
“But the LORD said to Samuel, ‘Do not look at his appearance or his stature, because I 
have rejected him. Humans do not see what the LORD sees, for humans see what is 

visible, but the LORD sees the heart.’” 1 Samuel 16:7 
“He grew up before him like a young plant and like a root out of dry ground. He didn’t 
have any impressive form or majesty that we should look at Him, no appearance that 
we should desire Him. He was despised and rejected by men, a man of suffering who 
knew what sickness was. He was someone people turn away from; He was despised, 

and we didn’t value Him.” Isaiah 53:2-3 
It’s just like the Lord to land me here this morning. I have a very warped view of thinking and 
find myself too judgmental of other people’s appearances far more often than I care to admit. 
It’s wrong, sinful and ugly. It’s the opposite of Jesus.  

Like Samuel when he was called to anoint the next king, I find myself sizing people up- what 
are they wearing? How do they smell? Are they well kept? Do they speak well? etc. All of 
these are things I can ‘”size-up” in a matter of moments. But it’s not for me to size up anyone 
is it? And often, after a little time has passed, I find that my assessment is wrong.  

But there is such a bigger issue about myself to which the Lord is making me aware: I am so 
afraid and consumed with the assessments and sizing-up I assume others are doing of me, 
and it has warped my mind. My focus is all wrong because it’s on me and what others think of 
me. I am so stinkin’ self-absorbed and it makes me sick to my stomach. 

And with that realization comes this one- I would’ve been one of the ones who missed Jesus. I 
would’ve continued on living my way not giving any notice to the new star, or what the 
shepherds went about proclaiming. His Word is clear that there was nothing about His 
appearance to be found desirable or impressive. And I wonder why? Why didn’t the King of 
the Universe have a beautiful face or appearance that drew people to Him? And with these 
questions come yet another realization, one for which I am SO thankful- He opened my eyes 
and revealed my need for Jesus as my Savior. I didn’t go looking for Him, He came to me as a 
humble baby in a manger with nothing to His name. He has kindly lavished His grace on me 
and has given me what I could never attain on my own. His eyes see past my many outer 
flaws into my flawed heart, and in spite of it all, He loves me and wants me and calls me 
daughter.  

Oh that I would have eyes to see past all outer appearances and circumstances and see 
souls, see people; see the image of God in which they were created.  

This morning I’m prayerful for His eyes to take over and become my eyes. I want to love 
anyone and everyone, maybe especially those who this world would consider “less-than.” I 
want to slow down and notice the small things. I cannot let this world be my filter anymore; it’s 
not my home. Home is with Jesus and He has to be my filter. If I live this way, people will see 
Jesus through me, and then maybe their eternal home will change too.  

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


