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Shepherds 1
Kings , | “For wnto- yow v born Huy doay un the city of Danvid a
Sanvtowr, which  Chwust e Lord. And Haiy sihall be
Wrong Shall Fail ) ) )
rong St ’ o sign unto- yow; Ye shall find the babe wrapped un
Word Made Flesh 3 swaddling clotires, lyung un oo manger.”
Closing Thoughts 4 So he had come at last, their Christ and Lord, not born a rich young

\\ prince laid in a golden cradle, but a little poor babe lying in a manger. But no
\,w\ rich young prince ever had such music at his birth as this poor babe had. It
seemed to the happy shepherds that the very stars were singing, each star
an angel of the heavenly host. As the glory of heaven streamed out to the

four corners of the earth, it seemed that the light was the music and the mu-

sic was the light.
“Glory to- God in the highest, and on eartr peace, good will towards men.”

Peace had come down to dwell with men for ever. No matter what the suffering, the fighting, the
storms, the distress, nothing now could ever take from the lovers of God the gift of peace. Men could
never again doubt the good will of God towards them, for God had given his own Son to be born, to
live, to die, for their salvation. God’s good will was incarnate now as a little child lying in a manger.

They went in and found him wrapped in his swaddling bands, lying in the warm hay in the manger
hewn out of the wall, with Mary and Joseph loving and watching him there, and the gentle beasts

)

looking on in amazement. In the fitful lantern light they could see him like a flower in the
)

hay, and they knelt down and worshipped and adored. Elizabetiv Gowdge ! i




The three kings fell down, and worshipped him, adoring him in the Eastern fashion with their
foreheads touching the ground. They poured themselves out in adoration before him and all that
they had and were they laid at his feet.

For the gifts of gold and frankincense and myrrh symbolize the utmost that a man can give to
God. The gold is our wealth: our money, our talents, our health and our strength. The frankin-
cense is our prayer: our souls adoring God, our minds thinking about him, our hearts loving him,
our wills resolved to serve him only. And the spice called myrrh, that is used in the east to embalm
the bodies of the dead, is our pain: our griefs and disappointments, the aches and the illnesses of
our bodies, and our death. In those three kings kneeling there we can see ourselves. They knelt
there for us all. Yet though they gave, for themselves and for us, the utmost that a man can give,
how little it is in comparison with God'’s gift to them and to us, the gift of his Son who is himself.

For God gives too to the utmost, and the greatness of God’s gift, as well as the tiny content of
our own, is symbolized by the gold and frankincense and myrrh. For our Lord is our King, our
Priest and our Sacrifice, who rules over us, prays for us and died for us. It was the greatest King
who has ever reigned, the only utterly holy Priest, the only perfect Sacrifice, whom the kings saw
in that child, and when they remembered this they bowed themselves in worship all over
again. Eluzabetir Gouwdge
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| heard the belly on Cihvristmas doy
Their old familiar corolsy play,
And wild and sweet the wordy repeat
Of peace on eartiv, good will to- men.

And un despoir | bowed my head:
“There s no- peace on eartiv,”’ | said,
“For hate » strong, and motks the song
Of peace on earti, good will to- men.

Thew pealed the bells more lond and deep:
“God s not dead, nor dotir He sleep;
The wrong sivall fal, the right prevadd,
Withv peace on eartiv, good will to- men.”’

Henry W. Longfellow-
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Light looked down and beheld Darkness,
“Thither will | g0 said Light:
Peace lLooked down and beheld Waor,
“Thither wll | g0’ said Peace:
Love Looked down and belreld Hatred,
“Thither will | go3” said Love.

So-come Lyght,; and shone;
So-came Peace, and gove rest;
So-came Love, and brouwght Life,
And the Word was made Flesiv, and dwelt among us.




Sometimes the wordy of othery
ore better able to express
what s pent up U our oww
heart: Soo U v Hws wmonth
Come, let ws joun the shep-
herds and Hre kings: Come,
let wsy behold Hume Come, let
Him:. Even now;, this very
moment, come! Let wy adore
Him, King and God and Sac-
rufice, Jesws Chwrust owr Lorol
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