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Sam Parker pressed his nose￼ 
against the frosty window of 
Thompson's Toy Emporium, 
his breath creating small 
clouds on the glass. Inside, a 
remote-controlled monster 
truck executed perfect flips on 
a miniature dirt track. It was 
exactly what he had circled 
three times in the Christmas 
catalog that had arrived last 
week.
"Just five more minutes, 
Mom?" Sam pleaded, not 
taking his eyes off the display. 
"I need to make sure it's the 
XTR-5000 model. The 4000 doesn't have the double 
suspension."
Mrs. Parker checked her watch and sighed. "Two minutes, 
Sam. We still have to get to the grocery store before picking 
up Emma from ballet."
Sam nodded absently, his thoughts consumed by visions of 
racing the monster truck through the dirt paths behind their 
house. He'd already written two letters to Santa about it, but 
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Dad had suggested he might also mention it to Grandma 
when she arrived tomorrow.
Christmas was only fifteen days away, and Sam could barely 
contain his excitement. His school, Oakridge Christian 
Academy, was buzzing with holiday activities. Just yesterday, 
his fifth grade class had decorated their classroom with 
paper chains and snowflakes, and tomorrow they would 
exchange small gifts during their Christmas party.
"Time's up, buddy," Mom called, already walking toward 
their minivan.
Sam reluctantly peeled himself away from the window and 
hurried after her, his mind still replaying the monster truck's 
impressive stunts.
"Samuel Thomas Parker!" Dad's voice carried through the 
house later that evening. "Did you hear what I said?"
Sam looked up from his tablet where he'd been watching 
unboxing videos of the XTR-5000. "Sorry, Dad. What?"
Dad sat down beside him on the couch, gently taking the 
tablet and setting it aside. "I asked if you finished your Bible 
reading for tonight. We're supposed to discuss it at dinner."
"Oh." Sam's shoulders slumped. In the Parker household, 
December meant nightly Advent readings, a tradition Sam 
had 


once enjoyed but now found himself rushing through. "I'll do 
it real quick."
"Son," Dad said, his voice softer now. "Advent isn't 
something to rush through. Remember what we talked about 
last Sunday? About preparing our hearts?"
Sam nodded, though he couldn't actually recall the 
conversation. His mind had been wandering during the 
sermon, making mental additions to his Christmas list.
"Why don't we read tonight's passage together before 
dinner?" Dad suggested, reaching for the family Bible on the 
coffee table.
"But Dad, I was going to finish my Christmas list," Sam 
protested. "I need to email it to Grandma before she leaves￼ 
Florida tomorrow."
Dad raised an eyebrow. "I think your list 
is quite comprehensive already. Let's 
focus on something else for a few 
minutes."
Sam sighed but scooted closer as Dad 
opened the Bible to Isaiah.
"'For a child will be born to us, a son will 
be given to us; and the government will 
rest on His shoulders; and His name will be called 
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Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Eternal Father, Prince of 
Peace,'" Dad read from Isaiah 9:6.
The words washed over Sam, but his thoughts kept drifting 
to the monster truck. He wondered if the XTR-5000 could 
jump over the creek behind their house.
"Sam? What do you think this verse is telling us about 
Jesus?" Dad asked.
"Huh? Oh, um... that He's important?" Sam offered lamely.
Dad looked at him for a long moment. "There's a bit more to 
it than that, son. This was written hundreds of years before 
Jesus was born, prophesying His coming. It's one of the 
reasons Christmas is so special."
"Right," Sam nodded, trying to look interested. "Can I go 
help Mom with dinner now?"
Dad sighed. "Sure, go ahead."
As Sam escaped to the kitchen, he didn't notice the concern 
in his father's eyes.
The following Saturday, Sam bounded down the stairs with 
an energy that could only come from a combination of 
Christmas anticipation and his mom's chocolate chip 
pancakes.
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