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Scripture: Luke 2:1-16 

 

In those days a decree went out from Caesar Augustus that all the world should be 

enrolled.  This was the first enrollment, when Quirinius was governor of Syria.  And all went to 

be enrolled, each to his own city.  And Joseph also went up from Galilee, from the city of 

Nazareth, to Judea, to the city of David, which is called Bethlehem, because he was of the house 

and lineage of David, to be enrolled with Mary his betrothed, who was with child.  And while 

they were there, the time came for her to be delivered.  And she gave birth to her first-born son 

and wrapped him in swaddling cloths, and laid him in a manger, because there was no place for 

them in the inn. 

And in that region there were shepherds out in the field, keeping watch over their flock 

by night.  And an angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around 

them, and they were filled with fear.  And the angel said to them, “Be not afraid; for behold, I 

bring you good news of a great joy which will come to all the people; for to you is born this day 

in the city of David a Savior, who is Christ the Lord.  And this will be a sign for you: you will 

find a babe wrapped in swaddling cloths and lying in a manger.”  And suddenly there was with 

the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God and saying, 

“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace among men with whom he is well 

pleased!” 

When the angels went away from them into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, 

“Let us go over to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has made 

known to us.”  And they went with haste, and found Mary and Joseph, and the babe lying in a 

manger. 

 

 

There is a Holy Babe with us who has been born, is being born, and will be born.  Our task is to cradle, 

to sing lullabies to, to nurture and tenderly love and care for this inner babe so that it can be fully born in 

us.  This holy infant within us is God himself who chooses to be the Babe within us rather than our 

grown-up parts because He knows that it is the tiny child that brings out the best cradling instincts in us. 

 

As I held my children as tiny newborns I couldn’t help but be overwhelmed with the reality of how 

recently they had been in the full presence of the Father, how newly come from glory they were, how 

fresh and innocent and miraculous. 

 

In an infant everyone recognizes the essence of perfection—who and what we all originally were.  

Nothing brings out the nurturing instinct in us as does encounter with a newborn. 

 

It is the innocence, the unsoiled nature of the infant that appeals to us.  It is the utter vulnerability of an 

infant that automatically brings out the protective, nurturing instinct within us. 

 

This is the way God wants us to treat the Babe within us—as his most holy, precious child—because 

this is what we are.  Each of us is God’s only begotten—unique and precious Child.  What He wants 



most is for us to prize and nurture ourselves as holy babes.  When we do, we are participating in God’s 

most holy work of love. 

 

The Babe within us is the child Jesus spoke of who is the part of us that enables us to experience the 

Kingdom of God.  The Babe within us is our individual, personal Holy Christ Child who remains a child 

in its ability to experience awe and wonder and delight and joy—and even sorrow. It is the part of us 

that can transform us into the loving, peaceful individuals we most want to be. 

 

In that child-like-ness we are able to experience each day fresh and new—a new kind of innocence that 

permeates all our adult savvy, that meets each day with a joie de vivre that we generally see only in 

small children. 

 

The child responds spontaneously and honestly—with an insatiable hunger for learning, an 

unsophisticated curiosity, naïve incredulity, a total acceptance of other people and the world around him, 

and the ability to experience pure joy. 

 

Isn’t all that what we’d like to have more of in ourselves—right now?  Wouldn’t it be wonderful to be 

able to greet each new day glad to be alive, looking forward to the wonders the day would bring? 

 

That’s the holy gift that the Holy Babe within has for us.  And all that is required of us in order to 

receive that gift is that we be very gentle with ourselves, wrapping our own Holy Child in very special 

swaddling cloths that only we can provide. And giving that child a chance to lead us. 

 

In Raphael’s “Sistine Madonna,” the most famous Virgin and Child painting of all, the viewer is struck 

by the size of the eyes in both the mother and son and the depth of meaning they convey.  They radiate a 

calm and perfect understanding of the world they straightforwardly gaze upon before them.  They reflect 

innocence and at the same time wisdom far beyond their experience.  God wants us to encounter the 

same within ourselves. 

 

Listen to the worlds of an old Christmas carol lullaby and think of your inner Babe as the child in the 

song. 

 

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?  

This, this is Christ the King, whom shepherds guard and angels sing: Haste, haste to bring Him 

laud, the Babe, the song of Mary. 

Why lies He is such mean estate where ox and ass are feeding?  Good Christian fear; for sinners 

here the silent Word is pleading. 

So bring Him incense, gold, and myrrh, come peasant, king, to own Him:  The King of Kings 

salvation brings let loving hearts enthrone Him. 

 

 

“Bring him laud” the song says.  Laud—honor; we honor a little child by loving and nurturing him.  We 

bring all this to the Lord when we love and nurture the Holy Child within us. 

 

Listen to another lullaby: 



Ah, dearest Jesus, Holy Child, make Thee a bed, soft undefiled within my heart, that it may be a 

quiet chamber kept for Thee. 

My heart for very joy doth leap; my lips no more can silence keep: I, too, must sing with joyful 

tongue, that sweetest ancient cradle song. 

Glory to God in highest heaven, who unto man His Son hath given, while angels sing with tender 

mirth, a glad new year to all the earth. 

 

Sing your Babe a lullaby this Christmas.  Or hum a cradle song for him.  You need not know the words.  

You need not even know a tune.  Your little Babe will hear it as music from the angelic heavenly hosts 

and respond with its very own “glory to God in the highest.” 
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