Thoughts of Christmas


What do we think of when we think of Christmas?  Well, it depends on who you ask.


A child will probably talk about getting presents and seeing the Christmas lights and seeing Santa at the mall and trying out their new sled on the big hill and building snowmen and eating lots of Christmas cookies.


A young adult might talk of the chaos of Christmas shopping and decorating the tree and going to visit grandma and grandpa and exchanging presents and hoping they don't get socks again this year.


An seasoned adult may speak of Christmases gone by and how commercialized everything has gotten and how it's not the same as when they grew up.  But their greatest hope is generally just to be able to see everyone against next Christmas.


The seasoned ones are right, though.  Things are continuing to change and not always for the better.  Instead of looking forward to spending time with the family, kids are hoping they'll be getting the latest video game.  The stuff they got last year has already been forgotten and the stuff they get this year will also soon be forgotten in a never-ending cycle of the pursuit of “stuff”.  But how can we blame them when they are barraged with commercial after commercial on TV?  Even we get sucked into some of the latest cool gadgets or the latest in fashion and accessories.  I mean is 20 GB really enough?


The change goes beyond the marketplace, however.  In schools the Christmas break is now a winter break.  Only secular carols are allowed to be sung.  The Christmas tree is a holiday tree.  The public square is now devoid of a nativity scene.  People are afraid to say “Merry Christmas” for fear of stepping on the latest civil right – to not be offended.


And then there's that one little story we hear 'round about this time of year...one that began long before any of us had to worry about Christmas shopping and tree decorations.  It's the beginning of the greatest story ever told.  It begins with a little baby boy who was born to a young, married couple.  Seems pretty harmless, right?  Yet a number of people seem to think it's somehow threatening and should be suppressed, along with all the other “offensive” items of the season.


But if we go back to that tale of the baby boy who was born long ago, we'll find that some weren't happy with the tale of his birth then, either.  In fact, a ruler had all the children under 2 years of age in that area killed in an attempt to squash this perceived threat to his power.  That ruler was unsuccessful of course, and so this baby grew into a man who shared a message of hope to all who would listen.  Yet again this message was perceived by some to be threatening and again they sought to have him squashed.  And this time they succeeded...or so they thought.  For a couple days later, he rose from the grave to show his followers – and us – that the message he shared was the true hope they could rest their faith and their lives in.  This was his free gift to everyone.  All one has to do is accept it.  It's the gift of hope, the gift of peace, the gift of comfort, the gift of joy, the gift of life.


So in between the shopping and the wrapping and the eating and the traveling, let's not forget to cherish our friends, our family and all the blessings that have been bestowed upon us.  But most of all let's take the time to remember the one who is honored at Christmas and who we seek to honor all year long.


Merry Christmas.

