
NHÖÕNG CAÛM NGHÓ VEÀ TÌNH YEÂU  
CUÛA THÖÔÏNG ÑEÁ  
 
CHÖÔNG TRÌNH QUAN TROÏNG CUÛA TÌNH YEÂU  
              Ngoài nôi baøn vieát vó ñaïi, Taùc Giaû môû moät quyeån saùch 
lôùn. Quyeån saùch khoâng moät ngoân töø. Saùch khoâng ngoân töø vì ngoân 
töø chöa coù. Ngoân töø chöa coù vì ngoân töø chöa caàn thieát. Chöa coù tai 
ñeå nghe chuùng; chöa coù maét ñeå ñoïc chuùng. Chæ moät Taùc Giaû.  
 Vaäy neân Taùc Giaû caàm moät caây buùt vó ñaïi, khôûi söï vieát. 
Nhö moät hoïa só gom goùp maøu saéc, moät nhaø ñieâu khaéc choïn laáy 
duïng cuï, Taùc Giaû raùp döïng nhöõng ngoân töø .  
          Coù ba thöù. Ba ngoân töø ñôn ñoäc. Töø ba ngoân töø naày seõ tuoân 
ra haèng trieäu tö töôûng.Nhöng,caâu chuyeän lô löûng treân ba ngoân töø 
naày. Taùc Giaû caàm buùt, roài xöôùng leân ngoân töø ñaàu tieân:  
                                        "T-H-ÔØ-I  G-I-A-N."  
 Thôøi gian chöa coù cho tôùi khi Taùc Giaû vieát noù ra. Ngaøi, 
chính Ngaøi, voâ thôøi gian, song caâu chuyeän cuûa Ngaøi ñoùng khung 
trong thôøi gian. Caâu chuyeän seõ laø moät aùnh döông leân laàn ñaàu, laàn 
ñaàu caùt buïi chuyeån ñoäng. Moät khôûi söï... vaø moät sau cuøng. Moät 
chöông cuoái. Ngaøi bieát ñieàu ñoù tröôùc khi Ngaøi vieát.  
 Thôøi gian. Moät khoaûng ngaén treân loái ñi voâ haïn.  
          Chaãm raõi, dòu daøng, Taùc Giaû vieát ngoân töø thöù nhì. Moät 
danh:  

   “A-D-A-M”.  
 Khi Ngaøi vieát, Ngaøi thaáy ngöôøi, Adam ñaàu tieân. Roài Ngaøi 
thaáy heát thaûy nhöõng ngöôøi khaùc. Trong ngaøn thôøi kyø trong ngaøn 
dieän ñòa, Taùc Giaû thaáy chuùng. Moãi Adam. Moãi ngöôøi con. Ñöôïc 
yeâu töùc thì. Ñöôïc yeâu tröôøng ky.ø Ngaøi trao thôøi gian cho moãi 
ngöôøi. Ngaøi choïn nôi cho moãi ngöôøi. Khoâng tình côø. Khoâng ngaãu 
nhieân. Chæ hoïach ñònh.  
      Taùc Giaû ban lôøi höùa cho nhöõng keû chöa ra ñôøi: Ta seõ taïo ngöôi trong 
hình aûnh Ta. Ngöôi seõ gioáng nhö Ta. Ngöôi seõ cöôøi vang. Ngöôi seõ xaây 
döïng. Ngöôi seõ khoâng heà cheát. Vaø ngöôi seõ vieát.  
 Hoï phaûi vaäy. Bôûi moãi cuoäc ñôøi laø moät quyeån saùch, khoâng phaûi 
ñeå ñoïc, maø laø moät caâu chuyeän phaûi ñöôïc vieát ra. Taùc Giaû khôûi ñaàu caâu 
chuyeän cho moãi cuoäc ñôøi, song moãi cuoäc ñôøi phaûi töï vieát phaàn cuoái ñôøi 
mình.  
 Moät töï do khaù nguy hieåm. An toaøn hôn chaêng khi phaûi keát thuùc 
caâu chuyeän cho moãi Adam? Ñeå soaïn thaûo moïi löïa choïn. Phaûi ñôn sô hôn. 
Phaûi an toaøn hôn. Nhöng khoâng theå laø tình yeâu. Tình yeâu chæ yeâu khi 
ñöôïc choïn. Vaäy Taùc Giaû quyeát ñònh ban cho moãi ngöôøi con moät caây buùt. 
Ngaøi kheû baûo: "Haõy thaän troïng vieát."  
 Yeâu thöông vaø chuû ñònh, ñaõ thaáy ñau loøng, Ngaøi vieát ngoân töø 
thöù ba:  

             “E-M-M-A-N-U-E-L” (Thöôïng Ñeá ÔÛû Cuøng Chuùng 
Ta).  
  Khoái oùc vó ñaïi nhaát trong vuõ truï ñaõ hình dung thôøi gian. Quan 
aùn chaân chính nhaát ñaõ ban cho Adam moät löïa choïn. Nhöng chính tình yeâu 
ñaõ ban Emmanuel - Thöôïng Ñeá ôû cuøng chuùng ta.  
 Taùc Giaû muoán ñi vaøo caâu chuyeän cuûa chính Ngaøi.  

Thieân Ngoân trôû thaønh nhuïc theå. Chính Ngaøi seõ ñöôïc sanh ra. 
Chính Ngaøi seõ laø con ngöôøi. Chính Ngaøi seõ coù chaân, tay. Chính Ngaøi seõ 
coù nhöõng gioït nöôùc maét, cuøng nhöõng thöû thaùch.  

Vaø quan troïng hôn heát, Ngaøi cuõng coù moät löïa choïn. Emmanuel 
seõ ñöùng treân con ñöôøng thaäp töï giöõa söï soáng vaø söï cheát, vaø phaûi löïa choïn. 
Taùc Giaû bieát roõ söùc naëng cuûa quyeát ñònh. Ngaøi ngaäp ngöøng khi vieát ñeán 
trang moâ taû söï ñau ñôùn chính mình. Ngaøi coù theå ngöng vieát.Duø Taùc Giaû 
coù moät löïa choïn.Nhöng sao moät Ñaáng Saùng Taïo khoâng theå saùng taùc? Moät 
Nhaø Vaên khoâng theå vieát neân lôøi? 

             THOUGHTS ON GOD'S LOVE 
 
 
LOVE'S REMARKABLE PLAN        
     Seated at the great desk, the Author opens the large 
book. It has no words. It has no words because no words exist. No 
words exist because no words are needed. There are no ears to 
hear them, no eyes to read them. The Author is alone. 
             And so he takes the great pen and begins to write. Like 
an artist gathers his colors and a woodcarver his tools, the Author 
assembles his words. 
            There are three. Three single words. Out of these three 
will pour a million thoughts. But on these three words, the story 
will suspend. He takes his quill and spells the first:  
                                               “T-I-M-E.” 
  Time did not exist until he wrote it. He, himself, is 
timeless, but his story would be encased in time. The story would 
have a first rising of sun, a first shifting of the sand. A beginning...  
and an end. A final chapter. He knows it before he writes it. 
      
 Time. A footspan on eternity's trail. 
       Slowly, tenderly, the Author writes the second word. A name: 
 
                                             “A-D-A-M”. 
            As he writes, he sees him, the first Adam. Then he sees 
all the others. In a thousand eras in a thousand lands, the Author 
sees them. Each Adam. Each child. Instantly loved. Permanently 
loved. To each he assigns a time. To each he appoints a place. No 
accidents. No coincidences. Just design. 
           

The Author makes a promise to these unborn: In my 
image, I will make you. You will be like me. You will laugh. You 
will create. You will never die. And you will write. 
            They must. For each life is a book, not to be read, but 
rather a story to be written. The Author starts each life story; but 
each life will write his or her own ending. 
           What a dangerous liberty. How much safer it would have 
been to finish the story for each Adam. To script every option. It 
would have been simpler. It would have been safer. But it would 
not have been love. Love is only love if chosen. So the Author 
decides to give each child a pen. "Write carefully," he whispers. 
              Lovingly, deliberately, he writes the third word, already 
feeling the pain. 

                    “E-M-M-A-N-U-E-L” 
The greatest mind in the universe imagined time. The 

truest judge granted Adam a choice. But it was love that gave 
Emmanuel - God with us. 
 The Author would enter his own story. 
               The Word would become flesh. He, too, would be born. 
He, too, would be human. He, too, would have feet and hands. 
He, too, would have tears and trials. 

And most importantly, He, too, would have a choice. 
Emmanuel would stand at the crossroads of life and death and 
make a choice. The Author knows well the weight of that 
decision. He pauses as he writes the page of his own pain. He 
could stop. Even the Author has a choice. But how can a Creator 
not create? How can a Writer not write? 



Vaø, sao Tình Yeâu laïi khoâng theå yeâu? Vaäy Ngaøi choïn söï 
soáng, duø ñieàu naày coù nghóa laø söï cheát, vaø mong raèng nhöõng ñöùa 
con cuûa Ngaøi cuõng seõ laøm nhö vaäy.  

Theá neân Taùc Giaû Söï Soáng hoaøn taát caâu chuyeän. Ngaøi 
ñaâm muõi giaùo vaøo thaân xaùc, vaø laên taûng ñaù khoûi hang moä. Bieát 
raèng söï löïa choïn Ngaøi seõ laøm, bieát raèng söï löïa choïn heát thaûy 
nhöõng Adam seõ laøm, Ngaøi vieát "KEÁT CUOÄC," xong xeáp quyeån 
saùch laïi vaø coâng boá khôûi ñaàu: “Haõy coù söï saùng!"  

 
CHIEÁN THAÉNG TÌNH YEÂU CUÛA BAÏN  
  Ñaây laø ñieàu chuùng ta muoán bieát. Chuùng ta muoán bieát tình 
yeâu cuûa Thöôïng Ñeá seõ chòu ñöïng bao laâu... Coù thaät Thöôïng Ñeá 
thöông yeâu chuùng ta maõi maõi? Khoâng chæ trong ... ngaøy Chuùa nhaät 
khi ñoâi giaøy chuùng ta ñöôïc ñaùnh boùng vaø maùi toùc chuùng ta ñöôïc 
chaûi chuoát. Chuùng ta muoán bieát... Thöôïng Ñeá caûm thaáy theá naøo 
veà toâi khi toâi laø moät teân “caø chôùn?” Khoâng phaûi khi toâi noùng chaùy, 
tích cöïc vaø saün saøng khaéc phuïc theá giôùi ñoùi khaùt. Khoâng phaûi vaäy. 
Toâi bieát Ngaøi caûm thaáy theá naøo veà toâi. Thaäm chí moät con ngöôøi nhö to âi.  
            Toâi muoán bieát Ngaøi caûm thaáy theá naøo veà toâi khi toâi ñaäp 
baát cöù vaät gì di ñoäng, khi caùc tö töôûng cuûa toâi naèm trong vuõng 
sình, khi löôõi toâi ñuû beùn ñeå thaùi moät hoøn ñaù. Vaäy Ngaøi caûm thaáy theá naøo 
veà toâi?...  
 Ñieàu gì coù theå phaân caùch chuùng ta khoûi tình yeâu Ñaáng 
Christ ñaõ daønh cho chuùng ta?  
 Thöôïng Ñeá ñaõ traû lôøi caâu hoûi cuûa chuùng ta tröôùc khi 
chuùng ta chaát vaán. Vaäy, chuùng ta coù theå thaáy caâu traû lôøi cuûa Ngaøi: 
Ngaøi chieáu saùng baàu trôøi baèng moät vì sao. Chuùng ta coù theå nghe 
caâu traû lôøi ñoù: Ngaøi khoûa laáp ñeâm vaéng baèng moät hoøa ca; vaø 
chuùng ta coù theå tin, Ngaøi ñaõ laøm ñieàu khoâng ai nghó tôùi: Ngaøi  trôû 
thaønh nhuïc theå vaø soáng giöõa chuùng ta.  
 Ngaøi ñaët tay Ngaøi treân vai nhaân loaïi, vaø phaùn: “Caùc con 
laø taïo vaät ñaëc bieät.”  

 
TÌNH YEÂU VOÂ THÔØI GIAN, VOÂ BIEÂN GIÔÙI 
 Khoâng bò raøng buoäc bôûi thôøi gian, Ngaøi thaáy heát thaûy 
chuùng ta.  Töø röøng saâu Virginia ñeán thöông xaù London; töø haûi taëc 
Vikings ñeán caùc nhaø phi haønh, töø thoå daân hang ñoäng ñeán caùc vì 
vua, töø nhöõng keû döïng choøi ñeán caùc ñoác coâng xaây ñaù, Ngaøi ñeàu 
thaáy chuùng ta. Taát caû nhöõng teân du ñaûng, soáng lang thang, Ngaøi 
ñaõ thaáy chuùng ta tröôùc khi ra ñôøi.  
 Vaø Ngaøi yeâu nhöõng gì Ngaøi thaáy. Ngaäp traøn caûm xuùc. 
Khaéc phuïc nieàm kieâu haõnh, Ñaáng taïo caùc ngoâi sao ñeán vôùi chuùng 
ta, töøng ngöôøi moät, vaø phaùn: “Ngöôi laø con Ta. Ta yeâu ngöôi tha 
thieát. Ta bieát raèng moät ngaøy kia ngöôi seõ quay khoûi Ta vaø ra ñi. 
Nhöng Ta muoán ngöôi bieát, Ta ñaõ daønh cho ngöôi moät loái veà.” 
           Vaø ñeå chöùng toû ñieàu naày, Ngaøi ñaõ laøm moät vieäc phi thöôøng.  

Böôùc khoûi thieân ngai, Ngaøi coåi chieác quang baøo, roài 
khoaùc leân baèng chính da mình: da con ngöôøi, ñaäm saéc. AÙnh saùng 
cuûa vuõ truï ñi vaøo moät daï con toái taêm aåm öôùt. Chính Ngaøi, Ñaáng 
caùc thieân söù thôø laïy, truù aån trong baøo thai cuûa moät thoân nöõ, sanh 
ra trong ñeâm laïnh, roài nguû treân rôm raï cuûa chieân boø.  

Mary khoâng bieát phaûi daâng leân thaùnh nhi baàu söõa hay lôøi toân 
vinh, song naøng ñaõ daâng caû hai, bôûi Ngaøi, quaù gaàn ñeå nhaän thaáy, ñoùi khaùt 
vaø thaùnh thieän.  

Joseph khoâng bieát phaûi goïi thaùnh nhi laø Con treû hay Thieân Phuï. 
Song cuoái cuøng OÂng goïi Jesus, bôûi ñoù laø ñieàu thieân söù daïy, vaø cuõng bôûi 
OÂng khoâng coù moät tö yù nhoû nhoi naøo ñeå ñaët teân cho moät Thöôïng Ñeá maø 
OÂng coù theå boàng aãm trong tay...  

 And how can Love not love? So he chooses life, though it 
means death, with hope that his children will do the same.  
              

 And so the Author of Life completes the story. He drives 
the spike in the flesh and rolls the stone over the grave. Knowing 
the choice he will make, knowing the choice all Adams will make, 
he pens, “THE END,” then closes the book and proclaims the 
beginning: “Let there be light!” 

 
TO WIN YOUR LOVE  
 Here is what we want to know. We want to know how 
long God‘s love will endure... Does God really love us forever? 
Not just on... Sunday when our shoes are shined and our hair is 
fixed. We want to know... how does God feel about me when I’m 
a jerk? Not when I’m peppy and positive and ready to tackleworld 
hunger. Not then. I know how he feels about me then. Even I like 
me then.  
  

I want to know how he feels about me when I snap at 
anything that moves, when my thoughts are gutter-level, when my 
tongue is sharp enough to slice a rock. How does he feel about me 
then?...  
 Can anything separate us from the love Christ has for us?  

 
God answered our question before we asked it. So we’d 

see his answer, he lit the sky with a star. So we’d hear it, he filled 
the night with a choir; and so we’d believe it, he did what no man 
had ever dreamed. He became flesh and dwelt among us.  

 
He placed his hand on the shoulder of humanity and said, 

“You are something special.” 
 
 

TIMELESS, BOUNDLESS LOVE 
Untethered by time, he sees us all. From the backwoods 

of Virginia to the business district of London; from the Vikings to 
the astronauts, from the cave-dwellers to the kings, from the hut- 
builders to the finger-pointers to the rock-stackers, he sees us. 
Vagabonds and ragamuffins all, he saw us before we were born. 
               

And he loves what he sees. Flooded by emotion. 
Overcome by pride, the Starmaker turns to us, one by one, and 
says, "You are my child. I love you dearly. I'm aware that someday 
you'll turn from me and walk away. But I want you to know, I've 
already provided you a way back."  

And to prove it, he did something extraordinary.  
Stepping from the throne, he removed his robe of light 

and wrapped himself in skin: pigmented, human skin. The light of 
the universe entered a dark, wet womb. He who angels worship 
nestled himself in the placenta of a peasant, was birthed into the 
cold night, and then slept on cow's hay. 

Mary didn't know whether to give him milk or give him praise, 
but she gave him both since he was, as near as she could figure, hungry 
and holy. 

Joseph didn't know whether to call him Junior or Father. But in 
the end called him Jesus, since that's what the angel said and since he 
didn't have the faintest idea what to name a God he could cradle in his 
arms... 



Phaûi chaêng Baïn ñaõ nghó... ñaàu hoï guïc xuoáng vaø trí hoï 
ngôõ ngaøng: “Ngaøi laøm chi trong theá gian, Thöôïng Ñeá?” Hay noùi 
toát hôn: “Kính Thöôïng Ñeá, Ngaøi laøm gì trong theá gian?”  

Thöôïng Ñeá hoûi: “Ñieàu chi coù theå khieán Ta ngöøng yeâu 
ngöôi? Haõy xem Ta noùi baèng ngoân ngöõ ngöôi, nguû treân ñaát ngöôi, 
vaø caûm bieát nhöõng ñau ñôùn cuûa ngöôi. Ngöôi laï luøng sao Ta hieåu 
ñöôïc caûm nghó cuûa ngöôi? Haõy nhìn ñoâi maét nhaûy nhoùt cuûa ñöùa beù 
Nazareth: aáy laø Thöông Ñeá ñang ñi vaøo hoïc ñöôøng. Haõy nhìn con 
treû nôi baøn cuûa Mary; aáy laø Thöôïng Ñeá ñoå traøn söõa cuûa noù.  
 “Ngöôi laï luøng tình yeâu Ta seõ toàn taïi bao laâu? Haõy tìm 
caâu traû lôøi ngöôi treân moät thaäp giaù vôõ naùt, treân moät ngoïn ñoài tang 
thöông. AÁy laø Ta maø ngöôi thaáy treân ñoù, Ñaáng taïo neân ngöôi, 
Thöôïng Ñeá cuûa ngöôi, bò ñoùng ñinh vaø ñoå maùu. Phuû ña ày nöôùc boït 
vaø chìm ngaäp trong toäi.  

“Ñoù laø toäi loãi ngöôi maø Ta caûm nhaän. Ñoù laø caùi cheát cuûa 
ngöôi maø Ta ñang chòu. Ñoù laø söï soáng laïi cuûa ngöôi maø ta ñang 
soáng. Ñoù laø bao nhieâu tình yeâu cuûa Ta ñoái vôùi ngöôi!”  
 

MOÄT MAÛNH THIEÂN ÑAØNG  
 Tình yeâu cuûa Thöôïng Ñeá bao lôùn? Laøm sao Ñaáng taïo 
döïng vuõ truï coù theå troâng nom nhöõng khuùc khuyûu quanh co trong 
haønh trình ñôøi Baïn? Haõy suy tö veà yù töôûng naày:  
 Neáu Thöôïng Ñeá coù khaû naêng ñaët caùc vì sao vaøo nhöõng 
ñaàu noái vaø treo baàu trôøi nhö moät taám maøn, Baïn coù nghó raèng töø xa 
xoâi Thöôïng Ñeá coù theå höôùng daãn cuoäc ñôøi Baïn? Neáu Thöôïng Ñeá 
cuûa Baïn coù ñuû naêng löïc ñeå khai hoûa maët trôøi, thì Ngaøi coù ñuû naêng 
löïc ñeå soi saùng loái ñi cuûa Baïn? Neáu Ngaøi coù ñuû naêng löïc ñeå taïo 
nhöõng voøng quyõ ñaïo cho haønh tinh Saturn vaø chieáu saùng haønh tinh 
Venus, thì coù cô hoäi naøo beân ngoaøi ñuû ñeå cho Ngaøi chaêm soùc vaø 
ñaùp öùng nhöõng nhu caàu cuûa Baïn?  Hoaëc, nhö Chuùa Jesus phaùn:  
 “Haõy xem caùc loaøi chim khoâng trung. Chuùng khoâng troàng 
hay gaët, hay tích tröõ trong kho, song Ñaáng Thieân Phuï ñaõ nuoâi 
chuùng. Vaø caùc ngöôi bieát caùc ngöôi xöùng ñaùng nhieàu hôn caùc loaøi 
chim... Sao caùc ngöôi lo laéng veà trang phuïc? 
           Haõy xem nhöõng hoa hueä ngoaøi ñoàng lôùn leân theå naøo. Chuùng 
khoâng laøm vieäc hay taïo trang phuïc cho chuùng. Song Ta phaùn cuøng 
caùc ngöôi raèng thaäm chí Solomon, vôùi nhöõng giaøu sang cuûa ngöôøi, 
cuõng khoâng maëc ñeïp nhö moät trong nhöõng caùnh hoa naày.  
 Thöôïng Ñeá trang phuïc cho coû caây ngoaøi ñoàng, laø vaät 
ñang soáng hoâm nay, ngaøy mai bò neùm vaøo löûa. Vaäy caùc ngöôi coù 
theå tin chaéc raèng Thöôïng Ñeá seõ trang phuïc cho caùc ngöôi. Chôù coù 
ñöùc tin nhoû beù  nhö vaäy!” (Mat. 6:25-30)   
 Sao Ngaøi phaûi laøm theá? Ngaøi phaûi ban cho loaøi chim moät 
baøi haùt, vaø nuùi non moät ñænh cao chaêng? Ngaøi caàn ñaët nhöõng vaïch 
ñen treân ngöïa vaèn vaø cuïc böôùu treân laïc ñaø chaêng?  

Chuùng ta coù bieát söï khaùc bieät maø Ngaøi ñaõ laøm cho hoaøng 
hoân maøu xaùm thay vì maøu cam? Sao nhöõng tinh tuù laáp laùnh vaø 
nhöõng löôïn soùng baïc ñaàu? Sao toâ ñoû chim hoàng yeán vaø sôn traéng 
caù baïch töôïng? Taïi sao bao phuû vaïn vaät trong huy hoaøng?  Taïi sao 
ñi vaøo phieàn toaùi ñeå ban taëng nhöõng moùn quaø ñoù?   
           Coøn Baïn, thì sao? Baïn coù laøm nhö theá chaêng? Toâi thaáy Baïn 
tìm kieám moät moùn quaø. Toâi thaáy Baïn laàn moø trong nhöõng thöông 
xaù, vaø doø daãm quanh caùc daõy haøng. Toâi khoâng noùi veà nhöõng moùn 
quaø traû nôï. Toâi khoâng moâ taû cuoäc mua saém giôø choùt loaïi nöôùc hoa 
trong tieäm taïp hoùa treân ñöôøng ñeán döï möøng sinh nhaät. Haõy queân 
ñi nhöõng quaûng caùo ñaëc bieät, nhöõng ñaïi haï giaù. Toâi muoán noùi veà 
con ngöôøi thaät ñaëc bieät, vaø moùn quaø thaät ñaëc bieät. 

Don’t you think their heads tilted and their minds 
wondered, "What in the world are you doing, God?" Or, better 
phrased, "God, what are you doing in the world?" 
              "Can anything make me stop loving you?" God asks. 
"Watch me speak your language, sleep on your earth, and feel your 
hurts. You wonder if I understand how you feel? Look into the 
dancing eyes of the kid in Nazareth; that's God walking to school. 
Ponder the toddler at Mary's table; that's God spilling his milk. 
              

 "You wonder how long my love will last? Find your 
answer on a splintered cross, on a craggy hill. That's me you see 
up there, your maker, your God, nail-stabbed and bleeding. 
Covered in spit and sin-soaked.  

 
That's your sin I'm feeling. That's your death I'm dying.  

That's your resurrection I'm living. That's how much I love you." 
 
 

A LITTLE PIECE OF HEAVEN  
 How great is God’s love? How can the creator of the 
universe care about the twists and turns of your life’s journey? 
Ponder this thought:  

If God is able to place the stars in their sockets and 
suspend the sky like a curtain, do you think it remotely possible 
that God is able to guide your life? If your God is mighty enough 
to ignite the sun, could it be that he is mighty enough to light your 
path? If he cares enough about the planet Saturn to give it rings or 
Venus to make it sparkle, is there an outside chance that he cares 
enough about you to meet your needs? Or, as Jesus says, 
           

“Look at the birds in the air. They don't plant or harvest  
or store into barns, but your heavenly Father feeds them. And you 
know you are worth much more than the birds. . . . Why do you 
worry about clothes?  

Look at how the lilies in the field grow. They don't work 
or make clothes for themselves. But I tell you that even Solomon 
with his riches was not dressed as beautifully as one of these 
flowers.  

God clothes the grass in the field, which is alive today but 
tomorrow is thrown into the fire. So you can even be sure that God 
will clothe you. Don't have so little faith!” (Matt. 6:23-30) 
          
             Why did he do it? Did he have to give the birds a song and 
the mountains a peak? Was he required to put stripes on the zebra 
and the hump on the camel?  

Would we have known the difference had he made the 
sunsets gray instead of orange? Why do stars have twinkles and 
the waves snowy crests? Why dash the cardinal in red and drape 
the beluga whale in white? Why wrap creation in such splendor? 
Why go to such trouble to give such gifts?  

Why do you? You do the same. I've seen you searching 
for a gift. I've seen you stalking the malls and walking the aisles. 
I'm not talking about the obligatory gifts. I'm not describing the  
last-minute purchase of drugstore perfume on the way to the 
birthday party. Forget blue-light specials and discount purchases; 
I'm talking about that extra-special person and that extra-special 
gift. 
 



Toâi muoán noùi veà moät vaøi ñoàng trong soá tieàn chôï,ï caát giaáu 
moãi thaùng ñeå mua cho chaøng ñoâi giaøy cao coå da thaèn laèn; troá maét 
vaøo haøng ngaøn chieác nhaãn ñeå tìm cho naøng moät vieân kim cöông 
toát nhaát; thöùc suoát ñeâm Giaùng Sinh ñeå raùp chieác xe ñaïp môùi. Taïi 
sao Baïn laøm ñieàu ñoù? Baïn laøm ñieàu ñoù cho nhöõng caëp maét nôû to. 
Baïn laøm ñieàu ñoù cho traùi tim ngöøng ñaäp. Baïn laøm ñieàu ñoù cho 
quai haøm rôi xuoáng. Baïn laøm ñieàu ñoù ñeå nghe nhöõng lôøi chaúng 
tin: “Anh (Chò) laøm ñieàu naày cho toâi sao?” 
 AÁy laø lyù do Baïn laøm ñieàu naày. AÁy laø lyù do Thöôïng Ñeá 
laøm ñieàu naày. Laàn tôùi, moät aùnh döông leân chieám laáy hôi thôû Baïn; 
moät caùnh ñoàng hoa khieán Baïn laëng thinh, haõy giöõ tö theá ñoù. Chôù 
noùi gì, vaø haõy laéng nghe nhöõng thì thaàm thieân thöôïng: “Con thích 
ñieàu ñoù chaêng? Ta ñaõ laøm ñieàu ñoù chæ vì con.” 
 Toâi saép thöa cuøng Baïn moät ñieàu Baïn coù theå thaáy khoù tin. 
Baïn saép nghe moät yù kieán coù theå môû roäng tö töôûng Baïn. Baïn 
khoâng caàn phaûi ñoàng yù vôùi toâi, song toâi mong Baïn quan taâm ñieàu 
naày vôùi toâi. Baïn khoâng phaûi mua noù, song ít nhaát haõy nghó ñeán noù. 
Ñaây naày: Neáu Baïn laø ngöôøi duy nhaát soáng treân ñòa caàu, thì ñòa 
caàu vaãn troâng y nhö vaäy. Caùc ngoïn nuùi Himalayas vaãn huøng vó vaø 
bôø bieån Caribbean vaãn thu huùt. Maët trôøi vaãn nuùp sau daõy nuùi 
Rockies vaøo buoåi chieàu vaø phun tia saùng treân sa maïc luùc raïng 
ñoâng. Neáu Baïn laø ngöôøi haønh höông ñôn ñoäc treân ñaát, Thöôïng Ñeá 
cuõng khoâng giaûm bôùt veû ñeïp chuùt naøo.  
 Bôûi Ngaøi laøm taát caû ñieàu naày vì Baïn... vaø Ngaøi chôø Baïn 
khaùm phaù moùn quaø cuûa Ngaøi. Ngaøi chôø Baïn nhaøo voâ phoøng gia 
ñình, duïi maét meâ nguû, vaø baét gaëp chieác xe ñaïp ñoû choùi maø Ngaøi 
ñaõ raùp, chæ vì Baïn. Ngaøi chôø ñôïi maét Baïn nôû to vaø tim Baïn ngöøng 
ñaäp. Ngaøi chôø ñôïi giaây phuùt giöõa khoaûng quai haøm rôi xuoáng vaø 
traùi tim nhaûy voït. Bôûi trong yeân laëng ñoù, Ngaøi nghieâng mình tôùi 
vaø thì thaàm: “Ta laøm ñieàu ñoù chæ vì con.”  
 Tìm gaëp thöù tình yeâu ñoù, thaät khoù tin? Thoâi ñöôïc. Chæ bôûi 
chuùng ta khoâng theå töôûng töôïng raèng Thöôïng Ñeá ban cho chuùng ta 
nhöõng hoaøng hoân, thì ñöøng nghó raèng Thöôïng Ñeá khoâng laøm ñieàu 
ñoù. Tö töôûng Thöôïng Ñeá cao hôn tö töôûng chuùng ta. Ñöôøng loái 
Thöôïng Ñeá lôùn hôn ñöôøng loái chuùng ta. Vaø ñoâi khi, ngoaøi  söï 
thoâng saùng lôùn lao cuûa Ngaøi, Thieân Phuï ban cho chuùng ta moät 
maûnh Thieân ñaøng, chæ ñeå toû söï chaêm soùc cuûa Ngaøi.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I'm talking about stashing away a few dollars a month out 
of the grocery money to buy him some lizard-skin boots; staring at 
a thousand rings to find her the best diamond; staying up all night 
Christmas Eve, assembling the new bicycle. Why do you do it? 
You do it so the eyes will pop. You do it so the heart will stop. 
You do it so the jaw will drop. You do it to hear those words of 
disbelief, "You did this for me?" 
             

That's why you do it. And that is why God did it. Next 
time a sunrise steals your breath or a meadow of flowers leaves 
you speechless, remain that way. Say nothing and listen as heaven 
whispers, "Do you like it? I did it just for you." 
              

I'm about to tell you something you may find hard to 
believe. You're about to hear an opinion that may stretch your 
imagination. You don't have to agree with me, but I would like 
you to consider it with me. You don't have to buy it, but at least 
think about it. Here it is: If you were the only person on earth, the 
earth would look exactly the same. The Himalayas would still have 
their drama and the Caribbean would still have its charm. The sun 
would still nestle behind the Rockies in the evenings and spray 
light on the desert in the mornings. If you were the sole pilgrim on 
this globe, God would not diminish its beauty one degree. 
             Because he did it all for you . . . and he's waiting for you 
to discover his gift. He's waiting for you to stumble into the den, 
rub the sleep from your eyes, and see the bright red bike he 
assembled, just for you. He's waiting for your eyes to pop and 
your heart to stop. He's waiting for the moment between the 
dropping of the jaw and the leap of the heart. For in that silence 
he leans forward and whispers: “I did it just for you.” 
            Find such love hard to believe? That's okay. Just because 
we can't imagine God's giving us sunsets, don't think God doesn't 
do it. God's thoughts are higher than ours. God's ways are greater 
than ours. And sometimes, out of his great wisdom, our Father in 
heaven gives us a piece of heaven just to show he cares. 
 
(Excerpt from One Incredible Moment by Max Lucado)  
 


