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The first Christmas 
carol is certainly not 
the longest. 
It was not written to be per-
formed in a cathedral nor was it 
commissioned to be sung to the 
wealthy. In fact, we do not know 
who the composer was; we only 
know who the intended audience 

was—the poor and the common. Its lyrics continue to be 
sung today even though the original melody has not sur-
vived. Neither the antiquity of the composition nor the 
majesty of the melody has secured this carol’s place in our 
Christmas worship. Indeed, this carol is recited more 
times than it is recorded. Some even speculate that both 
lyric and melody were more akin to spontaneous acclaim 
than a composition patiently conceived. Though the carol 
is brief, it is worthy of the angels whose voices were the 
first to sing: 

Glory to God in the highest 
 And on earth peace, goodwill toward men! 

 

This simple carol expresses the greatest and most blessed 
of truths, in words so few, yet possessing a heightened 
acuity that behold the pregnant fullness of the event itself.  
Loved ones, do not allow their familiarity to numb your 
senses. Here, within these 13 words we discover inspired 
brevity that is asymmetrical to the breadth of God’s glory, 
splendor, wonder, and majesty described. Like the Incar-
nation itself these words clothe immeasurable and impene-
trable glory with understanding and approachability. 
 

The angels sing something which people can understand 
— something which men and women ought to understand 
— something which will transform their lives if they will 
understand it. This is not a song composed with needless 
complexity. They sing of Christ, and the salvation which 
He came into this world to work out and to offer. And 
what they said of this salvation was simply and  profoundly 
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this: salvation gives glory to God.  
 

The angels sing… Consider all that the angels have wit-
nessed… They have seen planets fashioned between the 
palms of God and cast by his eternal hands through the 
infinitude of space. They beheld the delicacy with which 
God created life in all forms—from the microscopic to the 
immense. They were present when God carefully created 
the intricate strands for life we call DNA.  They watched 
as He created from nothing light, wind, water, earth, and 
fire. They looked on as God sculpted mountains and filled 
the seas. One can only imagine how their songs gathered 
force and rose higher with each wonder they were privi-
leged to behold.  
 
But this time, when they saw God stoop from his throne 
and become a babe, nursing at a woman’s breast, they 
lifted their notes higher still. Now their voices strain to 
reach  the highest notes from heaven’s scale of praise as 
they sing: “Glory to God in the highest!” They sing because 
they are convinced that God could go no higher to express 
His goodness than to descend to us in the person of Jesus. 
 
Loved ones, if it is true  
     that there is a hierarchy of angels,  
        rising tier upon tier in magnificence and dignity; 
If it is true when the apostle Paul teaches us that  
     there are angels, and principalities,  
          powers, thrones, and dominions, 
among these blessed inhabitants of God’s kingly realm… 

then what we witness in this carol is  
exuberant praise returning to God’s throne room—the 
very place from where this miracle was first conceived. 
 

The angels sing and, as they continue, their song gath-
ers momentum as rank upon rank join their voices to the 
ever-increasing host who behold Him until it reaches the 
four cherubim who perpetually encircle the throne of 
God. These cherubim, in turn, gather up this song from all 
lesser ranks of angels as they join their voices to this  
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glorious spectacle of harmony with their own descant of 
adoration. Voice upon voice cascading and building in 
force, grandeur, and glory as the entire host of heaven 
proclaim before Him who is both King and Servant, 
“Glory to God in the highest!”  
 
And while we let our imagination and vision behold this 
awesome and epic moment we now recognize what the 
angels must surely have realized that night they sang: the 
Incarnation not creation is God’s highest glory.  
 
Yes, God is glorified in every dew drop  
     that sparkles as a jewel before the morning sun.  
Yes, He is magnified in every flower  
     that blossoms in the thicket, 
          although its beauty remains unseen. 
God is glorified in every bird that sings on the tree;  
     and in every lamb that skips in the meadow.  
 

Do not the fishes in the sea praise Him? 
     Do not all creatures that swim the water bless  
          and praise His name?  
Do not all creation extol Him?  
 

Is there anyone beneath the sky,  
     save humanity, that does not willingly glorify God?  
Do not the stars exalt Him when they write  
     His name upon a bejeweled firmament? 
Does not the lightening adore Him  
     when it flashes His brightness in arrows of light?  
Do not thunders extol Him  
     when they roll like drums on the march  
          in God’s army?  
Do not all things exalt Him— 
      from the least to the greatest?  
 

Indeed, all creation praises Him! Yet, the entire creation 
can sing until it has exhausted herself and it will still be 
no match for the song that is sung before the wonder, 
grace, love, and glory that is  present in the Incarnation of 
Jesus.  
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There is more song in the Incarnation than in creation; 
     more melody in Jesus in the manger; 
than there is in worlds upon worlds  
     spinning in all their grandeur  
          round the throne of the Most High.  
 
The Incarnation’s Infant shares His crown with no one. 
     The manger’s Tenant needs no helper. 
His very name, “Jesus,”  
     indicates His sufficiency and His supremacy. 
He has no equal; 
     He cannot be thwarted; 
His humility disorients His foes 
     And His royalty overcomes them. 
 
Pause beloved, and see how every attribute of our God is 
magnified here.  
 

Behold! What wisdom is here: 
     God becomes man  that God may be  
          just and the Justifier of the ungodly.  
Behold! What power is here: 
     where is power so great as when it conceals power?  
Behold! What humility is here: 
     That God should empty Himself of His glory,  
          splendor, dignity, and majesty. 
Behold, what love is here: 
     that He should will to dwell among us. 
Behold, what faithfulness is here: 
     how many of the prophets’ promises are kept this day?  
 

Tell me one quality of God that is not manifest in Jesus? 
The whole of God is glorified in Christ; and though some 
facet of God’s name is written upon the fabric of His crea-
tion nowhere is it more fully manifest than in Him who is 
born Son of Man and yet forever reigns as the Son of God. 
 

The angels sing because the very nature of the Event 
itself compels them to put God first: 
   To celebrate His preeminence; 
      To adore His magnificence; 
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         To declare His faithfulness; 
            To extol His radiance; 
               To rejoice before His munificence; and  
                  To reveal His presence 
because they recognize that salvation glorifies God… 
     indeed, it glorifies Him supremely,  
          and inspires the highest of creatures to praise 
Him. 
 

The angels sing!  Their praises continue to resound 
throughout the corridors of heaven and earth: 
 

Glory to God in the highest… 
And on earth peace, goodwill toward men! 

 

Yet now, the Incarnation inspires another verse, almost 
as short… 
 

Worthy is the Lamb Who was slain 
To receive power and riches and wisdom 

And strength and honor 
And glory and blessing! 

 

Loved ones, do not let the familiarity of this blessed 
season’s lyric and song dull your spirit and blunt your 
senses to the Wonder we celebrate. We too are wit-
nesses to Jesus of Whom the angels sing. We too extol 
and declare the glory of His birth—and the songs we 
raise will echo through the aisles of a glorious future for 
you which has already been secured by Jesus.  
 
May the Holy Spirit stir up within you a Spirit of praise 
that will awaken you, with gracious expectancy, to the 
promises and possibilities the Father has for you this 
season and in the days ahead… 
 

Merry Christmas to you in Jesus name, 
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