
 Every year the parish staff has a Christmas party in which we each 

bring a gift to exchange. Last December I went to a nursery in Issaquah, 

as I do every year, to get a tree for my Mother. While there, I saw that 

they had a “Christmas Shop” filled with lots of Christmas knick-knacks. 

“Perfect place to get my party gift,” I thought. I wandered through the 

shop until I came to a two-foot tall, plaster statue of St. Francis of 

Assisi. It was beautiful, not the usual shlock. The face was particularly 

well done. I had found my present. It was significantly more than our 

usual agreed-upon limit, but . . . my staff was worth it. 

 As I was at the check-out counter paying for the statue Mom 

came up and saw it. “What a beautiful statue,” she gasped. “Where did 

you find it?” It was immediately obvious she loved it. She asked the 

clerk if there were more in the back. No. Could she order her one? No, 

they were done ordering for the season. She didn’t even know where 

they had bought this statue. There was no identifying tag on it. Mom 

was crest-fallen. She kept admiring it sadly. 



 Now you might think I should have offered Mom my statue then 

and there, but as she first gasped out her pleasure at St. Francis an 

inspiration came to me. I would give her the statue – but as my own 

Christmas gift to her. In the meantime I would play dumb and silently 

transported my statue out to my truck, seemingly bound for the staff 

party. My Mom soon moved on to other things, never asking about the 

statue again – assuming it would find another owner. 

 But for me it was a wonderful few weeks of anticipation, thinking 

about my perfect present. I knew Mom would love my gift. And I knew 

she would be so surprised. What a great feeling to anticipate giving the 

perfect gift. I knew it would all be glorious on Christmas day. And it 

was. It went just as well as I expected. Mom was shocked and thrilled. 

 And that brings me to the larger topic of Christmas and its 

meaning. What is Christmas about? It is easy for us to condemn the 

holiday giving of gifts as a materialistic, commercialized event. I’ve 

done it myself. But, at heart, the element of gift-giving in Christmas 



teaches us an important lesson about who God is, and who we are, and 

what makes us happy. Yes, giving Christmas gifts can stress us out. 

What to get, how to pay for it? But while we often corrupt the idea of 

gift-giving, at the heart of Christmas, and at the heart of our 

relationship with God, is the giving of gifts. 

 By the way God gave us His Son at Bethlehem that first Christmas 

He has taught us that we are happiest only when we give of ourselves – 

and give completely. And here I want to pause a moment to stress just 

how much the Father must love to give us his Son. How much pleasure 

it must give Him, how much God must love Christmas! Here I remember 

my own anticipation and pleasure in giving the perfect gift to my 

Mother last Christmas. It was the highlight of Christmas Day for me. 

Jesus taught us that it is more blessed to give than to receive. We love 

Christmas (at least we did at one time), but we can forget that God 

must love Christmas even more than we do – even more than children 

do. Small children love to receive gifts – gifts they long for, but can’t get 



for themselves. But, as I hope every parent and grandparent has 

experienced, it’s even more glorious to give the desired gift than to 

receive it.  

This is what the Father experiences as the parent of us all. God 

the Father knows that His Son is the perfect gift for each of us. Jesus is 

the answer to each of our sins, darkness, lack of hope and love. Jesus 

would answer all our needs if we would receive Him well.  

And the Father also knows He will surprise us with His gift. Think 

about that first Christmas. Who would have thought God would 

become one of us – and as a tiny, weak infant? And in a stable, not a 

palace. What a surprise! But even today, even though we know that 

story, and think we have Christmas figured out, we can always be 

surprised if let ourselves really look for Jesus at Christmas time. In fact, 

most of the time we forget to do that. (Maybe we’re too busy buying 

those presents!).  



But if we pray, keep silence well, and look closely, the Father 

always slips us His Son as a gift in a special way at Christmas. That is 

what Christmas is really about for us children of God – receiving well 

from our Father the gift He is longing for us to open, His Son, our 

Savior, Jesus Christ.   

Just last week, out of the blue, Mom told me how much she still 

enjoyed looking at her St. Francis statue, now standing on a chest in her 

Living Room. She has certainly received my gift well. The best gift we 

can give God is for ourselves to allow the Father the pleasure of giving 

us His prefect gift. This year for Christmas, let us receive Christ well -- 

more faithfully and generously -- in the Blessed Sacrament, in this holy 

season, and in the graces of our daily life throughout the year. If we do, 

it will really make the Father’s Christmas. 


