1   What Child Is This   --   The Christ of Christmas


What Child Is This?
Each of the Following Verses Emphasizes the Fact That the Messiah Would Be a Child and Was Preexistent 

Matthew 1:18

Luke 1L34-35

Genesis 49:10
Isaiah 7:14

Isaiah 9:6

Micah 5:2

Matthew 2:2

John 1:1-3, 14

John 8:     I AM

I Corinthians 5 God in Christ

II Corinthians 8:9

William Chatterton Dix 

	What Child is this, who laid to rest
On Mary's lap, is sleeping?
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet,
While shepherds watch are keeping? 

Chorus:
This, this is Christ, the King,
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing:
Haste, haste to bring Him laud,
The Babe, the Son of Mary! 

2. Why lies He in such mean estate,
Where ox and ass are feeding?
Good Christian, fear: for sinners here
The silent Word is pleading.
Chorus: 

3. So bring Him incense, gold, and myrrh,
Come, peasant, king, to own Him;
The King of kings salvation brings;
Let loving hearts enthrone Him.
Chorus: 


Though Christ a thousand times in Bethlehem be born, 
Until he is born within your heart 
Your life is still forlorn.
The author of this is unknown.  But how beautiful, how expressive and how true:
  
That night when in Judean skies 
The mystic star dispensed its light, 
A blind man moved in his sleep 
And dreamed that he had sight.  
 
That night when shepherds heard 
The song of hosts angelic choiring near, 
A deaf man stirred in slumber still 
And dreamed that he could hear.  
 
That night when in the cattle stall
Slept child and mother cheek by jowl, 
A cripple turned his twisted limbs 
And dreamed that he was whole.  
 
That night when o’er the young born babe, 
The tender Mary rose to lean, 
A lonesome leper smiled in sleep 
And dreamed that he was clean.  
 
That night when to the mother’s breast 
The little king was held secure, 
A harlot slept a happy sleep 
And dreamed that she was pure.  
 …………………..
That night when in the manger lay 
The sanctified who came to save, 
A man moved in the sleep of death 
And dreamed there was no grave.  
Hush, hush, the baby is sleeping,
So quietly resting His head on the hay.
See how His mother is beaming.
Her child brings the whole world
A hopeful new day.
Angels announce His birth.
Peace to all men on earth.
Gladly your voices raise.
Let your heart sing.
Oh, hush, hush, the baby is sleeping.
Tread softly, dear shepherds,
To welcome your King.
……………

We three kings of the Orient are,
Bearing gifts, we traverse afar.
Field and fountain, moor and mountain,
Following yonder star.
 
O, star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright.
Westward leading, still proceeding.
Guide us to Thy perfect light.
 
Then each one:
 
Born a King on Bethlehem’s plain;
Gold I bring to crown Him again.
King forever, ceasing never.
Over us all to reign.
 
Frankincense to offer have I;
Incense owns a Deity nigh.
Prayer and praising, all men raising,
Worship Him, God on High.
Myrrh is mine; its bitter perfume
Breathes a life of gathering gloom.
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying,
Sealed in the stone‑cold tomb.
 
Glorious now behold Him arise.
King and God and sacrifice.
Alleluia, alleluia! 
Earth to heaven replies.
…………………………

Oh, what a beautiful way to say it!  Or, as Dan Beam loves to sing it:
 
Sweet little Jesus boy,
They made you be born in a manger.
Sweet little Holy child,
Didn’t know who you was.
Didn’t know you’d come to save us,
Lord, to take our sins away.
Our eyes were blind;
We couldn’t see.
We don’t know who you is.
Long time ago, you were born.
Born in a manger low.
The world treats you mean, Lord.
Treats me mean, too.
But that’s how things are down here.
We don’t know who you is.
You done told us how we’re atrying.
Master, you done showed us how,
Even when you were dying.
Just seems like we can’t do right.
Look how we treated you.
Forgive us, Lord.
We didn’t know ‘twas you.
Sweet little Jesus boy,
Born long time ago,
Sweet little Holy child,
And we didn’t know who you were.
[“Sweet Little Jesus Boy” by Robert MacGimsey]
………………….

Thou didst leave Thy throne and Thy kingly crown
When Thou camest to earth for me.
But in Bethlehem’s home was there found no room
For Thy holy nativity—
no room in the inn.
 
O, come to my heart, Lord Jesus.
There is room in my heart for Thee.
 
Heaven’s arches rang when the angels sang,
Proclaiming Thy royal degree.
But of lowly birth didst Thou come to earth,
And in great humility.
 
The foxes found rest and the birds their nest
In the shade of a forest tree.
But Thy couch was the sod, O, Thou Son of God,
In the deserts of Galilee.
 
Thou camest, O, Lord, with the living word
That should set Thy people free.
But with mocking scorn and with crown of thorn
They bore Thee to Calvary.
 
When the heavens shall ring, and the angels sing
At Thy coming to victory,
Let Thy voice call me home, saying, “Yet, there is room.
There is room at My side for thee.”
 
My heart shall rejoice, Lord Jesus,
When Thou comest and callest for me.
[“Thou Didst Leave Thy Throne” by Emily E. Elliott]
 

