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Perhaps the first thing a child is taught concerning the birth of Jesus, is the place of that 

birth. And even before it has learned to speak correctly, it will answer when asked, “Where was 

Jesus born?” “In Bethlehem.” A little later, details are added which more definitely state the 

location and children are taught that it was “in a manger because there was no room for Him in 

the inn.” And it would not be superfluous for us to pause for just a few moments and consider 

this humble birth of our King although, the facts, as such, are known to all of us. 

What a far cry is such a birthplace from that of the children of today! Do we not associate 

the event of birth with spotless, sanitary hospitals and maternity wards? Basket after basket each 

with its precious little bundle safely sheltered behind glass walls; “No Admittance” signs on the 

door; a nurse with a gauze mask over mouth and nose carefully weighing out formulas and 

checking charts!? And Jesus? In a manger! In the room where the cattle were kept! Possibly it 

was not a separate building since in that region it was customary to set apart a portion of the 

dwelling place for a stable for the cattle. But even at best it certainly, to all external appearances 

and even literally, was a very ignominious place in which to be born. 

And as we pause to reflect, how true it becomes that Jesus was born, as it were, on the 

very edge of the world. For even the lowliest peasant mother must have had her bed-chamber, 

but Mary the mother of our Lord was forced to spend her hour of travail in a stable! 

Oh yes, you may say that it was circumstance that determined this lowly birthplace. Tell 

Mary that she had no business at a time like this to be so far from home and the accommodations 

which it afforded. She didn’t have to go with Joseph did she? Could he as family head and 

representative not have transacted this tax business alone and left her in the care of friends? 

Surely they could have foreseen that housing facilities would be limited at a time such as this. 

Foolish parents? Newly-weds who couldn’t bear to be separated? Ignorant folk who did not 

appreciate or understand the mysteries and seriousness of childbirth? 

These and many more questions and accusations could be hurled and yet, in that direction 

we shall never find the answer. For it is the Hand of God who is leading them. And He it was 

who required that His Own Son should be born in a manger. 

In the world, we find two classes of people. First of all there are those who have risen to 

heights of wealth and prominence and who, if they have been born “on the wrong side of the 

tracks,” will avoid discussing their birthplace or parentage for they are ashamed. Secondly, there 

are, in direct contrast to the former, those who will openly boast of their lowly birth and brag 

about how they “started on a shoe-string”. It is done, of course, solely for the purpose of 

boasting. How often haven’t we been reminded of the fact that Lincoln was born in a log cabin 

and arose to become a president? 

 But Jesus? A child of royal lineage even according to the flesh, must He be born 

in a stable? Yes, He must! It is a fitting place for Him! I repeat, He must and it is a fitting place 



for Him! Why? Because He stood in our stead and even as some thirty years later, He is to be 

nailed to the accursed tree and drink to the last the dregs of the bitter cup: and even as during His 

sojourn among men He could testify that the foxes have holes and the birds have nests but the 

Son of Man hath not place where to lay His head; even so it is fitting that His birth be in 

conformity with His life and purpose. 

And shall we strive to remove the shamefulness of that humble birth? Shall we embellish 

that lowly scene and remove its objection? Should we perhaps, have little plays and pageants and 

highly imaginative artists’ conceptions of that birthplace? Shall we place a shining halo above 

the head of that kingly Child? Shall we? Shall we forget that He was born in a stable and that 

stables smell? Shall we tell the world that, after all, our King wasn’t born in such a bad place and 

besides, He couldn’t help it and neither could Mary and Joseph. Remember, there were those 

“unavoidable circumstances”. Shall we take the Christ Child out of a malodorous stable? 

No! Leave Him there when meditating upon His birthplace. Leave Him there for He is 

come in our stead. Leave Him there for it is a silent yet dramatic testimony, both to us and to the 

world, that there is no room for Him. Leave Him there for it speaks louder than words can shout 

that he has come in our place of death and shame and the stench of our decomposition. Leave 

Him there and as you gaze on the Son of God lying in a mephitic stable, remember that the 

suffering and shame, which was climaxed in the Cross, was already begun at Him humble birth. 

And now, who among us dares to lift his head? Who among us dares to boast in his own 

self-righteousness? Who dares boast of his wealth, position in society, talent, skill or ingenuity? 

Who dares then to hold high his head and begrudge a hearty Christian greeting to his fellow 

miscreant? If we do, we have not seen that manger nor the precious gift which it contained. We 

have not seen that He, our King and Redeemer, has come in our stead and has borne our shame 

and guilt also in His humble birth. 

But is we have seen Him and known Him both in His birth and life and death and have 

been made partakers of the work which He has so perfectly accomplished, then must we indeed 

stand in awe and with humble gratitude rejoice in this great gift of God’s love. 
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