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The perfect gift!  We agonize over it.  We spend days, weeks, even months 

searching for that one thing that hits the mark just right.   

o We do it for our spouses, trying to figure out how we can best show them 

how much we care, and how much they mean to us. 

o We do it for our children, trying to find that thing that will truly bring them 

joy on that special day. 

o We do it for our parents, seeking some small way to show our appreciation 

for all they’ve done for us. 

 

Friends, family, co-workers, bosses, teachers, babysitters, we do it to different 

extents, obviously, for different people.  But, we spend countless amounts of time, 

money, energy and effort trying to find that gift that says just the right thing, in just 

the right way, without saying too much in some cases, or too little in others.  And, 

it really doesn’t matter what it is for – birthdays, Christmas, anniversaries, 

Valentine’s Day...  Again and again we spend immeasurable time looking for that 

perfect gift that will bring joy to the receiver, show them exactly what we want to 
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show them, and avoid that dreaded letdown of seeing them open a present and say, 

“Oh, isn’t that nice!” 

 

But, what I want to suggest is that, perhaps, these Visitor’s from the East went 

through a very similar process.  We talk a lot, when we consider these individuals 

who traveled those tremendous distances to find the infant Jesus, about who they 

were, where they came from, how many they were, whether they were Wise Men, 

or Kings, or Astrologers.  We talk a lot about the fact that they met with Herod on 

their way.  And, we talk a lot about the fact that they avoided Herod on their return 

trip – protecting Jesus from Herod’s wrath.  But, what we don’t often discuss is the 

simple fact that these visitors came with an offering that they hoped and prayed 

would show their adoration for this child – that would properly display exactly 

what it was they were trying to say to the infant Jesus. 

 

These were special gifts that the visitors brought to the infant Jesus. 

o We know gold.  We know about its worth today, and then.  Gold was, and is, 

tremendously valuable.  But, even more so, Gold was a cornerstone of 

kingship.  Think of the stories of Samuel, Solomon and David – the great 

kings adorned in gold, displaying their royal prestige to all who would 

witness it.  Gold wasn’t only valuable in the monetary sense – it was a sign 

of tremendous prestige and importance. 

o Myrrh, on the other hand, didn’t have the same symbolic monetary 

significance as gold, but its rarity meant that, as far back as Abraham, myrrh 

had been labeled a special and highly prized item.  It was a gum resin, 

basically, that was used for aromatic purposes in some cases, but was also 

used in purification rituals preparing young women who were to enter the 
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bed of the king.  So myrrh wasn’t only an incense, it was an item that was 

particularly suited for a king. 

o Finally, Frankincense, another gum, was a particularly sacred item.  It was 

used as a perfume in secular contexts.  But, in the Bible, it had a particular 

religious usage.  In Exodus it was made part of a special incense that was to 

be used for ritual purposes, and it is actually stated, in Exodus, that anyone 

who uses that sacred incense for secular purposes was to be cut off from the 

people altogether. 

 

So, you see, what we have in the gifts these visitors brought to the infant Jesus are 

gifts that reflect the profound realities of this child they were coming to see. 

o We have gifts of great value and worth – gifts highly prized and especially 

rare – gifts that signify the importance not only of the item, but of the child 

who is receiving it.  We have gifts so special and rare that only a child so 

special and rare would receive them. 

o Not only do we have gifts of great value and worth, however, we have gifts 

that speak to the kingship of the Christ-child.  We have gifts suited for 

royalty, worthy of a king, that represent the expected rule of the one they 

came to see. 

o And, then, we have gifts of divine purpose, sacred usage, and Godly import 

– gifts that speak to the reality of this birth that extends far beyond the scene 

of a small child born in a manger and brought up in a carpenter’s home. 

 

These visitors didn’t only travel months or years to see this child.  These visitors 

didn’t only protect this child from the malicious intents of Herod.  These visitors 

came with what they believed would be the perfect gift – the gift that would show 

the infant Jesus their adoration and their praise in ways that perhaps only they 
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could show it.  And, that’s the piece of this story I’m hoping we’ll all chew on a 

little in the days to come. 

 

One of my favorite Christmas songs is “The Little Drummer Boy.”  Most of you, I 

am sure, know it well.  For those who don’t, however, it is a simple song about a 

young boy who learns of the birth of the infant Jesus.  But, he can’t bring gold, 

frankincense, or myrrh – he can’t bring animals, or food, or linens fit for the 

newborn king – he doesn’t have two pennies to rub together, and thus he thinks he 

has nothing to bring at all.  In the end, of course, he brings a song that in turn 

brings joy to the face of the infant Jesus. 

 

We spend countless hours at Christmas trying to figure out the perfect gift for our 

spouses, our families, our friends, our loved ones.  We invest ourselves in the 

process of making sure what we bring them says exactly what we want it to say in 

just the way we want to say it.  Then we come to remember the birth of the Christ-

child and we say things like “I’ll give you my heart,” or “I’ll give you my life.”  

And, that’s all well and good in the theoretical ‘theo-philosophical’ realm.  But, 

imagine next Christmas morning, and imagine your spouse gives you a present to 

open.  You open the present and in it is a piece of paper that says, “I give you my 

heart.”  I promise you that any woman in this room who opens that box is going to 

immediately assume that her husband simply forgot to get her a real present! 

 

We do owe Jesus our heart.  We do owe Jesus our lives.  But, when we consider 

the gift we ought to bring to the one born on Christmas, those are just words.  The 

Magi didn’t come and kneel at the side of Jesus and say – “I give you my life.”  

The Magi came to the side of Jesus with hands full of the things they believed 

could best express the devotion and commitment they had for him – and for them it 
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was frankincense, gold, and myrrh.  For each of us, it will be something different.  

But, if we can spend hours, and sometimes days, trying to find that perfect gift for 

our loved ones – I think we can spend little time trying to come to God incarnate 

with something better than a scribbled note reading, “I give you my heart.”  

Because, my gift may be different from your gift, and yours different from another, 

but I know we can ALL do better than that! 

 

 


