
“For God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whoever believes in 
Him shall not perish, but have eternal life.” John 3:16 

This is probably the most familiar verse of all Scripture. It’s on t-shirts, coffee mugs, wall-hangings, 
etc. Small children can quote it, athletes paint it on their faces and a lot of us have it underlined in 
our Bibles. But just because I know how to say it, do I know what it says? Do I know that hope that 
it gives? Do I see it for the Great Rescue Plan of the Father that it is?  

I see the same familiarity with the Christmas story. I’m sure being smack-dab in the middle of the 
Bible Belt doesn’t help this familiarity, but most of us can recall Luke 2 pretty clearly- Caesar 
declared the need for a census to be taken so Joseph and Mary had to travel back to his home 
town of Bethlehem and while they were there the time came for Jesus to be born. And of course He 
was born in a stable because the inn-keeper had let them know he was booked solid. And just as 
all this was going on, some shepherds in a nearby pasture had the best night of work ever as 
angels appeared in the night sky to declare and sing about Jesus’ birth. Oh yeah, that star that 
appeared just so in the sky over Bethlehem drew the attention of some stargazing wise men from 
the East and they set out on a journey to go and worship the Christ child.   

That’s it in a nut-shell. And if I’m being barebones honest, my heart is kinda broken this morning at 
how I can write it out so effortlessly without much thought. Have I become so numb to this, the 
Story of stories, that I can read about it, say a quick “thank-You” and go on about my day? May it 
never be! 

So I’m asking the Father to give me a heart to read through this story patiently and take it all in. I 
wanna feel it in all of my senses, imagining the smells of the stable, the sounds of the night, the 
sights as shepherds and animals greeted this baby. I want my heart to be gripped once again with 
wonder and awe…The King of the universe willingly left the glory of Heaven and the moment-by-
moment presence of the Father to come and be born as a human baby in a smelly barn and in so 
doing set in motion the Father’s Great Rescue Plan. This isn’t some story to be done with quickly. I 
need to savor it, I want to savor it.  

Of course I wanna be familiar with the Father and know His presence and His voice. But I don’t 
wanna be so familiar that the truth and beauty of His Word and of Jesus Himself don’t grip me and 
change me anymore. I’m praying that He will let me slow down and fully take in this season- let it 
get to me like never before. I desire for it to shape me, change me and make me more like Jesus. 
He was willing to do the hardest thing imaginable for me, the most unwilling of creatures.  
 

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


