glory and blessing.” (NLT) 

 

Manger 
December 21st 

Several years ago, my husband and I visited Yellowstone. At the time I felt trapped in a 
job I hated, and my prayer life was becoming very desperate. And for some reason, 
once there, I became fixated on seeing a moose. The park was filled with animals, you 
see. Bison, elk, wolves, bears. But the least common was a moose, and I could just see 
it in my mind: those big antlers silhouetted against the sky. I started praying, every time 
we got out of the car to see an animal, please let it be a moose. And then, it happened! 
We asked the people gathered, “What is it?” And they said, “A moose! It’s a mother and 
her baby.” And they were close! They were right there! The only animal sighting more 
rare than a moose was a baby— and I was taking pictures of a baby moose! And 
neither of them had antlers. They didn’t look anything like what I’d been picturing. I 
remember in that moment feeling God’s presence and sovereignty and care so fully. He 
was saying: You don’t even know what to ask for. 

God heard the prayers of thousands of people for thousands of years, and they all 
boiled down to something like, Save us. Save us from the Romans. Save us from 
whoever. Please. And here, in the Christmas story, it happens! But nobody saw a 
manger coming. A barn. A barn! A barn. When the Messiah finally arrived it didn’t look at 
all the way people imagined. This is grace. This is God saying, I have something better 
for you. I have more than you even know how to ask for. 

Luke 2:5-7 
He took with him Mary, to whom he was engaged, who was now expecting a child. And 

while they were there, the time came for her baby to be born. She gave birth to her 
firstborn son. She wrapped him snugly in strips of cloth and laid him in a manger, 

because there was no lodging available for them. (NIV) 



 
Christmas Bonus 

December 22nd 

I’ve worked a lot of weird jobs in my life, and only one or two of them have offered a 
Christmas bonus. I remember the first time I got one, I was a receptionist. One of the 
legal assistants came up to the desk, probably in some kind of Merry Christmas getup, 
and handed me an envelope. She just said, “Bonus!” Everybody else had been 
expecting theirs, but I was a newbie. I was so thrilled. It wasn’t a lot of money, but it was 
extra money! What in the world?! 

Christianity demands a kind of really radical thinking. We’re supposed to believe with 
our whole hearts that what we have is enough. And not just enough! We’re supposed to 
believe we have extra. Extra time, extra money. More than we need. In fact, we’re 
supposed to believe that we have so much extra, that we can go ahead and give some 
of it away. At Christmas, Mary and Joseph started with a situation that felt like lack. 
There was no room at the inn. And that was a really real problem, because Mary was 
probably already dilated, like, three centimeters or something at that point. But while I 
would’ve been busy worrying, God was busy providing for them. God was giving them 
extra grace.  

Ephesians 3:20-21 
Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according 
to his power that is at work within us, to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus 

throughout all generations, for ever and ever! Amen. (NIV) 



 
  

North Pole 
December 23rd 

  
The North Pole is only visited by about a thousand people a year. Those thousand folks 
payed about twenty-thousand dollars to do it. And, honestly? They’re not totally sure 
what they saw. Because, hold onto your hat: there are a couple different North Poles. 
You’ve got your Terrestrial North Pole.  Your Geomagnetic North Pole. And the third one 
is called the North Dip Pole. That’s the one that compasses point to. But wait, there’s 
more; they change. They move around. And what’s up there anyway is mostly ice, and 
that ice moves around a bit, too. So there isn’t (picture it with me) a red-and-white 
striped pole with a cozy cottage next door. Or any kind of marker, really. But that’s kind 
of cool. Because baked right into the (Shallow! Worldly!) story about Santa and his 
workshop is one of life’s most profound truths: We don’t know everything. We don’t 
know where Santa lives, that’s for sure. Annie Dillard has a wonderful essay about God 
and the North Pole. She says, “On the whole, I do not find Christians, outside of the 
catacombs, sufficiently sensible of conditions. Does anyone have the foggiest idea of 
what sort of power we so blithely invoke?” God defies simple explanation. God moves in 
ways we can’t predict or control. And part of the Christian life is not trying to understand 
totally. Just stepping back, and saying wow. Okay. So that’s where Santa lives. 

  

Hebrews 11:1-3 

Faith shows the reality of what we hope for; it is the evidence of things we cannot 
see. Through their faith, the people in days of old earned a good reputation. By faith we 
understand that the entire universe was formed at God’s command, that what we now  

see did not come from anything that can be seen.(NLT) 



 

Cookies and Milk 
December 24th 

Tomorrow is Christmas. Which means that Christmastime, the season we recklessly 
threw ourselves into twenty-four days ago, is almost over. All that’s left is for the next 
two days to play out. And from this vantage of relative calm, we can consider a little 
detail for the night before Christmas: cookies and milk. Hospitality from a child to a jolly 
overnight guest. The thing we should do, we tell children, is provide this guest with 
something to eat, and something to drink while he’s here. This suggested snack is the 
perfect overlap between the child’s capabilities and Santa’s known tastes and 
preferences. If you are lucky enough to have the joy of entertaining guests, or being 
entertained as a guest, this Christmas, look for that overlap. Something the host can 
provide. Something the guest might like. To fulfill both is hospitality. 
  

1 Peter 4:8-9 

Above all, love each other deeply, because love covers over a multitude of sins. Offer 
hospitality to one another without grumbling. (NIV) 



 
 Reindeer 

December 25th 
  
Merry Christmas! The Incarnation is crazy. The crucifixion is probably more amazing, 
but it makes sense at least, Jesus dying and defeating death. It’s wild, but it’s the thing 
humanity knew it needed. The Incarnation, Jesus born, isn’t that. It’s the game-changing 
twist at the center of the story. It’s the moment where everyone following along goes, 
“Wait. What?” God coming to earth. God being born. Born like any old anybody. 

Christianity is a faith where we have to actually believe an impossible thing, that God 
became flesh. A child born to a virgin. Impossible, like how Santa can’t deliver all those 
presents in one night. Like a sleigh powered by reindeer: massive, hulking reindeer who 
can fly. The incarnation demands that we believe the wild thing: that God is that good, 
that he is that able, that he is even willing. It’s a high order, this belief. But if Christmas 
movies have taught me anything about the mechanics of Santa’s sleigh? Something 
really amazing happens if we can believe it: Flight. 

John 1:14 

And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, and we have seen his glory, glory as 
of the only Son from the Father, full of grace and truth. (ESV) 



Lovingly made for Christian Fellowship Free Church by the following: 

Illustrations drawn by Leslie Rico 
Devotions written by Amy Giacalone 

Scripture from the NLT, ESV, and NIV chosen by Tim Gioia 

“The Lord God Made It All, A Boogaloo” by Maurice Manning, quoted December 13 
“Christmas Bells” by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, quoted December 17 

“Walking on Water” by Madeline L’Engle, quoted December 20 
“Expedition to the Pole” by Annie Dillard, quoted December 23 

Special thanks to the following websites  
for their thought-provoking trivia about Christmas: 

 WhyChristmas 
Mental Floss 
Nutcracker 

The Expeditioner 
Discover Mag 

Wikipedia  
. 

  


