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Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year, 2010 
 

Fill with Joy and Happiness 

 

    

 
To Save the World through Jesus Christ 

"For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes 

in him shall not perish but have eternal life. For God did not send his Son into the 

world to condemn the world, but to save the world through him." - John 3:16-17 

It was predicted in the book of Isaiah hundred of years before Jesus was 

born that He, the Son of God, will take birth to save the world from its sins. 

God created this world with love. He wants us all to live in love and harmony; 

but we, in our selfish interests, choose the path of sloth, gluttony, lust, and 

avarice instead.  

We thus separate ourselves from the path God laid out in front us: the path of love. 

Jesus came to Earth to set an example before us of how we should lead our lives 

here. He came to teach us the lesson of selfless service, compassion, humility, and 

forgiveness. He's the bridge between us and God to help us seek forgiveness for our 

sins. He's the provider of eternal hope to those who choose to believe in Him. 
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                                                                            The                                                                                                      
                                                                            Highest 
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Many years ago, when I was a child Christmas was always happy. I remember, my 

father cut a big branch of the tree and set up a Christmas tree hanging up with 

balloons and Christmas cards. And also he was decorating the house with multicolor 

creeping papers. At the front door, we decorated automatic twinkling light which was 

our one and only line. We dressed up new clothes on every Chritmas Day. My mother 

cooked huge pot of Burmese traditional food, different from each Chritmas Day. On 

December 25th, we worshiped Christmas devotion, and then we gathered our friends, 

singing, playing, laughing and also teasing a lot. When we were tired, gathering sitting 

around my father. At that time, he told us Christmas story and about Jesus Christ. 

We, especially me, delivered sensational food at our neighbors’ houses. They were 

happy just like us. Imagine that how happy we were. 

I also remember, in December the weather was chilly and cold in Moulmein, 

Burma. We were going to church on Christmas Eve Worship Service and 

singing Christmas carols and lighting candles, walking along the street where 

our church members lived. Sometimes, we were collecting the donations for 

church fund. I think there are a number of young people here feeling those 

same feelings. Not merely the anticipation of gifts in the morning but a 

sense of the glory of Christmas. 

As I grew older, something shining tinsel things and the glory faded from my 

memory. Sometimes, occasionally I catch glimpses of it. This was really true when my 

children were little; I was busy, weak and tired. But I have discovered that if I look 

in the right place I will always find that glory again. 

Not simply the wide eyed wonder of a child seeing bright lights.  

Not merely the Christmas present in brightly wrapped boxes.  

But the glory of God is behind all that glory. 

Christmas has always been glorious. The problem is that people just have not known 

where to look for the glory. People looked at rich materials, prosperity, wealthy, 

healthy and fame. They may have discovered from time to time fleeting glimpses or 

reflections but not the glory itself. Most of the people are not really doing know 

about Christmas, are they? 

What is the meaning of Christmas?  

First … God’s love  

Second … God’s will. 

Third … fulfillments of foretold. 

And the last … Our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ was born. 

 

Where is the glory of Christmas?                               

Jesus came to bring glory into the world.  

His glory is revealed first by angles,  

And then in a baby who was lying in a manger.  

 

But now, it is here!  

              It is in you and in me.  

              The Glory is in our hearts. 

 

Open your eyes! See the glory of God.  

Don't be frightened by it.  

 
Let we’re praising God and saying,  

Glory to God in the Highest!  

Glory to God in the Highest!  

‘Cause He is the Only and the Most High.  . 

Halaluyah! Amen… Amen… Amen. 
 

“Glory to God in the Highest and on Earth peace, goodwill toward men”. (Luke.2:14) 
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What is Christmas? 
 

         It is… Tenderness for the past,  

                    Courage for the present,  

                    Hope for the future.  

               

         It is…  A fervent wish that  

                    Every cup may overflow  

                    With blessings rich and eternal,  

                                 

        And that every path may lead to peace. 

 

      [Famous Christmas quote by Agnes M. Pharos] 
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