
The Christ Candle 
 

Luke 2:1-7   
In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a 

census should be taken of the entire Roman world. (This was 
the first census that took place while Quirinius was governor of 
Syria.) And everyone went to his own town to register. 
 

So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee 
to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of David, because he 
belonged to the house and line of David. He went there to 
register with Mary, who was pledged to be married to him and 
was expecting a child. While they were there, the time came 
for the baby to be born, and she gave birth to her firstborn, a 
son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger, 
because there was no room for them in the inn. 
 
Phi l ippians 2:5-11  
Your attitude should be the same as that of Christ Jesus:    

Who, being in very nature God,         
did not consider equality with God  
something to be grasped,    
but made himself nothing,         
taking the very nature of a servant,         
being made in human likeness.    

And being found in appearance as a man,         
he humbled himself         
and became obedient to death—            
even death on a cross!    

Therefore God exalted him to the highest place         
and gave him the name that is above every name,    
that at the name of Jesus every knee should bow,    
in heaven and on earth and under the earth,    
and every tongue confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, 

      to the glory of God the Father. 



 

We typically reflect on Christ in his years of ministry – as a 
grown man. The man who walked among his people, healing 
them, teaching them, forgiving them and loving them. 
 
Have you ever stopped to consider Christ as a baby? 

an infant? 
tiny and helpless? 

dependant on others to care for him? 
to love him and nurture him? 

 

Take the blanket from the manger. 
  Hold it in your hands. 
    Feel its softness. 
   Hold it to your face. 
     Smell its scent. 
 

Consider Christ as a baby.  
What would he look like? 

  How would he smell? 
   What would his cry sound like? 
 

Consider the innocence of a child. 
    Soak in the wonder of it all. 
      THANK HIM, PRAISE HIM! 
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