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Balaam, the wicked soothsayer whom Balak king of Moab hired to curse Israel as they 

were encamped in the plains before Jordan, was forced to speak the true word of God and to 

bless the people Jehovah rather than place a malediction upon them as Balak desired. They are a 

people dwelling apart, a people in whom God beholds no iniquity or perverseness, a people 

whose land is prosperous and fair. And the king of Moab is angry with Balaam and advises him 

to return quickly into his own land, for the Lord had held him back from honor in not allowing 

him to curse Israel for him. Before Balaam returns, however, the Lord speaks once more unto 

Balak thru him advising him what shall be done to him and his people in the latter day: “I shall 

see him, but not now; I shall behold him but not nigh: There shall come a Star out of Jacob, and a 

Sceptre shall rise out of Israel, and shall smite the corners of Moab, and destroy all the sons of 

confusion (the children of Seth). Undoubtedly the prophecy refers, in the first instance, to the 

time of David when Israel conquered Moab and she was a tributary to the children of Jacob. But 

the true fulfillment of these words of the son of Beor we find in the Star, the bright and morning 

Star, that arose out of the loins of David, in the Sceptre, the true living Sceptre, of the house of 

Jacob that rules over His enemies with an iron hand and utterly destroys all the sons of confusion 

forever. 

We did not see Him, nor behold His likeness, in the time of the wanderings of the 

children of Israel in the wilderness and their settlement in the land of Canaan nor in the days of 

the judges. We saw His picture in the sacrifices and offerings, in the tabernacle and temple and 

the priests, in the blood of sheep and goats that was shed for the atonement of sin. But we did not 

see Him. We did not see Him in the days of the kings for then Israel was a tree grown in beauty 

and although it received a mortal wound, it does not die, even when, for a time, it is transplanted 

in another soil. The tree must be cut down, must appear to be dead when the Sceptre appears, for 

“he shall grow up before him as a tender plant, and as a root out of a dry ground: he hath no form 

nor comeliness; and when we shall see him, there is no beauty that we should desire him.” Isaiah 

53:2. 

The time approaches, and in the quiet stillness of the gray Judean hills, on a clear, cool 

night, while all men slept, that Star appears, the Sceptre is born. Not in the houses of the rich, in 

the firmament of royal splendor and princely beauty, in the regal manner of a newborn king did 

He come, but from humble parents, in poor surroundings, unrecognized and unknown was He 

born. The eternal King of the house of Jacob was brought forth by the last of the royal line, 

knowing no man, wrapped in swaddling clothes and laid in a manger in the city of David his 

father because there was no room for them in the inn. 

And even then we did not see Him. In the moment of the greatest revelation of the Father 

to us in the Son, in Immanuel, divine God in union with mortal man, we did not see Him. For He 

was hid, hid in the likeness of our flesh, hid in the form of a servant, hid by the burden of the 

wrath of God against sin. Oh, indeed, God proclaimed unto the shepherds by the angels and the 

wise men in the east by means of a star that the Star of Israel has arisen and that the Sceptre of 

Jacob was born, but still we did not see Him. The great, the mighty, the learned, the priests and 

the king, nor the people saw Him, nor did they desire to see Him for He was without form and 

comeliness. In fact, they wanted to be so sure that they would not see Him that Herod murdered 

all the children of two years and under in the vicinity of Bethlehem, hoping that in this way he 



had also liquidated the Sceptre of Israel. 

He is come and has gone again unto His Father. And still He is not seen. Oh, I know, on 

Christmas we celebrate, and the world celebrates, the birthday of a baby born in Bethlehem a 

long, long time ago and sympathizes, perhaps, with Him that better arrangements: could not be 

made at the time of His birth, although it is rather novel to set up and picture the quaint scenes of 

the nativity in the stable in Bethlehem. But the world does not see in that baby the Star of Jacob, 

the Sceptre rising out of Israel. They have only a baby in a manger and desire no more. 

The eye of faith, however, can see Him, can see Him Who is the Star of Israel, the 

champion of the cause of the true Israel, our Deliverer, our Redeemer, our Saviour, our 

Preserver, He Who needs no armies to fight the battles of the Lord but Who is strong in the 

power of His might and accomplishes all the Word of God. He is the true Sceptre of the house of 

Jacob ruling over all His people in love, and causing all things to work together for good to those 

who are the called according to His divine purpose by the word of His power. He shall reign over 

an everlasting kingdom of peace, having destroyed all the works of darkness and holding sin and 

the grave and death in subjection to Him. 

“I see Him, yet not now, I behold Him but not nigh . . .” It will soon be Christmas 1949. 

We will celebrate the birthday of our King. But we do not see Him, for when He finished His 

work upon the earth He ascended into heaven and we do not now behold Him. But we have the 

confidence that soon we will no longer say that we do not see or behold Him. Soon in the 

everlasting perfection of His eternal kingdom we shall forever celebrate the birthday of our King, 

of Him Who was made like us in order that we might forever be made like unto Him, for we 

shall see Him as He is. 
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