           My old Granddad was quite a character. He was 6ft. 4, and his hands seemed like bunches of bananas to my little eyes. He had a big bushy moustache and wore a ten gallon hat. He had what you might call “selective “ hearing. Although we had to shout in conversation with him, he often heard things that were said quietly in the next room. Granddad He was definitely unconventional in many ways – especially his sense of humor. He lived with us the last couple yeas of his life, but earlier he was 300 miles away raising cows. 

       Granddad wasn’t much for giving gifts, so we were really surprised when a big package from him arrived at Christmas time one year. My Mother, who loved the excitement of Christmas, had it open in a few seconds. That’s when the real surprise came. The gift was an old tan coat with leather patches on the elbows, known in those days as a smoking jacket – and it smelled as though it had been used for that. I don’t recall being all that disappointed. We had never received a gift from him before, and it felt kind of good to know that he thought about us at times.  

       It hung on a nail on the back porch for several days; but on Christmas eve, Dad slipped it on, and happened to stick his hand in a pocket. Can you imagine our glee when his hand came out with a ten dollar bill! Ten bucks was a really big deal in those days. It took a week to earn that much. We suddenly had much more appreciation for dear old Granddad, and we really had a merry Christmas. 

       Looking back on my youth I realize that for many years, my gratitude for God’s gift of His Son was not much greater than my initial response to Granddad’s gift of the old jacket. I think I saw salvation as a gate pass into heaven, but that I had to really work at keeping my nose clean all the time for it to be valid. How sad - oh, I wish I had somehow got it through my thick head what a fantastic salvation Christ Jesus purchased for me. Like the old jacket, God’s incomprehensibly expensive gift hung on a “nail” for years.  But I finally looked in the “pocket.” Now I am starting to have some understanding and appreciation for the great gift of Jesus’ incarnation on that first Christmas. By His birth and life and death and resurrection, He gave us forgiveness and redemption and justification and holiness - and His very Life within us to live out His love for those we contact through this life. And after that, life in His very presence - with everlasting bodies that will never feel disease or pain or temptation.  

      Another part of the great gift He has given us rebels is the ability to thank and praise and worship Him. Let’s do it with whole-hearted joy.      

