
11 THE STORY OF THE OTP.ER. ';liSE HAN" 

INTRODUCTION One of the most convincing measures of the 
magnitude and meaning of Christmas is the impressive 

amount of litereature - of prose and poetry - that it has inspired. 

As I mentioned two weeks ago this morning when ;.re reflected on 
the conversion of old Scrooge, Christmas has a uninue way of awakening 
our sensibilities and firing up our imag~nations. 

Another writer who felt the power of Christmas :l..n an exceptional 
way t--Tas Henry Van Dyk. The result was his immortal classic, The Story 
of the Other i...Jise Han. Familiar to some of you,. it's one. of those 
stories that we need to hear at this time of year. It's zne_aning spills 
over into our lives • 

..... -,. 
·And I hope that your holiday season will be a bit richer and fuller 

• ·ror hearing it once again. 

LET US PRAY 

Pause: 

"Help us, Lord, to be ma.ster of ourselves that 
we may become .the servants of 
others. 

Take our lips and speak through them; our mjnds 
and thing through them; our hearts and 
set them on fire. 

In the name and spirit of Christ, we pray. Amen" 

Pause between sections of story •••• 
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"THE OTHER WISEMAN" 

INTRODUCTION Back in the days when Augustus Caesar was the master of many 
kings and Herod reigned in Jerusalem, there lived in the 

land of Persia a certain man who answered to the name of Artaban. 

One dark night a light shone through the curtained arches of Artaban's 
home, where the "master" of the house was holding council with a group of his 
friends. There were nine of them in namber and they sat on the floor around a 
small black altar. And upon this altar a candle burned brightly ••• its light 
helping to disple the shadows of the night. The men differedd widely in age, 
but all were alike in the richness of their robes which showed that they belonged 
to the Ancient Order of the Magi - or Wise Men, as we might call them today. They 
all shared the reputation for being seekers of the truth. 

ARTABAN SPEAKS Artaban speaks. He tells his friends that he has brought 
them together in order to share a great secret with them. 

He is telling them •••• 

"For a long time three other Magi and I have been studying 
the writing of the Hebrew prophets who many centuries ago 
prophesied the coming of a Redeemer and a King. We have 
came to believe that this 'long-expected Messiah' is soon 
to be born. We believe that the sign of His coming will 
be a new star in the heavens, kindled by the union of 
three great stars." 

"As soon as this star appears I will leave here to meet m;y 
three companions who will wait ten days for me in Babylon. 
And then together the four of us will set out in searCh of 
this new King. I am so sure that the sign will come that I 
have sold all ~ possessions and bought three jewels - a 
sapphire, a ruby and a pearl to carry as my tribute to this 
new king." 

And even as he spoke he reached inside his robe and brought forth his three great 
jewels and placed them next to the candle on the altar. 

His friends were astonished and taken back that Artaban should set out on a 
search that seemed to them so vain and so fruitless. But Artaban was determined 
and even as they whispered among themselves, he spoke in a strong, clear voicer 

"The world without a great hope would be like this altar ••• 
without a living fire. The light of the world will surely' 
came. Will you not come with me on this quest?" 

But his friends quietly departed in wonder and puzzlement, excusing them
selves one by one saying that such a quest was not really far them. Only Artaban's 
aging father lingered behind to offer his son encouragement and after he departed, 
Artaban was left along in solitude. He:~picked up the three great jewels -the 
sapphire ••• as blue as a .::"fr~'gJJatmt of the night sky. Then the ruby •••• redder than 
a ray of sunshine. Finally, the pearl ••• as pure as the peak of a snow mountain 
at twilight. Fingering them ••• he then put them in a velvet pouch and returned 
them into the deep pocket of his robe. 
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THE STAR AND HE DEPARTS He then went over to the window and lifting the 
heavy curtain, he gazed out into the darlmess if 

the night s~. As the first signs of the dawn were beginning to appear, even 
as he stood there looking upward - three great stars seemed to come together 
in the heavens and were tused into one. Then a new star sprang forth that 
grew in size and brilliance and beauty. His heart trembled with excitement. He 
said to himself, 

11 It is the s ign1 The King is born. I must go find Him and 
worship Him and bring my gifts to Him •••• That is the sign1" 

Day after day Artaban's horse made its way through the forest of the Orontes 
mountains. He knew that he would have to ride hard and fast if he were to meet 
his three companions in Babylon within their specified 'on day period. He pressed 
on and on until he was within three hours ride of his destination when his horse 
suddenly slackened her pace. Within the shade of a pine grove he horse stopped, 
quivering before the dark form of a man lying across the road. Artaban quickly 
dismounted and found that the man was dying from the dreaded marshland fever. A 
conflict stirred within his heart. Should he stop or should he go on? Should 
he risk loing out in his quest for the Divine King in order to save this poor 
Hebrew peasant who was in need? If he delayed ••• his companions in Babylon would 
not wait. They would go on without him. But if he ventured on, this sick ~an by 
the roadside would surely die •••• 

For a few moments, he stood there wondering what to do ••• then quickly he 
turned to the "fever-sttieken" man. His decision had been made. For several 
hours over the next two days, he skillfully' ministered to the man. At long last 
the sick man lifted his head and feebly asked, "Who are you that you should have 
saved my life?" 

"I am Artaban, one of the Magi. I am going to Jerusalem 
in search of the One who is born King of the Jews - the 
Prince of Peace ••• the Deliverer of all people." 

"Go not to Jerusalem" whispered the Jewish peasant} "F~ 
our prophets long ago told us that the King is to be born 
in Bethlehem. May the Lord bring you in safety to that place". 

ARTABAN CONTINUES Upon reaching Babylon, Artaban discovered that the 
three other Magi had already departed. And it was now 

necessary for him to sell the sapphire - one of the three precious gifts he had 
planned to present to the King - in order to buy a train of camels and he then 
in turn set out in the direction of Bethlehem •••• travelling alone. 

After many days of hard travel over desert wastes, he final~ reached the 
little town of Bethlehem. He was 1-1eary, exhausted, but full of hope, bearing 
his ruby and his pearl to present to the infant King. He stopped first at a 
low stone but where he saw a mother singing her baby to sleep, and he asked 
her where he could find the new-born Messiah. She said to him, 

"His parents have fled with Him to Egypt, for King Herod, 
fearing this new King, has threatened to kill all of the 
babies in this town of Bethlehem ••• •" 
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And even as she spoke the noise and screams of wild confusion and the 
clashing of swords could be heard nearby. Then, the terrified cry, "The 
soldiers of Herod •••• save our children". The young mother to wham he spoke 
was terrified. She clutched her child to her breast. Artaban went quickly to 
the doorway of the home. His broad shoulders filled the doorway. The calmness 
and the radiance of his eyes ••• and his face caused the soldiers to halt in 
their mad rush. And reaching into his inner pockei, he pulled out the ruby 
and said to the soldiers in charge, 11Here ••• take this •••• leave her alone." The 
soldiers grabbed the ruby and Artaban parted with the glistening ruby in order 
to have the soldiers leave that house and mother and child unharmed. 

THE SEARCH CONTINUES As Artaban came to the end of that day, his heart 
was heavy ••• sad. The second gift was now gone 

and the King for whom he had been searching was not there in Bethlehem. They 
said his parents had left the previous day in the direction of Egypt. 

But he continued with his search. It took him also to Egypt and for 
months and years he searched for the Christ Child in the hope that he might give 
to Him his one remaining gift. And though he did not find the Christ Child to 
worship, he did find many people to help and the years passed ~~~ft~ as he 
"fed the hungry, healed the sick, comforted the lonely and distressed and gave 
the gift of friendship to~"· 

An old man now, Artaban decided to make one last visit to Jerusalem in 
search of the great King of Kings. It had been thirty-three years since he had 
been in Jerusalem. And as he came into Jerusalem that spring day, he sensed 
a deep gloom hanging over the great city. Many of the people were making their 
way to the Damascus Gate. Artaban asked the reason for this and was told that 
Jesus of Nazareth who men were calling "King of the Jews" was to be put to 
death, crucified outside the city wall within the hour. Artaban caught his 
breath. Crucified? The King? Was He to die? The very King for whom he had 
spent an entire lifetime searching? 

THE CLIMAX At that moment a troop of soldiers was coming down the street, 
dragging with them a debtor's young daughter into slavery. 

"Have mercy upon me" she cried out as she saw Artaban's kind face. Artaban 
trembled. The old conflict once again stirred within, but only for a moment. 
Quick~ he drew forth the pearl - his last stone - the gift he had been saving 
for the King. He called out, "This is thy ransom, daughter". The soldiers 
departed without her ••• leaving her bruised and beaten at his feet. 

But even at that very moment the earth trembled and shook beneath his 
feet and buildings crashed to the ground. The soldiers fled in terror. Artaban 
and the girl crouched beside the city wall. The quest was over. He had not 
seen the King. He had failed in the one great goal of his life. The King was 
dead. Even at that moment, He had been crucified on a cross outside the city 
wall. 

But through the twilight a still, small voi~3 spoke to the old man. And 
Artaban found himself saying, 

"Not so, my Lord. When saw I You hungry and fed You? Or, 
thirsty and gave You drink? When saw I You a stranger 
and took You in and came unto You? I have never see Your 
face or ministered unto You". 
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Then came the voice again. Faint. Far away •••• yet •••• very clear: 

"Verily I say unto you •••• inasmuch as you have done it unto 
one of the least of these~ brothers ••• and sisters ••• you 
have done it unto Me." 

Artaban felt a quietness and a peace ~orne over him. His heart was filled 
with deep joy. A radiance ••• a feeling of happiness swept over him. His long 
journey was over. His treasures were accepted. The "other" Wise Man had found 
the King of Kings. 

PRAYER 0 God, Our Father ••••• 

When the song of the angels is stilled, 
When the star in the heavens is gone, 
When the Kings and princes are home, 
When the shepherds have returned to their flocks, 

And the Wise Men have returned home by another way, 

Then the work of Christmas really begins -

To findthe lost, 
To heal and to help the broken-hearted, 
To feed the hungry, 
To release the prisoners, 
To rebuild the nations, 
To bring peace among brothers and sisters, 
To make music in the heart. 

In the name and in the spirit of the Christ Child, we we offer You this 
prayer this Christmas Day. Amen. 



December 25, 1994 

INTRODUCTION Remaining in a prayerful spirit, let us enter into a 
time of silent meditation as we kneel in adoration on 

this Christmas D~ before the manger of the Christ Child. 

In quietness, let each of us - in the warmth and hush of these 
moments - prepare our hearts expectantly that we may receive the GLAD TIDINGS 
of this Holy Season. 

MEDITATION Let us hold in our prayers this Day the lost and the lonely 
of this great city.... · 

The bereaved and the broken-hearted. 
The homeless and the hungry. 
The cold and the forgotten. 

Make sensitive our hearts to human need. We pray for those in whose 
lives there is so "little room" for joy and happiness this Christmas Day. 

"He will feed His flock like a shepherd. He will gather 
the lambs in his arms. And the ransomed of the Lord 
shall return, and come to Zion with singing; they shall 
obtain joy and gladness and sorrow and sighing shall flee 
away." 

"The grass withers. The flower fades, but the Word of 
our God shall stand forever 1" 

"The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard shall 
lie down with the kid ••• and the calf and the lion and the 
fatling together ••• and a LITTIE CHILD shall lead theml" 

"And Mary kept all these things .•• pondering them in her heart" 

PRAYERS I LORD'S PRAYER 

Touch with healing, 0 God, those whom we mention in our JX' ayers in 
these moments: 

Coralie Bailey. Eric deFreitas. Geraldine Blasingame, friend 
of Walter Spencer. Daisy Herrick. Bob, father of Doug McPheters. 
Pearl, mother of Diane Keller. 

Answer the unspoken prayers whispered in the deep places of our lives 
spoken in the name and spirit of Jesus who taught us to say when we pray: 

r--- ----- .. ·- .., 
I 

"C\lr Father, who art in heaven. HallowE"d be Thy name. Thy 
Kingdom CCf!te. Thy 01ill be donP. on earth as it is 1'n 
hea7en. ' 

Glve us this day our dall b d d - Y re~ • An forgive us our trespasses 
lJ.s we forgl.ve those who trespass against us And 1 ' 
~~to terrtptAt.ion, but del17er us from evll, for Thi~e ei~ ~he not 

ngdom, and the Power and U1e glery, forever. Amen" 

•--- ----------------- ·-----J 



POINSETTIAS AND WREATHS 

The poinsettias and wreaths that beautify the chancel and nave have 
been given by the following members and friends as well as by several friends 
who wish to remain anonymous. 

Andrea and Neil Bardach, in memory of Lucy Ford. 
Michele Barton, in memory of Ophelia and Wilmentha Barton and Lillian 

Formey. 
Antonia J. Berns, in memory of my father. 
Judith, Antonia and Cameron Berns and Family, in memory of husband, 

father, grandfather, Anthony Berns, and all loved ones. 
Dan Boone. 
Ed Brown and Family, in memory of Jane and William Brown. 
Jane Chaney, in memory of loved ones. 
Anna Delson, in memory of loved ones. 
Lynn and Philip Clarke, in memory of our parents and other loved ones. 
Eric de Freitas, in memory of my wife, Toily, and loved ones. 
Evenghst Eceleston, in memory of Sonia Stewart. 
Vydia Foley, in memory of Mary Jarvey, beloved grandmother. 
Valdrena Foy, in memory of Frank High. 
Ruth Frame, in memory of loved ones. 
Lori Gale, in memory of my grandparents. 
Sarah Gill, in honor of George and Sallie Gill. 
Barbara Hairston, in memory of loved ones. 
Elizabeth A. Hayes, in memory of my grandparents, Belle and Leon Mudge. 
Bobbie S. Heron, in memory of loved ones. 
Allegra Johnson, in memory of Dr. Martha Dallmann. 
Sharon Johnson, in memory of my father, George Johnson. 
Charlotte Juchter, in memory of my dear mother, Frieda Juchter and my 

sister, Elfrieda Barrett. "May they rest in peace, gone 
but not forgotten." 

Jennifer Karim. 
Josephine Keirn, in memory of Mr. and Mrs. Raoul Keirn. 
Mary Ellen Kris, in memory of Bob, Gerry and Ray Loughran. 
Terese Liotta, in memory of Lenora Betty Crosby. 
Jeanne E. Martini, in memory of my mother and my father in law. 
Natividad Miranda, in memory of Juan S. Roxas. 
Shannon and Karl Newlin, in memory of W. H. and Kitty Dancy. 
Roberta Olson, in memory of Dr. Martha Dallmann. 
Olivia and Agnes Olsson, in memory of loved ones. 
Remy A. Pacio and Merci A. Reyes, in memory of Engr and Mrs. A.B. Aquino. 
Anna-Liisa Rintala, in memory of Vera Viiu Allik. 
Mother and sister, Marie, in memory of Vera Viiu Allik. 
Mary Lou Risley and Dorothy Wolfgang, in memory of loved ones. 
Peter Ripley, in memory of Robert Russell. 
Paul H. Ross, in memory of my parents, Joan and Richard Ross. 
Michael and Dee Schaffield, in memory of mother, father and daughter. 
Pat Shannon, in memory of Gordon A. Hasse, Sr. 
Pat Shannon, in memory of Margherita Shannon. 
Stacey Staaterman, in memory of my mother, Judy Staaterman. 
Mrs. Charles E. Stagemyer, in memory of Charles E. Stagemyer. 
Mary George Stephenson, in memory of Dr. George Hughes Stephenson. 
Evelyn Thayer, in memory of Mr. and Mrs. Kurland. 
Joyce Thomas. 
Anonymous, in memory of Dennis Dibble. 
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ANTHEM: "As On The Night" 

"As on the night before this blessed 
morn, a troop of angels unto shepherds told, 
where in a stable he was poorly born, whom 
nor the earth, nor heav'n of heav'ns hold. 
Through Bethlehem rung this news at their 
return; yea, angels sung that God with us 
was born. And they made mirth because we 
should not mourn. His love therefore, oh! 
let us all confess and to the sons of men 
his works express." 

ANTHEM: "Mary, Mary, Where Is Your Baby?" 

"Mary, Mary, where is your baby? On 
Christmas morning. Here is my baby laying 
in the manger on Christmas morning. Oh, 
praise His holy name. Oh, praise His holy 
name. Angels in glory praising His corning 
on Christmas morning On Christmas morning. 
I think I'll call my little baby Jesus on 
Christmas morning. Oh praise His holy 
name. Oh praise His holy name. Angels in 
glory praising His corning on Christmas 
morning. Go to sleep my little baby Jesus." 

ORGAN POSTLUDE 

The organ postlude - a final offering 
of our praise to God - is played after the 
Benediction. Time permitting, we invite 
you to share in the beauty of it. 

FOR THOSE WHO SING 

New members are always welcome to audi
tion to sing in the Choir. Rehearsals are 
held Sunday mornings at 9:30 in the down
stairs Choir Room and then at ten o'clock 
the rehearsals move to the sanctuary. 

,.~. 

A ROSE ON THE ALTAR 

The rose on the altar today is in honor 
of Timothy James Hofrnockel, infant son of 
Diane and James Hofrnockel, born on Monday, 
December 19th, 1994 at Beth Israel Hospital 
here in the city. 

THIS WEEK 

The church office will be closed on 
Monday, December 26th. The "Hounds" will 
not be meeting this corning Tuesday. 

NEXT SUNDAY 

The Reverend Mr. Kenneth Halcott will 
bring the Communion Meditation next Sunday, 
New Year's Day. Ken has recently returned 
from Santorini, Greece and it will be good 
to welcome this dear friend of many years 
back to the pulpit of our Church .. 

LOOKING AHEAD 

On Sunday evening, January 15th, we 
shall celebrate the life and legacy of Dr. 
Martin Luther King, Jr .. A special program 
is being developed and a pot-luck supper 
will be shared. Circle the date. 

1995 CANVASS 

"-

Boxes of the weekly offering envelopes 
will be available for distribution next 
Sunday. The 1995 Financial Canvass continues 
with pledge cards still being received. To 
date 199 pledges totalling $159,544 have 
been received toward our goal of $172,500. 
If you have not yet responded, we invite 
you to do so as soon as possible. 
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ORGAN 

CHRISTMAS DAY 
December 25, 1994 

ORDER OF WORSHIP 
11 A. M. 

"In dulci jubilo" 
CALL TO WORSHIP 
HYMN NO. 220 "Angels From the Realms of Glory" 

(seated) INVOCATION 

Bach 

0 God, our Father, You have brought us once 
again to this glad season of the year when we com
memorate the birth of Your Son, Jesus Christ, our 
Lord. Grant that His spirit may be born anew in 
our hearts and that we may joyfully welcome Him to 
reign over us. Open our ears that we may hear once 
again the angelic chorus of old and open our lips 
that we, too, may sing with uplifted hearts, "Glory 
to God in the highest, and on earth, peace and good 
will to all people." In the spirit of the Christ 
Child we now pray on this Christmas Day. Amen. 

SILENT MEDITATION - WORDS OF ASSURANCE - LORD'S PRAYER 
*** 

PSALTER 
AFFIRMATION OF FAITH 
GLORIA PATRI 

*** 
ANTHEM 
SCRIPTURE 
PASTORAL PRAYER 
PARISH CONCERNS 

Psalm 147 

"As On The Night" 
Matthew 2: 1 - 12 

ANTHEM "Mary, Mary, Where Is Your Baby?" 
PRESENTATION OF THE OFFERING WITH THE DOXOLOGY 
HYMN NO. 254 "We Three Kings" 
SERMON "The Other Wise Man" 
HYMN NO. 245 "The First Noel" 
BENEDICTION 
ORGAN "Hail, This Brightest Day" 

*** Interval for Ushering 

No. 859 
No. 883 

No. 71 

Gibbons 
Page 835 

Hairston 

Mr. Clarke · 

Bach 

LAY READER 

We welcome Fran Ellison to the lectern today. A 
native of North Carolina and a graduate of Shaw Univer
sity, Fran joined our Church in 1968. She is the Pres
ident of the United Methodist Women, Co-Chair of the 
Coffee Hour, serves as an usher and is an active partici
pant in the All Church Christmas Fair. 

ALTAR FLOWERS 

The flowers on the altar today are in memory of 
loved ones given by Charlotte Kittilsen. 

GREETERS AND USHERS 

The greeters for today are Suzanne Rose and Walter 
Spencer. The ushers are Michael Schaffield, Glenn Rose, 
Joyce Williams and Sam Wilson. 

AN INVITATION 

Coffee and tea will be served in the Russell Room 
following the service. Members and friends are invited 
to share in these moments of warmth made po~sible for us 
today by Lili and Richmond Bates, Beatrice Frazier, Julie 
Hymen, Jennifer Karim, Sheryl LaBac and Walter Spencer. 

CHURCH SCHOOL AND NURSERY CARE 

Sessions of Church School for children are offered 
Sunday mornings from ten-thirty to twelve. Nursery care 
for infants and toddlers is available on the fourth floor. 

ADULT BIBLE CLASS 

The Adult Bible Class meets on Sunday morning at 
9:30 in Fellowship Hall. The class is studying the 
Book of Exodus. Bill Bonwitt is class leader. 


