
“For He grew up before Him like a tender shoot, and like a root out of parched ground; He has 
no stately form or majesty that we should look to Him, nor appearance that we should be 

attracted to Him. He was despised and forsaken of men, a man of sorrows and acquainted 
with grief; and like one from whom men hide their face, He was despised, and we did not 

esteem Him. Surely our griefs He Himself bore, and our sorrows He carried; yet we ourselves 
esteemed Him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted. But He was pierced through for our 

transgressions, He was crushed for our iniquities; the chastening for our well-being fell upon 
Him, and by His scourging we are healed.” Isaiah 53:2-5 

I love Christmas. The lights, the smells, the tastes, the tree, the gifts, the weather, all of it. But when I 
read the words above, and I think of His birth in that barn full of animals, I wonder, am I loving 
Christmas for the right reasons? Yes, I celebrate His birth and we talk of it being “Jesus’ Birthday.” 
But is He the key focal point for all our celebrations?  
The way He came, the life He lived, and the death He suffered reveal at least this about Him: He 
didn’t come to be served, He came to serve and to suffer. From His very first breath to His very last, 
He made His life about serving the ones for whom He came to suffer and save.  

All of this is worth celebrating, but celebrating internally and having very real moments of joy-filled 
sorry over all He suffered on my behalf. Moments of brokenness over His loving-kindness and the 
selflessness He exemplified for me.  

So as I read the Christmas story to my littles and we discuss Jesus’ birthday, I need to take our 
conversations further. I need to speak of why He even needed a birthday to being with- I was lost and 
eternally separated from the Father. He was born to live the life and die the death I never could to 
serve and save me and give me access to the Father forever. This has to be what, why and Who I 
celebrate all year, but during this season especially.  

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


