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I have a confession to make, something that I finally need to get off my chest after all these years. When 

I was thirteen, I got a portable CD player for Christmas. It was large and if you bumped it, it would skip, 

but it was technically portable. I loved it. So much so that all of Christmas day I played it until all of my 

batteries were dead. But I wasn’t going to be thwarted that easily. It didn’t come with a power supply, 

but I figured I’d just use another power supply lying around the house. Not understanding voltage or 

amperage or anything else about electronics at the time, I grabbed my Nintendo power supply and 

plugged it in. It worked! But after a few seconds, the CD player started to smell. Like burning. And then it 

started to smoke. And then it didn’t work. So here was my big gift that Christmas, and I’d already ruined 

it. Not smart. 

Luckily, the day after Christmas, my dad, stepmom and I had planned to go shopping to get any bargains 

that there might be. I also lied and told my dad that the CD player needed to be returned because it just 

stopped working. Dad, if you’re watching this, I’m sorry you had to find out this way about my Christmas 

lie. Anyway, I took it back to K Mart (back when there still was K Mart) and lied to the cashier. In fact, I 

acted somewhat indignant and annoyed that my brand new CD player didn’t work. In my mind I was a 

great actor, because she immediately took the CD player and told me to go get a new one and bring it to 

the register. I was relieved. I’d gotten away with it. No questions asked. That was the beauty about the 

day after Christmas in my mind: you could return things and no one inquired as to why you were 

returning it. They just accepted it. I took the new CD player home and, having learned my lesson, also 

purchased the right power supply and a bunch of batteries to go with it with the rest of my Christmas 

money. It was the best day after Christmas ever. It made Christmas last a little longer to get a new CD 

player on the day after Christmas.  

I share that story with you because the day after Christmas doesn’t get a lot of interest. In fact, it’s really 

kind of a let down after the build up to the holiday itself. Both me and my son have birthdays around the 

Christmas holiday (his is today, mine is January 1st), and I can tell you that we’ve both gotten used to 

having our birthdays overshadowed by Christmas. We’ve both gotten gifts that said “Merry Christmas 

and Happy Birthday”, as if it were a two-for-one deal. We both have had birthday parties that were hard 

to plan because it was so close to either Christmas or New Year’s. But I want to advocate a little bit for 

the day after Christmas because it can be special in and of itself.  

The Bible doesn’t tell us what happens the day after the birth of Christ. We know he’s circumcised on 

the eighth day, and presented at the temple to be consecrated to the Lord. But we don’t know what 

happened the next day after his birth. We could speculate or guess about it. And I think that it’s not 

recorded in scripture because it was just like our days after Christmas, a time of calm after the big build 

up. Joseph and Mary, I’m guessing, got to spend time with their new bundle of joy and just enjoy him for 

being the baby that he was. This really got me to thinking about how I relate to Jesus and how I see him 

in the everyday, the mundane. When was the last time I just thought about how great Jesus is? When 

was the last time I didn’t ask for anything, or came to him with my concerns and my problems? When 

was the last time I just appreciated him for who he is, just like I think Joseph and Mary did on that day 

after his birth.  



“18 For you know that it was not with perishable things such as silver or gold that you were redeemed 

from the empty way of life handed down to you from your ancestors, 19 but with the precious blood of 

Christ, a lamb without blemish or defect. 20 He was chosen before the creation of the world, but was 

revealed in these last times for your sake. 21 Through him you believe in God, who raised him from the 

dead and glorified him, and so your faith and hope are in God.” (1 Peter 1:18-21) 

We often think of Jesus in terms of what he did for us. It’s only natural. But in the person of Jesus Christ, 

we also have someone who lived a spotless life, yet lived just like us. This idea is so unfathomable that 

there have been many groups of people who have tried to explain it away. There was the doctrine of 

Docetism, for example, that believed Christ's body was not human but either a phantasm or of real but 

celestial substance, and that therefore his sufferings were only apparent. Of course, this creates a whole 

host of problems with scripture, and isn’t supported in anyway by the word of God. But that didn’t stop 

people from trying to explain it away. 

There are a number of reasons why it’s hard to wrap our minds around the humanness of Jesus. The 

biggest one, I think, is that God came to us. God came to us. He met us where we were at. Paul phrases 

it this way: “8 But God demonstrates his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died 

for us.” Think about the implications of that for a moment. While we were still doing all the bad stuff, 

without any inkling that we might clean up our act, Jesus died for all the bad stuff we’ve done.  

My father bought me a van in college. It was my main transportation for a long time. I really enjoyed this 

vehicle, so much so that I nursed it along as it became a little bit of a nuisance. I’d stop at a stop light, 

and the exhaust would roll up around me in a cloud because the valve guides were bad. Sometimes, it 

would just die for no reason because of engine vapor lock. It had an oil leak and was rusty. One day 

when Summar was driving it, it overheated to the point of no return. So we had to have it towed away. I 

almost cried a tear. Almost, anyway. I could have put more money into it, but it was a lost cause at that 

point.  

Thankfully, God didn’t see us that way. He didn’t see us the way that we sometimes look at other people 

as a lost cause. He looked at us and saw a creation in need of repair, and decided to take it upon himself 

to do it. To make right our wrongs. And to accomplish it, he sent his son in full humanity, because that’s 

what it would take. 

The second reason why I think it’s so hard to understand the humanness of Jesus is this simple phrase: 

God became flesh. God became flesh. John 1:14 says it this way: “14 The Word became flesh and made 

his dwelling among us. We have seen his glory, the glory of the one and only Son, who came from the 

Father, full of grace and truth.” God made his home with us. He came down to us. Now sometimes, 

because it’s hard to understand the ways of God, we project our own behaviors on to God. We tend to 

put ourselves in the position of God at times. It’s a very dangerous thing to do, but we do it anyway. We 

sometimes project our feelings and thoughts on God and assume that he would do things our way. And 

in our way, it’s hard to imagine us lowering ourselves in the way that God did. Because not only did he 

become human, he became human and died a sinner’s death. When we stop and think about it, we have 

to ask why? Why would God lower himself when he didn’t have to, when what we’d done was our own 

fault.  

We had a dog named Clifford. He passed on Christmas Eve. No, he wasn’t big or red. He came pre-

named. He was a rescue. And if the vet’s calculations are correct, he was roughly fourteen years old 



when he passed. Which is old for a dog, but especially for a Yorkie like him. We’ve been through a lot 

with Cliff. When we got him, he had to have daily eye drops placed in one eye. He would bark 

incessantly and anything and everything. He wasn’t exactly housebroken. Later on, he had to have that 

one eye removed. Later on, he couldn’t really see out of his other eye. He couldn’t climb steps so we 

had to pick him up and carry him up and down. He was extremely picky about the food that he would 

eat, when he would decide to eat it anyway. He didn’t always seem to know where he is. He didn’t like 

to be held or scratched like he used to. In fact, in some ways, he became quite the pain. But we still 

loved him and spoiled him. We wanted him to be comfortable and happy in his last days, at least as 

much as dogs can be happy. He was kind of a mess, but was our mess, and we loved him. 

You see, we’re God’s mess. No, he didn’t make us to be a mess, but we are. So what does God do? He 

joins the mess. He doesn’t proclaim something from way up on high. He doesn’t distance himself from 

us because we’re unclean. He comes down to our level and says I love you. He says that he’s taken care 

of the mess and that we’re clean. It’s quite an amazing thing if you think about it: God becoming like his 

creation to save his creation. It really couldn’t have happened any other way. And that’s an amazing 

thing that we should rejoice in all year long, not just at Christmas. 

One of my favorite Christmas shows is “Rudolph, the Red Nosed Reindeer”. My favorite part of this show 

is the story of the island of misfit toys. In the show, there’s a place where all the toys that don’t quite fit 

the normal stereotype of what a toy is go. And they’re sad because no child is playing with them, which 

is what they were designed to do. There’s a Charlie in the Box instead of a Jack in the Box, there’s a choo 

choo train with square wheels. You get the idea. But the story has a happy ending. When Rudolph gets 

back from running away because he’s ridiculed for having a red nose, everyone apologizes and Rudolph 

tells Santa about the misfit toys. Santa then finds homes for all the toys on the island. 

When I see that part of the show, I can’t help but think of the church. The church is comprised of 

imperfection. But because of Christ, we’re his unblemished bride. God takes the Charlie in the Box and 

the square wheeled train in us, if you’ll pardon the metaphor, and does something miraculous with 

them. He makes them right. And this, my friends, is truly amazing. It’s awe inspiring.  

And here’s my hope in sharing all of this with you. It’s that we see Jesus for who he really is, how 

amazing he is, how wonderful he is, and that we don’t forget it. It’s very easy to forget who we are and 

whose we are in our busyness of the season, or any time for that matter. This thing that makes 

Christmas a special time is the birth of Christ, full stop. And we have to hold on to that hope whatever 

the season. We should never lose our sense of wonder about that hope; we shouldn’t just tie it to a 

specific season. To that end this morning, I want to share a song with you that encourages us to do just 

that. 

End: play song “The Day After Christmas” 


