
The Surprise of Giving

Misty came into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes. The Christmas tree lit up the living room and 
kitchen, with no other lights on and the sun not even up yet. Rusty was sitting at the table with a 
cup of hot chocolate.

“You’re up early,” Misty yawned.

“Yep,” Rusty took a sip of his cocoa. “Mom is, too. She made me this. You want some?”

“Sure, hot cocoa sounds Christmassy.”

Rusty got up and poured a mug of hot chocolate for his sister. He handed it to her and said, 
“Merry Christmas.”

“I thought I would never get to sleep last night.” She took a sip. “Woo, that’s hot. It’s good 
though. Thanks.”

Mom and Dad came in the kitchen. “Good morning, kids,” Dad said.

“Can we open presents?” Misty said.

“Wow, she woke up quick,” Mom said.

“Well, how about we have a different kind of Christmas this year?” Dad said.

Misty frowned. “Is that a fun kind of different? Or a different kind of different?”

“I don’t care as long as we get to open presents,” Rusty said.

“Okay,” Dad said with a grin, “we will open a present or two.” He looked at Mom and she smiled 
at him.

“They’re up to something,” Misty said, glancing at Rusty over her mug of cocoa.

“When Dad’s smiling, you know he’s up to something,” Rusty said.

Dad laughed. “Come on, now. Trust me.”

Mom put her arms around Rusty and Misty and said, “Merry Christmas, you two. We are going 
to make a new memory today. Trust me, you will love it.”

“So,” Dad said, while moving into the living room, “Let’s open some gifts.”

“Yes!” Misty said, bouncing away from her cocoa.

Rusty was right behind her and slid to a stop on his knees in front of the pile of presents. “Can I 
start with this one?”



Dad shook his head. “We want you both to open these two boxes.”

A glowing smile lit up Misty’s face as she took her box. She and Rusty raced to rip the paper off 
their boxes. They both had white rectangular boxes. They opened them and found clothes.

“Oh, clothes,” Misty said and then tried to smile. “I can always use clothes.”

“I got clothes, too,” Rusty said. He nodded at his parents and said, “Thanks.”

“Well, take them out and make sure they fit,” Mom said.

Rusty and Misty obeyed by getting up and walking to their rooms to try on the clothes. They 
tried to smile, but their slumped shoulders revealed their disappointment.

Soon, the kids came back in their outfits. Misty had a red skirt and white sweatshirt. Rusty had 
green pants and a white sweatshirt. Both of the sweatshirts had a picture of baby Jesus in the 
hay manger and words above and below saying, “Jesus was born… so we could be born 
again.”

“Well, they fit,” Misty said.

Rusty looked at his parents, and said, “Wait a sec. You are both dressed like we are. What is 
going on?”

Dad laughed. “Well, seeing we are all dressed up like this, why don’t we go around town and 
show off our new threads?”

“Threads?” Misty asked.

“Clothes,” Mom interpreted.

“We have to go somewhere?” Rusty asked.

“Yes, get your shoes on,” Dad said.

Rusty and Misty went to the door to pull on their shoes. “This is going to be the worst Christmas 
ever,” Rusty whispered.

“I know. Why are we doing this?” Misty asked.

Rusty shrugged.

Soon, the whole family was traveling down the road in the minivan. Rusty stared out the window 
at all the mounds of snow along the road. It looked dirty and grimy. His new pants were scratchy 
and the sweater rubbed against his neck.

Misty sat with her arms crossed.

Rusty finally spoke up. “So, um, is this all we are getting for Christmas?”



“Getting?” Dad laughed. “Christmas is about giving. What did God get for Christmas, son? I 
think He set the example by giving, not taking. This year we are having a Christmas of giving.”

“What are we giving?”

“Joy,” Mom said.

Dad turned the van into the parking lot of a business. Another vehicle pulled in behind them.

“Where are we?” Misty asked.

“This is the nursing home,” Dad said. “You were here a long time ago, remember?”

“No.”

“Hey, look at that,” Dad said as he pulled into a parking spot. “Those people are dressed just 
like us.”

“They are from church!” Misty said.

Mom smiled. “Yes, all your friends who sang in the children’s Christmas choir are coming here 
today. We kept it as a surprise.”

“So we are all dressed the same?” Misty asked.

“Yes.”

“And we are going to sing to the people?” Rusty asked.

“Yes.”

Misty hopped out of the van to go see her friends. Rusty, Mom, and Dad followed. Soon, all the 
children had gathered as a group in the sitting area. As they began singing, “Joy to the World” 
several patients gathered around to listen. Some came in walkers. Others rolled up in 
wheelchairs. A few hummed along and a couple elderly people sang with them.

One older lady began wiping tears from her eyes as they sang “Silent Night, Holy Night.” An old 
man took out his handkerchief and wiped his face. After they sang another Christmas carol, Dad 
spoke to the crowd about the love of Jesus. He told them about the inn not having room for 
Jesus. He asked the listeners if they would make room for Jesus in their hearts. He invited them 
to repent of their sins, take the Name of Jesus on their lives, and receive His Spirit.

Afterward they sang “O Come All Ye Faithful.” Nobody wanted to stop the singing. The kids kept 
suggesting other songs they could all sing, and more and more patients kept coming out to 
listen. Finally, the children’s choir director told them they could not sing all day and would have 
to go.

“Please? Can’t we sing just one more song?” Misty asked.



“Well—”

“Excuse me, ma’am,” a man said to the choir leader. “My wife is down the hall and can’t get out 
of bed. Could you all go sing to her?”

“Yes!” Misty said, “that sounds fun!”

“Okay,” the choir director said. “Let’s see if we can fit this group into her room.

“Hey,” Rusty said, “what if we all walked up and down the halls singing to people in their 
rooms?” We could split up into several groups.

“Great idea,” the leader said. She picked out some of the adults to lead and they split into four 
groups. Soon, the halls were full of the sounds of Christmas. The kids sang for another two 
hours in the halls and in patient’s rooms. Afterward, the nursing home staff invited the kids and 
other singers to come in and drink some hot cider and hot chocolate in the cafeteria.

•       •       •

On the way home, Misty kept talking about the people’s faces. “Did you see that man crying?” 
Misty asked.

“I think some people really felt the presence of God, today,” Rusty said.

Mom and Dad just listened and smiled while the children talked.

“Dad, did you see that one guy’s airplane collection?” Rusty asked. “Those were cool.”

“Yes,” Dad said, “he’s here because he used to be in the military and has a long-term injury. I 
talked with him for a while and he seemed interested in knowing more about the Lord. I want to 
come back and give him a Bible study.”

Rusty’s eyes lit up. “Really? Just because we sang to him?”

“Yes.”

“You guys got to do the same thing God did,” Mom said.

“What’s that?” Misty asked.

“You got to give! You got to share the good news of Jesus Christ. Now, tell me. Was that fun?”

“Yes!” they said.

“And,” Dad said, “we have more gifts waiting for you at home.”

•       •       •



After Christmas dinner, Rusty, Misty, Mom, and Dad sat down to enjoy the fireplace.

“Well, did you have a good Christmas?” Dad asked.

“Yes,” Rusty said, his eyes still twinkling.

“You don’t seem to be paying much attention to your gifts,” Mom said.

Rusty sighed. “You know, I did not think I would like going to the nursing home at all. But that 
was really different. It made me happy somehow. It is a different kind of happy.”

“You are experiencing the joy of giving, son,” Dad said.

Mom smiled, “You are growing up, Rusty.”

They all looked over at Misty who was writing quietly in her new journal. She saw them all 
staring and looked up. “I am writing down the story of what happened to day. I do not want to 
forget this day. That was such a fun surprise! We should do that every year.”

________

Now discuss this Christmas devotional with your kids.

Do you think more about giving or getting at Christmas time?

Can you get enough gifts to give you joy?

What “giving” experiences have you had? When have you give someone something and really 
enjoyed it?

Have you given to people as a family before?

How did you feel?

What could you do to join with God’s joy of giving?

What could your family do to give to others?


