
December 18: Sweet Little Jesus Boy 

 
Pray: Dear Jesus, please help me to surrender my life, my gifts, to you. I ask that you would 

use me to bless others and to further the kingdom. Amen. 

Read: John 6:1-14 

The song itself is a simple song. It serves to remind me, that not everyone knows who Jesus is, or why 

we celebrate him. In a time when your next door neighbor might be Muslim or Buddhist or something 

you've never heard of before, we need to be ready to share the gospel with them. 

For me, this isn't so much about the song as it is the gift of the song and who gave it to me. It was 

Christmas Eve and Titus Hendricks sang this song at our service. Now, I'd heard the song before, but it 

was so well done and it was sung with such conviction, that my husband, Charlie and I still remember 

it. In fact, Titus has been with the Lord for several years now, but every Christmas I hear that song, I 

think, “Well that was good, but he's no Titus Hendricks.” It's similar to when a treasured family 

member or friend makes a certain dish or a particular dessert at this time of year. Other people have 

made the exact same dish, maybe even the same recipe, but somehow it's never as good as when that 

particular person makes it. It's the perfect gift for me and every year I get to re-open that gift and 

remember. What joy it brings to my heart. Especially knowing that Titus is probably singing right now 

and one day, I will hear him sing again. Oh, what a great God we have. 

In the same way, the boy with the little lunch, which he could've kept for himself, gave what little he 

had. The Lord blessed it, broke it and gave it away. Not only was there enough for the boy to eat, but 

there were leftovers. Jesus says, "Let nothing be wasted." That little boy's lunch went further in the 

hands of Jesus than it ever could have if he would have kept it for himself. 

What is Jesus asking me to give to Him, that would 

go further in His hands than it ever could by me 

keeping it for myself? Let nothing be wasted. 

  

-- Patty Kyle 

 


