To Think that He Came (A Christmas reflection)

To think that on this day Messiah arrived on earth

From heav’ns full glories to suffer such a poor man’s birth

Not regarding equality with God a thing to be grasped

From the worship of angels to the scorn of men so mercilessly cast

From a throne amidst seas of pure Jasper

Where He had ruled from eternity’s birth as both Lord and Master

From legions of angels at His every command to a manger’s stall

To this trouble, to this sinful world as mortal man, yet He heard His Father’s call
And were this affront not grievous enough, were this travesty not cruel beyond beliefs
‘Twas only the beginnings of His sacrifice’s coming griefs

For being found in the form of a man
Was only part of the Father’s costly and gruesome plan

To do for men what they could not do

And to enter into the gates of hell they did so richly deserve

This King come not to be revered on earth
But to humbly His rightful servants serve

That they might say, “O death, where is your victory, O death, where is your sting?”

That to the Father with Him they might one day bring

A sacrifice even barely worthy of this deed

Their Savior born ‘midst swine and cattle’s feed

To loose the chains of sin and death
And lead them full to transubstantiation’s final rest

His yoke so easy, His burden so light, guiding them through life’s every test
His life for their death, His promises for their lies
That one day they may come spotless before His Father’s eyes

“Peace on Earth, goodwill towards men”

With these words a King was born

With these words new life had come once again
With these words hope had again arrived

Greater than any of man ever contrived

For in a humble child’s story over the ages by freemen taught
The souls of the saints once dead were now bought

Purchased from torment’s grave, coming on so swift and so sure

For which scientists, politicians, and Shamans offered not the faintest of cures
Yes, to think that Jesus came to us as an infant that day

The King of kings in foul manger to lay

That salvation’s doors might unto men be cast wide
And perfection with sinfulness might come and reside
That the veil guarding the holy of holies might be torn in His death

The flaming sword guarding the way to Eden might be returned once more to its sheath

To think that ‘pon this Christmas morn, so unlike other dawns
And in many ways so seemingly the same

Into our lives ‘midst the chorus of angels and unto poor Shepherds

Jesus so timely laid His glory aside, humbled Himself, stepped down and to men came
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