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I must confess of the title of this article, as the man did of the axe head which fell into the 

stream (II Kings 6:5) that it was borrowed.  Perhaps, I might better say, the title was suggested 

by a member of my congregation in connection with a comparison drawn in a recent sermon. 

In this season of Christmas, it is especially this, of all years, that even the sons and 

daughters of the Church of Jesus Christ have money to spend and to spare for Christmas gifts.  I 

do not, of course, condemn the tradition of the exchange of gifts at Christmas time, provided the 

practice does not take a primary, but a secondary place in our lives.  The idea is, however, that 

whereas we in our day easily spend money since we possess it abundantly, we are inclined to 

forget our true spiritual riches and the basis upon which these riches of grace have become ours. 

One surrounded with wealth and abundance on every hand, certainly is under no 

necessity, nor is expected to make a practice of borrowing things.  One that borrows is one who 

has a lack of something, and, being in dire need of the same, appropriates it by asking to use it. 

To me then, the mystery of Christmas is, that I find my Elder Brother, who possessed all, 

who is rich in houses and lands and holds the wealth of the world in His hands, really from the 

very dawn of His life to His very death, did nothing but borrow again and again.  The mystery 

becomes even greater when I consider Him as being not only the possessor of all, but the Lord 

and Sovereign of all, the Creator of all this universe, self-sufficient in Himself forever! 

Wending my way to Bethlehem, I behold Him, however, lying in a borrowed manger-

crib.  The inn had no room for Him and the only alternative for Him was that He be brought into 

the world, which in reality was His own, in the surroundings of the very beasts of the field.  And, 

as I follow Him out of Bethlehem, I see Him being persecuted and molested.  I witness His 

riding a borrowed beast in His hurried flight to Egypt.  Remaining with Him I observe how He 

feeds five thousand men with but five barley loaves and a few fish, which, too, had been 

borrowed by Him, Whom, if He so pleased, could make the very stones near the seashore 

become bread.  Often I see Him using a borrowed ship from which to preach, or by which to sail 

to some yonder shore.  I hear Him complain that the foxes have holes and that the birds of the air 

have nests, but that He, my Elder Brother, has no place to lay His head, implying that if someone 

does not lodge Him, He is without shelter.  And, as He nears the end of His sojourn on earth, 

rather than that the scene would improve, it grows worse.  To ride triumphantly into Jerusalem, 

He borrows an ass upon which to ride.  He borrows an upper room in which to eat the Passover 

with His disciples and when, finally, He does die, I find Him lying in a borrowed tomb—my 

Elder Brother. 

“Poor Man!” you exclaim?  Shall we inform the societies of charity concerning His 

plight?  Shall we arrange to have Him benefit from the funds of the Community Chest? 

Indeed, to do that, namely, to try to deliver Him out of His plight, would be to destroy the 

very purpose for which He came.  For He came to deliver us, as members of His own body, the 

Church, out of the poverty of sin and hell. 

Hence, we read in II Corinthians 8:9 “….though He was rich, yet for your sakes He 

became poor, that ye through His poverty might become rich”. 

It is the Son of God in the likeness of sinful flesh that became poor.  Flesh did not 

become flesh, no, the WORD became flesh.  An ordinary infant was not born on Christmas Day; 

it was the SON OF GOD Who became flesh.  It was not a mere man that became servant—it was 



the Lord of all, that emptied Himself, taking upon Himself the form of a servant and was 

obedient even to death, the death of the cross. 

Did you notice the word “Cross”, dear reader?  Christmas could not be Christmas if it 

were not for Good Friday.  The Cross is the climax of that which was begun on Christmas Day 

with Jesus’ birth.  On Christmas Day, indeed, my Elder Brother and yours borrowed a stable for 

his manger-crib, but on Good Friday—He did not, He COULD not borrow the cross.  IT WAS 

HIS VERY OWN.  All things He had borrowed previously could be borrowed also by mere man 

if need be, but the cross was His own peculiar possession.  It belonged to Him exclusively, for 

He alone could accomplish the necessary righteousness for our redemption.  By it He could rid 

His people of the poverty of sin and death and realize for them all the riches of salvation which 

He came to accomplish.  He is the Son of God, in the likeness of sinful flesh. 

Bearing these things in mind, surely we will be kept from the vain and empty Yuletide 

celebration of the world of wicked men.  For then we know ourselves to be miserable and blind 

and naked and poor, by nature.  Clinging to Jesus, the first-born of the dead, the head of His 

people, our Elder Brother, we will stand in reverence and contrition of heart at the crib-side of 

Jesus at Bethlehem, by faith and confess: for MY sake, Jesus became poor, that through His 

poverty, I might become rich. 

Have you become rich spiritually through the poverty of your Elder Brother, Jesus?  If 

you have, then you, in the consideration of the fact of Christmas, will, with the saints, go to 

Bethlehem, to see the thing which is come to pass, which the Lord has made known unto us.  

Taking hold of Him in faith, although the world and Satan, even our own flesh despises His 

poverty, we are rich indeed.  For then we are like Him, partaking of the same resurrection life 

which He Himself now lives with the Father in His presence.  Presently, we shall know Him as 

we are known, see Him as He is and forever be partakers of the Divine nature.  Wonderful grace!  

True Christmas joy! 
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