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Let us hold you baby Jesus 

 
Christians all over the world pause in wonder and delight to this holy night. We sing, “The hopes 
and fears of all the years are met in thee tonight.” Though we live so long after this event in 
Bethlehem, tonight we find ourselves at the manger once again. I’d like to invite you on a journey 
back in time from the world we live in to the world then, to imagine the holy family in the stable, 
Mary the mother tired, but radiant; the breath of the animals visible in the cold night air. We hear 
the lowing of the cattle and probably the rustle of straw. But most of all, we gaze in wonder at the 
baby Jesus, this long-expected child.  
 
What would we say? What would we add to Mary’s contented sighing and Joseph’s over-
protectiveness? For, as with all babies, just his existence is a gift. And as with all babies, it’s not 
just their infancy, but their futures we imagine and dream of and long for. But with this baby, this 
little one named Jesus, we have seen his future. We have glimpsed what lies ahead for him and what 
it means for us. So, what do we say to him as we take our place at the crib tonight? 
 
I know it is always something I enjoy when I meet an infant, is to hold him or her. So would it not 
be nice to do just that with baby Jesus. 
 
Little Jesus, let us hold you now. On this holy night, when you are a newborn baby, let us cradle 
you in our arms. Let us hold you and keep you warm. Now, while you are small and vulnerable, let 
us watch over you. We want to hold you now, because many times in time to come, you will hold 
us. Rest well, sweet baby Jesus, rest well. Rest your tiny hands. For though you are the King of 
kings, you will not seek after silk or gold. You will grasp no earthly sword in search of power. But, 
you will use your hands for far more precious works: touching a leper’s wound, wiping away a 
widow’s tear, blessing and breaking bread, and giving it to your friends. And even more, your 
hands, now so perfect, so tender, so tiny, will someday be wounded for us. 
 
Sleep well, sweet baby Jesus, sleep well. Rest your tiny eyes. For someday you will look at the 
world, and see the pain, the loneliness and the heartache that humans bear. You will look at us and 
see us just as we are, with all our sins and loveliness both. You will look and see the Christ within 
each one of us, and you will try to teach us to see it too. 
 
Hush now, sweet baby Jesus, hush now. Rest your tiny mouth. For someday from your mouth 
eternity will speak. Your tongue will summon the dead to life. Your words will define grace, 
pronounce blessings, teach, and paint pictures with words so we too might see our eternal God the 
way you know God to be. Your mouth will speak forgiveness to those who wrong you, you will 
invite us to paradise to be with you forever, you will send us forth in your name to all the world. 
Your words will echo down through centuries, bringing meaning and hope to our lives. And that is 
why we wonder and delight in this holy night. 
 
Rest now, tiny child rest now little Jesus. Rest your infant feet. For someday you will walk many 
miles to bring good news to the poor, to proclaim release to the captives. Someday you will stride 
out in power across billowing waves in a storm-tossed sea. Someday your feet will be anointed with 
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oil by a woman who prepares you for death, and your feet will bear the same nail prints as your 
hands. Rest your feet now, for someday millions will follow in your footsteps. 
 
And sweet little baby Jesus, with your little heart, how much love you will show. Rest now. And let 
us hold you on this holy night, for someday, you will hold us. Someday we will feel lost and lonely. 
Someday we will wonder – is this all there is? What does it mean? What am I here for? 
 
Then you will come to us. You will not be a helpless infant then. When you come to find us, you 
will come as our Wonderful Counselor, our deliverer. You will tell us that you searched for us. You 
will call us each by name. And when you find us, you will rejoice. You will invite us to your 
banqueting table and nourish us with your very self. You will remind us that we belong to you; we 
are yours. 
 
Little baby, let us hold you on this holy night, for someday you will hold us. Someday we will feel 
deep sadness and sorrow. Something will happen in our lifetime that grieves us so deeply that we 
may wonder where you are. But you will come to us, then, not as a helpless baby, but as the Prince 
of Peace. You will remind us of the promises of God, of the strength of hope, of God’s deep loving 
kindness, God’s steadfast love. You will hold us close, and if we are quiet enough to hear, you will 
whisper to us that all will be well. You will tell us that you are here for us always, not just when we 
are empty enough to know we need you. You walk beside us, offering us your peace every day. 
 
Sweet infant redeemer let us hold you on this holy night, for someday you will hold us. Someday 
we will grow old or sick, our bodies will fail, and it will be time for us to rest from this world. Then 
you will come to us, not as a vulnerable baby, but as Mighty God, Everlasting Father. You will 
welcome us into eternal light and life. You will welcome us to a heavenly feast prepared since the 
beginning of time, a home and a place for us. 
 
You will do all of these things for us at great cost to yourself. You will teach us the meaning of 
giving, all that we have and are, on behalf of goodness and love, no matter the cost. 
 
But that will be someday. Tonight we adore you as a baby. We welcome you as a helpless, 
vulnerable babe, as the Almighty God who became a child so we could become full mature human 
beings; who was wrapped in swaddling clothes so we could be unravelled from the snares of death; 
who came on earth so we could live beneath the stars; who had no place in the inn, so you could 
prepare for us mansions in heaven; who became poor, so we could become rich; in whose weakness 
is our strength. This is the night, the wondrous night when the creatures hold our creator. This is the 
night of grace, when the Lord of heaven and earth stoops down, reverses roles, and allows us – to 
serve the infinite God. 
 
And so, little Jesus, on this one night, let us hold you. 
 
And let us whisper now the thanks that will be yours for all the years to come. Thank you, Jesus. 
Thank you for loving us. We love you too. Amen. 

_____________________________ 


